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THE  ONE  FAIR  WOMAN. 
CHAPTER  I. 

THE   PICTURE   OF  A   PAINTER. 

N  the  year  18 —  the  world  ap- 
plauded the  young  artist,  Alpho 
Murietta,  and  pronounced  him  a 
genius  of  the  very  highest  order. 

As  the  world  is  nearly  always  wrong,  it 
is  safe  to  say  that  in  this  case  it  was  utterly 
so.  In  justice  to  the  young  artist,  who  was 
being  borne  as  it  were  on  the  shoulders  of 
his  seniors,  and  held  up  to  the  full  gaze  of 
the  great,  I  may  say  that  he  himself  half 
suspected  that  the  world  lied.  Yet  he  was 
not  so  terribly  displeased  after  all  at  the 
falsehood. 

In  the  year  18 —  the  world  denounced 
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the  young  artist,  Alpho  Murietta,  as  an  im 
postor,  a  libertine,  and  a  fraud  of  the  ver] 
worst  stamp. 

As  the  world  is  nearly  always  wrong 
perhaps  it  was  mistaken  again.  As  fol 
young  Murietta,  he  was  this  time  himself 
perfectly  certain  that  the  world  lied.  But 
this  time  he  was  displeased  and  troubled 
too.  And  sad  as  it  was,  and  certain  as  1 
was  in  this  conviction,  in  truth  I  must  sajjj 
that  this  time  he  stood  almost  alone  in  I 
belief. 

His  had  been  an  eventful  story,  which  n 
may  come  upon  further  on.  Boy  as  he  was, 
he  was  scarred  all  over  by  battle,  lie  had_ 
lived  the  life  of  a  man  in  his  boyhood,  n 
though  he  was  the  soul  of  virtue,  his  hei 
lay  broken  in  bits  and  scattered  like  clay" 
all  over  the  world  where  he  had  wandered. 
With  all  that,  he  had  never  yet  met  the  one 
great  woman  of  his  life,  the  one  whom 
somehow  he  felt  all  the  time  was  standing 
somewhere  in  the  world  by  his  path  of  Ij 
waiting  till  he  should  come  that  way. 

Woman — full,  complete,  and  perfect  i 
man-^was  to  him   the  whole  wide  worl^ 
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He  would  follow  her,  worship  afar  off,  wait 
and  watch  if  by  some  chance  he  might  be 
able  to  do  her  service.  His  soul  and  sense 
of  duty  to  woman  was  that  of  a  knight  of 
old.  Alpho  Murietta  waa  born  out  of  his 
time.  Amid  the  revolutions  of  his  land,  he 
had  grown  up  in  the  field  and  camp  almost 
without  culture,  and  was  what  the  world, 
with  its  usual  felicity  for  fitting  a  man  in 
his  proper  niche,  was  very  happy  to  call  a 
half  savage. 

That  the  young  new-risen  star  was  a  little 
rough  in  his  appearance  and  blunt  in  ex- 
pression, is  true.  But  his  voice  was  low 
and  soft,  his  manner  gentle,  engaging,  al- 
most childlike,  certainly  timid,  shrinking, 
shy  of  the  gaze  and  attention  of  men.  He 
stood  alone,  mantled  in  the  gloom  of  his 
own  individuality. 

A  soldier  by  chance  and  fortune,  yet  his 
figure  was  lithe  and  light  as  that  of  a 
woman.  His  was  a  singular  face  for  the 
age.  Men  were  always  saying,  "Why,  I 
have  seen  that  face  before !  "  In  fact  it  was 
a  face  that  men  would  paint,  would  see 
without  knowing  it.     Artist  as  he  was  by 
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nature,  his  face,  half  hidden  in  blonde  and 
abundant  hair  that  hung  to  the  shoulders, 
was  such  a  face  as  painters  would  paint  and 
men  would  buy  and  hang  on  their  walls, 
and  yet  know  not  why.  And  still  it  was 
not  beautifiil,  not  by  any  manner  of  means. 
It  was  a  sympathetic  face,  full  of  affection 
ind  full  of  truth,  of  resolution,  self-will, 
defiance,  doubt.     That  is,  sometimes. 

Faces  change  so.  Let  a  face  be  backed 
by  blood  and  mettle,  let  the  soul  be  hal- 
lowed by  experience,  and  made  mellow  as  a 
ploughed  field  by  troubles  that  have  torn  it 
up,  let  it  be  made  charitable  of  the  sins  of 
others  by  a  sense  of  its  own  sins, — and  you 
have  a  face  that  will  wear  as  many  changes 
of  expression  as  the  wind  and  weather. 

This  man  had  come  upon  his  art  by  in- 
stinct. He  had  fancied,  or  perhaps  really 
seen,  things^of. beauty;  he  knew  they  were 
hiding  back  behind  his  canvas,  that  some 
day  they  would  come  out  fi^om  there,  stand 
before  him,  droop,  lean,  reach,  live,  look 
him  in  the  face,  and  talk  back  to  him  and 
answer  the  solitude  of  his  soul.  In  his 
solitary  hours  he  had  seen  them,  distant. 
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dim,  faint,  and  far  away.     They  seemed  to 
be  afraid  to  draw  near. 

By  devotion,  self-denial,  adoration,  love 
for  the  beautiful,  and  a  sincere  and  simple  \ 
life,  he  made  himself  familiar  with  their 
ways,  and  then  they  came,  and  he  made 
them  his  friends  for  ever. 

With  all  his  love  for  woman,  he  had  never 
yet  seen  the  one  certain  destiny  of  his  life. 
Yet  he  knew  she  lived.  He  knew  perfectly 
well  that  she  would  come,  as  the  figures 
and  feces  of  beauty  had  come  on  his  canvas. 
And  he  knew  he  should  recognize  her  when 
she  came.  He  pictured  her  a  tall  and  silent 
woman,  dark  and  half  mysterious ;  strong, 
moving  a  world,  yet  scarce  moving  a  hand, 
a  central  figure,  a  sun  with  a  thousand 
stars  that  moved  as  she  moved,  that  knew 
no  light  but  hers. 

The  first  year,  the  one  and  only  year,  of 
his  glory  was  gone.  The  young  artist  was 
no  more  a  wonder.  People  began  to 
measure  their  praise,  to  doubt,  to  damn 
with  a  definition  of  qualities.  Still  no  man, 
however  willing  some  were,  had  yet  pro- 
claimed against  him.      Soon  made,   soon 
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marred.  All  sudden  growths  as  a  rule  are 
the  story  of  Jonah's  gourd. 

At  last,  without  desigo,  without  desiring 
such  a  tiling  now,  at  a  time  in  fact  when  he 
almost  wbhed  his  dream  of  her  to  be  and 
renaain  for  ever  but  a  dream  and  fancy,  he 
met  this  One  Fair  Woman  face  to  face  in 
of  the  highest  circles  in  the  world. 

He  had  heard  her  name  mthout  knowing 
it  or  caring  for  it.  He  had  been  dreaming 
all  day,  was  dreaming  stLll.  He  did  not 
Bee  her  till  he  stood  before  her  in  the 
gorgeous  saloon,  splendid  with  all  the  mag- 
nificence of  modem  art  and  civilization,  and 
set  about  by  beautiful  women  and  noble 
men,  and  she  the  one  chief  centre  stone  In 
the  shining  casket. 

Then  he  lifted  hia  eyes  to  hers,  dark  and 
deep  and  thoughtful,  and  full  of  fire.  Their 
light  startled  him.  He  awoke  from  hia 
dream,  shrunk  back  embarrassed,  stam- 
mered some  strange  words  that  he  himself 
did  not  understand,  and  in  the  whirl  and 
movement  of  the  comfjany  took  refuge  at 
once,  and  was  perhaps  at  once  forgotten  by 
this  wonderful  woman.     At  least  she  be- 
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trayed  no  consciousness,  no  emotion,  no 
interest  whatever. 

Possibly  she  had  not  heard  his  name. 
Possibly  she  had  heard  too  much  of  it. 
Possibly  she,  too,  had  been  dreaming  like 
himself  that  night,  and  did  not  waken  at 
all.  All  these  and  a  thousand  other  possi- 
bilities poured  through  the  young  man's 
brain  from  that  day  forth.  He  did  not 
dare  to  see  her  again.  Yet  dreaming  or 
awake  he  saw  nothing  but  her,  heard  no 
sound  but  her  voice,  a  voice  that  was  so 
full  of  soul,  of  song,  of  sympathy,  so  re- 
freshing, soft,  and  mellow;  like  the  foun- 
tain of  Trevi. 

Murietta,  as  I  have  said,  knew  certainly 
that  he  would  one  day  meet  this  woman. 
Knowing  this  by  some  sort  of  intuition,  a 
sort  of  revelation  that  belongs  to  certain 
natures  cursed  or  blessed  with  intense  sen- 
sibility, he  had  been  content  to  wait,  to  go 
on  silently  and  in  a  satisfied  sort  of  way 
with  his  work,  without  once  considering 
what  he  should  do  when  the  time  came. 

No  doubt  if  he  had  been  asked,  or  if  he 
had  asked  himself,  he  would  have  replied 
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confidently  that  he  should  at  once  address 
her,  tell  her  the  truth  briefly,  candidly, 
fi*aiik  and  bold  as  a  soldier,  and  possess 
her. 

As  it  was,  however,  he  did  not  address 
her  at  all.  He  ran  away.  He  began  for 
the  first  time  in  his  life  to  fear.  He  could 
not  exactly  tell  what  it  was  that  he  feared ; 
but  he  felt  himself  tremble  in  the  presence 
of  man,  alone,  in  crowds,  and  all  the  time 
impressed  with  the  fear  that  something 
di'eadfiil  was  about  to  happen.  Then  the 
horrors  began  to  pour  in  upon  him  from  a 
hundred  quarters.  He  had  done  nothing 
at  all  but  hide  himself  away  and  try  all 
the  time  to  get  that  one  face  from  between 
him  and  his  old  loves  and  beautiful  prin- 
cesses on  the  canvas.  It  was  impossible. 
He  now  was  miserable  beyond  expression. 
Men  began  to  note  his  change  of  manner 
and  of  mind.  His  enemies  were  delighted ; 
his  few,  very  few  friends  shook  tixeir  heads 
and  left  him  nearly  alone. 

This  could  not  go  on  with  a  mind  like  his. 
One  day  in  a  mood  of  desperation  he  re- 
solved to  ask  who  she  was.   Strange  enough* 


The  Picture  of  a  Painter.  9 

he  had  not  dared  mention  her  name  to  any 
one  since  that  night.  When  at  last,  pale,  ex- 
cited, trembling,  he  found  the  man  who  could 
tell  him  what  he  sought  to  learn  of  her, 
he  found  his  tongue  utterly  tied  and  his 
mouth  dry  as  if  he  had  had  a  fever.  He 
wanted  to  take  this  man  by  the  collar  and 
lead  him  into  a  dark  place  and  turn  his 
face  to  the  wall,  and  make  him  tell  him 
there,  with  his  eyes  held  down  and  in  a 
voice  that  only  he  could  hear,  who  she  was, 
and  what  her  name  and  history. 

That,  I  should  say,  is  love — love  deep, 
self-denying,  yet  uncontrolled. 

To  his  relief,  the  man  led  up  to  the  sub- 
ject of  his  heart,  and  told  him  all  about 
her  while  he  stood  by  the  fire  in  early 
autumn,  and  looked  out  through  the  win- 
dow at  a  man  with  a  tray  on  his  head 
and  a  little  bell  in  his  hand  hawking  his 
wares. 

The  tale  was  soon  told,  or  at  least  so 
much  as  the  man  chose  to  relate,  and  the 
artist  still  stood  looking  out  of  the  window. 
The  friend  set  down  his  glass  and  laid  his 
hand  on  his  shoulder.     He  started. 
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"  I  was  looking  at  the  man  with  the  tray 
and  bell*  Very  singular;  very  pretty; 
^twould  make  a  picture." 

The  friend  stooped  a  little  and  looked 
through  the  window;  but  no  man  with  a 
tray  was  to  be  seen.  In  fact  he  had  gone 
on  half  an  hour  before.  But  to  the  artist 
he  was  still  there,  ringing  his  little  brass 
bell  up  in  his  own  right  ear,  as  if  to  be 
certain  he  made  a  great  noise  to  attract  the 
little  people  to  buy  his  homely  wares. 

The  men  looked  each  other  in  the  face. 
The  artist  was  pale  and  embarrassed. 

"  You  are  ill.  You  must  stop  work. 
Do  you  know  what  your  friends  say  ?  " 

"  My  friends  ?  " 

"  Ay,  your  friends — the  world." 

"  No." 

"ShalllteUyou?" 

"  Well,  yes,  since  we  had  as  well  hear 
one  falsehood  as  another." 

"  But  it  will  offend  you." 

'*  I  have  passed  that  phase." 

"  I  fear  it  will  annoy  you." 

"Nonsense.  You  annoy  me  by  your 
insinuations.     Speak  plain." 
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"Well  then,  my  dear  fellow,  you  must 
stop  work." 

"  Is  that  what  the  world  says  ?  " 

"  Well,  no,  not  exactly,  but " 

"  But,  but,  but !  " 

The  artist  drew  up  his  bands  and  wrung 
them  nervously  as  he  looked  at  his  so-called 
friend. 

"But— but!     WeU?" 

"They  say  you — you — that  you  are  ill — 
and——" 

"  And — and ! "  This  time  the  hands  had 
clutched  the  shoulder.  They  shook  the 
man,  and  they  shook  these  words  from  out 
between  his  chattering  teeth, 

"  And  that  you — ^you — are  insane ! " 

The  artist  shook  oflF  his  friend  and  found 
his  way  into  the  street. 

"  Cabman.     India  Docks." 

"  Right." 

The  Italian  flag  was  fluttering  from  the 
masthead  of  a  ship  steaming  as  if  just  about 
to  start.     It  bore  the  word  "  Genoa." 

"  Genoa  !  Genoa  ?  why  not  ?  That  is 
in  Italy.     And  she  is  in  Italy." 

Down  the  stormy  channel,   around  the 
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rocky  Gates  of  HercuUs^^and  up  the  choppy, 
ugly  Mediterranean,  and  they  drew  in 
upon  the  isolated  city  of  palaces. 

Mnrietta  walked  ashore  without  even  a 
hat-box  in  the  shape  of  luggage.  Happy 
man!  Not  one  of  the  thousand-and-one 
porters  laid  hold  of  him.  They  thought 
he  belonged  to  the  ship,  and  opened  a  very 
fair  line  and  let  him  walk  leisurely  on  to 
the  old  H6tel  Italic,  while  they  fought  a 
hand-to-hand  combat  with  the  other  pas- 
sengers for  their  luggage. 

At  his  hotel  the  good  consul  sought 
Murietta  out;  but  he  was  still  sad  and 
thoughtfuL 

"  You  will  dine  with  me  ?  " 

"  Xo." 

^^You  will  at  least  call  and  spend  an 
hour — see  my  family." 

^'  Xo,  no,  no.  1  am  not  in  a  mood  to 
see  happy  people." 

Then  suddenly  turning  to  the  consul 
after  a  moment's  silence — 

"  Consul,  do  me  a  favour," 

"  With  pleasure,  if  it  is  in  my  power." 

^^  Then  take  me  to  see  those  that  are  un- 
happy, the  miserable !" 
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The  consul  hesitated. 

"  I  am  miserable  to-day ;  take  me  among 
my  kind  to-day!  To-morrow  I  shall  be 
more  cheerful." 

They  passed  up  the  narrow  crowded 
streets  with  mighty  marble  palaces  on 
either  hand,  up  past  many  fountains,  up 
many  steps,  under  many  arches,  around  a 
spiral  stairway  of  marble,  till  suddenly 
they  stood  before  the  Jardin  Nero  with  its 
tropical  flowers,  its  fountains,  its  birds,  its 
beasts,  and  its  thousand  happy  children 
and  beautiful  women. 

The  consul  turned  his  back  to  this,  and 
led  across  the  shady  walk  to  the  beautiful 
public  drive,  with  its  double  rows  of  trees, 
its  fountains,  its  bands  of  music,  and  its 
whirl  of  carriages  that  follow  one  another 
around  and  around  on  this  delightful  drive 
overlooking  the  sea,  that  seems  to  have 
been  fashioned  from  a  half-levelled  moun- 
tain. 

"  There ! " 

"  Folly,  folly !  I  asked  for  the  unhappy. 
You  bring  me  to  this  whirl  of  gaiety — this 
giddiness  of  delight !  " 
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^You  asked  for  the  miserable.  Here 
they  are!  There  they  sit  in  those  car- 
riages! There  are  the  truly  unhappy! 
and  so  it  is  the  wide  world  oyer." 

Marietta  grasped  his  hand.  He  looked 
Idm  in  the  &ce  as  if  he  would  look  him 
tdiroogh. 

**You  have  uttered  a  great  truth.  I 
knew  it  before,  I  felt  it  before,  but  dared 
not;  sav.'* 

Around  and  around  the  cttrnageswhirled, 
two  and  two,  and  then  a  double  line  meeting 
till  they  drove  four  deep,  and  the  horses 
took  in  the  spirit  of  the  splendid  sunset 
ftNiie^  aind  bent  their  necks  and  tossed  their 
manes  and  stepped  as  if  they  scarcely 
toudied  the  ground*  A  group  of  peasants 
in  gay  and  beautiful  dress^  with  their 
glorious  hair  about  their  shoulders,  danced 
below  an  acacia  tree  in  the  sprinkle  of  the 
feuntain^  while  officers  in  splendid  uni- 
forms moved  leisurely  up  and  down  and 

bowed  to  the  blacknovod  women  seated 

lb 

ko^  and  there  in  twos  and  threes  and  die 
l!£adk-<^vied  wouH'n  smiled  and  blushed  in 
ir^dtiiLTtt :  aiKMl    all  the  time  the  fountains 
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flashed  and  played  in  the  gold  of  the 
sloping  sun,  while  the  bands  played  mar- 
tial  airs  and  then  low  and  tender  melodies. 

The  carriages  were  largely  those  of 
foreigners.  They  were  filled  with  beau- 
tiful women  and  men  who  certainly  wore 
a  look  of  more  care  than  was  consistent 
with  the  scene.  There  was  a  fearful 
rivalry  between  many  of  these  splendid 
tenants. 

This  one  had  the  best  horses  in  Genoa, 
but  that  one  had  a  carriage  that  shone 
with  gold  and  silver;  then  this  carriage 
bore  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  the 
world,  while  that  one  claimed  a  special 
glory  because  it  bore  the  Crown  Prince  of 
Italy. 


CHAPTER  11. 

THE    LADY    IN    PINK. 

URIETTA  Stood  there  looking 
at,  and  yet  not  half  beholding 
the  scene  before  him.  He  was 
devouring  the  thought  that  the  consul  had 
given  him  as  if  his  soul  had  been  hungry. 
He  was  turning  it  over,  testing  it,  trying 
to  prove  that  it  was  false,  and  yet  at  every 
turn  of  the  gay  equipages  finding  evidence 
of  its  truth. 

From  the  first  there  was  one  carriage 
that  had  a  special  attraction  for  him.  A 
little  boy,  with  long  light  hair  like  gold 
and  sunshine  woven  together,  sat  on  a  front 
seat  dressed  in  blue  velvet,  and  looking 
down  at  the  happy  peasant  children  as  if 
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he  would  like  to  join  them  and  be  happy 
too. 

Beside  this  boy  sat  or  lounged  a  great 
six-foot  seaman-looking  fellow  in  a  white 
vest,  pea-jacket,  and  sailor  hat,  which  he 
was  constantly  lifting,  and  sometimes  to 
people  who  did  not  respond,  and  a  swagger 
in  his  air  that  spoke  as  plain  as  words  could 
speak  that  his  place  and  position  in  the 
world,  whatever  it  was,  was  about  as  un- 
steady as  the  deck  of  a  ship.  Yet  he  had  a 
powerful  face, — ^powerful  for  ^vickedness. 
He  certainly  had  a  chin  like  Dante.  He  as 
certainly  had  an  eye  like  the  devil.  One  • 
hand  was  constantly  employed  in  lifting 
his  hat ;  the  other  kept  a  sort  of  reach  and 
regard  for  the  little  boy  at  his  side. 

As  this  carriage  whirled  past,  the  consul 
lifted  his  hat  to  the  very  beautiful  blonde 
lady  dressed  all  in  soft  shades  of  pink  and 
rose,  who  sat  with  her  husband  on  the  back 
seat;  and  the  big  man  with  the  big  chin 
lifted  his  hat  in  return  and  bowed  twice  to 
the  consul. 

The  beautiful  lady  smiled  with  an  ex- 
pression of  sadness  that  was  even  painful, 

1  c 
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but  only  smiled.  The  husband,  a  hand- 
some, graceful,  Italian-looking  fellow,  with 
a  small  hand  and  a  small  weak  nose,  and  a 
small  head  which  was  getting  bald,  lifted 
his  hat  also,  with  that  ease  and  composure 
which  shows  at  least  the  gentleman  bred 
and  bom. 

'^  Beautiful !  "  said  the  consul. 

"  Sad !  "  sighed  the  artist 

The  two  walked  on  together. 

But  Murietta  could  not  forget  that  face. 
It  was  the  face  of  a  child.  The  eyes  were 
large  and  liquid,  yet  soft  and  timid  as  those 
of  a  baby.  Her  complexion  was  rose  and 
alabaster.  She  seemed  to  blush  to  her 
shoulders  as  she  breathed.  With  her  pure 
pitiful  face,  sad  and  sweet  and  lonesome, 
mth  its  touch  of  tenderness  for  her  little 
boy  with  hair  so  like  her  own,  she  to 
Murietta  was  by  far  the  most  beautiful  of 
all  the  beautiful  women  of  Genoa. 

''  Who  are  they? '' 

"  It's  a  sad  story.*' 

^^  I  knew  it  was  sad.  Let  me  imasdne  it. 
h  will  give  me  food  for  to-night  whilst 
prowUng  through  the  silent  city." 
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The  sun  had  set  on  Genoa.  The  pretty 
dancers  had  disappeared,  the  bands  had 
broken  in  pieces,  and  here  and  there  a  man 
with  a  great  brass  instrument  coiled  about 
him,  stood  bantering,  cap  in  hand,  with 
some  fair  woman. 

The  two  men  were  leaving  the  garden 
as  the  carriage  with  the  sad  pretty  face 
above  the  soft  rose  robes  was  passing. 
The  consul  bowed.  The  fair  woman  half 
turned  her  head  to  the  man  beside  her, 
and  he  reached  his  arm  and  touched  the 
footman.  The  footman  turned  his  head  to 
the  coachman,  and  the  carriage  stopped. 

The  consul  stepped  up  towards  the 
carriage  door,  shook  hands  with  the  gentle- 
man, and  then  took  the  extended  hand  of 
the  big  man  with  the  big  chin,  while  the 
little  boy  only  looked  down  from  the 
carriage  at  the  doves  that  strutted  about 
and  pecked  in  the  dust  under  the  wheels 
and  the  horses'  feet. 

"  Glad  to  see  you  here,  consul,''  said  the 
big  man  with  the  big  chin  as  he  clutched 
the  hand  in  his.  "  Glad  to  see  you,"  con- 
tinued the  deep  bass  voice.     "  I  am  a  man 
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who  carries  his  heart  in  his  hand,  you  know. 
A  rough  but  honest  sailor.  Glad  to  see 
you  looking  so  well,  'pon  my  word." 

The  lady  looked  in  the  consul's  face 
with  her  great  sad  child's  eyes,  so  fiill  of 
wonder  all  the  time,  and  then  she  looked  at 
his  companion,  who  had  held  back  as  if  to 
escape  an  introduction. 

''  My  friend  Murietta  —  the  Countess 
Edna." 

The  lady  smiled  sadly,  sighed  as  if  from 
habit,  and  bowed  as  the  artist  lifted  his  hat 
and  held  it  poised  in  the  air.  Then  he 
shook  hands  with  the  gentleman  at  her  side 
who  was  introduced  as  "  Count  Edna,"  and 
was  about  to  withdraw. 

"  You  are  not  of  the  family  of  Alpho 
Murietta?'' 

The  artist  blushed  and  bowed  in  the 
aflBlrmative. 

The  consul  said  something  in  a  half 
whisper,  and  then  the  lady  again  reached 
her  hand.  The  gentleman  at  her  side  was 
over  civil ;  and,  while  the  great  captain  by 
the  little  boy,  who  had  just  been  introduced, 
was  declaring  that  he  was  a  man  who  car- 
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ried  his  heart  in  his  hand  and  was  only  a 
rough  but  honest  sailor,  the  polite  gendarme 
came  with  his  finger  to  his  cap,  passed  up 
the  carriage  from  blocking  the  way,  and 
the  two  parties  were  separated. 


^^ 
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CHAPTER    III. 


IN  A  CARRIAGE. 


ATE  picks  out  and  sets  the  un- 
happy up  in  a  carriage  for  the 
poor,  but  content,  to  see  them. 
The  consul  was  quite  right.  But  this  truth 
is  not  so  apparent  in  Italy  or  France  as  in 
England. 

In  the  matchless  and  magnificent  turn- 
outs, gay  with  colour  and  gorgeous  trap- 
pings, pouring  down  the  avenues  of  wood 
that  echo  with  music,  rounding  the  comers 
of  watered  ways  that  wind  in  terraces  set 
with  walls  of  roses,  hung  above  the  sea, 
you  have  much  to  look  upon  besides  the 
tired  masks  of  flesh  and  blood  that  but 
half  hide  the  soul  with  its  sea  of  troubles. 

In  England,  in  the  great  drive  of  Hyde 
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Park,  you  have  little  to  behold  but  the 
faces  there.  Such  sad  faces!  The  most 
mournful  sight  to  me  is  that  of  an  English- 
man d^i^'ing  in  Hyde  Park  for  pleasure. 

He  sits  as  if  he  was  bolstered  up  in  bed, 
and  his  physician  was  feeling  his  pulse. 
He  is  so  stiff  that  you  might  imagine  him 
chiselled  from  some  sort  of  very  ugly 
stone,  hat  and  all.  You  had  almost  as 
well  expect  to  see  a  Grenadier  guardsman 
lift  his  bearskin  cap  as  to  see  an  English- 
man's hat  move  from  his  head,  unless  a 
royal  personage  appears,  while  he  takes 
this  mournful  round  in  the  great  ride  of 
the  kingdom.  The  marble  head  of  Julius 
Caesar  is  about  as  likely  to  fall  from  the 
shoulders  of  the  bust  in  the  British  Museum, 
as  is  the  head  of  an  Englishman  to  turn  to 
the  right  or  the  left  as  he  sits  there,  holding 
his  hands  so  stiffly,  looking  so  stern,  so 
pitiful,  as  if  he  was  expecting  every  mo- 
ment to  hear  that  melancholy  physician  say 
that  he  must  die  to-morrow. 

The  poor  stand  on  the  outside,  fifty  deep, 
and  look  on  in  silence  at  this  pageant  of 
black  solemnity.     All  London  is  there  in 
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the  season.  The  carriages  are  at  least  four 
deep.  They  are  packed  in  like  sardines; 
there  is  not  room  enough  left  for  a  baby- 
cart.  They  move  at  one  and  the  same 
mournful  pace  the  whole  string  round. 
They  look  in  the  same  direction;  they 
wear  the  same  clothes,  the  same  sad,  woe- 
begone, and  melancholy  look,  the  same 
doleful,  doomed  expression  the  whole  drive 
through — the  indescribable  expression  of 
the  damned. 

Once  upon  a  time  a  careless  little  country 
girl,  full  of  sunshine  and  good  health,  came 
to  town  in  an  open  waggon  with  her  parents. 
It  was  her  first  sight  of  London ;  and  she 
stood  up  by  the  side  of  her  red-faced,  good- 
natured  mother,  clapping  her  little  red 
hands  and  shouting  out  her  delight  at  what- 
ever took  her  fancy. 

The  little  party  struck  Hyde  Park  near 
the  great  Marble  Arch  about  three  in  the 
afternoon  in  the  full  blossom  of  a  London 
May. 

The  child  looked  in,  tiptoed  up,  looked 
again — and  then  she  made  it  out  in  a  mo- 
ment.    She  knew  perfectly  well  wh^t  it 
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was  now.  She  tiptoed  up  again,  clapped 
her  hands  in  a  sweet  shy  tattoo,  shook  back 
her  curls  and  called  out, — 

^^Oh,  mamma,  mamma!  see,  mamma, 
what  a  pretty,  pretty  funeral ! " 

What  a  light,  airy,  fairy-like  drive  is 
this  little  round  between  the  rows  of  acacia 
and  locust  trees  of  Genoa!  It  lies  there 
lifted  above  the  sea,  above  the  city.  It  is 
in  the  heart  of  the  old  battle-beaten  town, 
and  one  might  well  understand  that  on 
this  little  half  levelled  mountain's  summit 
men  first  sat  down  and  began  to  build  as 
they  did  on  the  Palatine  Hill. 

You  know  perfectly  well,  as  you  stand 
there— or  drive  in  the  cool  shadow  of  the 
trees,  sprinkled  by  the  fountains  and  fanned 
by  winds  from  the  sea — that  here  stood 
fortress  and  battlement,  and  that  there,  up 
that  forty-foot  wall,  to  the  left,  the  bar- 
barian, clad  in  hairy  skins,  climbed  with 
his  sword  in  his  teeth,  was  beaten  back, 
climbed  again  and  again,  till  the  rocks 
were  too  slippery  with  blood  to  hold  his 
fingers.  You  are  certain  that  you  stand  on 
the  heart  and  core  of  Genoa. 
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Stand  here  at  noon  in  the  cool  of  the 
trees,  while  the  Italian  lies  flat  on  his  back, 
and  sound  asleep,  and  thick  on  the  ground 
as  the  dead  after  battle  all  around  you  in 
the  shade  of  trees,  of  fountains,  of  walls,  of 
benches— and  looking  out  upon  the  sea, 
you  can  count  a  hundred  sails.  They,  too, 
seem  to  be  asleep.  In  a  little  time,  when 
the  sun  has  rounded  the  meridian,  your 
Italian  will  awaken.  He  will  half  rise, 
settle  back  on  his  elbow,  and  half  awake, 
half  asleep,  will  sing  an  opera  with  a  dozen 
or  two  in  chorus,  and  never  miss  a  note. 

Ha])py,  hiippy  fellows  !  They  are  so 
perfectly  happy,  so  careless,  that  you  too 
must  take  in  some  of  this  happiness  in 
Italy,  if  you  live  there,  in  spite  of  yourself. 

To  your  left,  on  a  hUl  across  a  dried  river 
and  a  dusty  valley,  with  lonesome  and 
kiVbrown  fig-trees,  you  see  Byron's  bouse, 
i'  which  he  named  Paradiso ;  and  not  far 
away  is  the  half  year's  residence  of  Charles 
Dickens,  which  he  named  the  Pink  Jail. 
A  little  further  to  your  left,  and  two  miles 
up  this  dried-up  river — the  bed  of  which  is 
spread  with  clothes  laid  out  to  dry — is  the 
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beautiful  Campo  Santo,  the  fairest  and 
airiest  churchyard  in  all  the  civilized 
world. 

Around  your  back  bends  the  great  wall 
of  Genoa.  It  is  so  high,  where  it  climbs 
over  the  spurs  of  the  Apennines,  that  it  is 
occasionally  in  some  place  hidden  in  the 
clouds.  Miles  and  miles  back  and  up,  and 
on  this  wall  is  a  strange,  a  dark-browed 
and  gloomy  building.  A  stranger  walked 
that  way  once,  and  while  yet  nearly  half  a 
mile  off  he  heard  howls,  and  the  clank  of 
chains,  and  the  most  doleful  sounds  you 
can  conceive.  He  went  up  under  the  walls 
of  this  place,  and  asked  what  it  meant. 

This  was  the  great  prison  of  Genoa,  and 
some  miserable  wretches  were  being 
flogged. 

The  howling  ceased  ;  but  the  rattling 
chains  kept  rattling  more  than  before ;  and 
the  men  told  him  the  prisoners  were  then 
being  fed. 

Before  you,  or  a  little  to  the  left,  the  sea 
makes  a  diversion,  and  dim  and  distant 
away  across  the  bay  you  see — if  you  have 
the  eye  of  a  mountaineer — a  shore  that  is 


26 


The  One  Fair  Woman. 


Stand  here  at  noon  in  the  cool  of  the 
trees,  while  the  Italian  lies  flat  on  his  buck, 
and  sound  asteep,  and  thick  on  the  ground 
aa  the  dead  after  battle  all  around  you  iti 
the  shade  of  trees,  of  fountains,  of  walls,  of 
benches— and  looking  out  upon  the  sea, 
you  can  count  a  hundred  sails.  They,  too, 
seem  to  be  asleep.  In  a  little  time,  when 
the  sun  has  rounded  the  meridian,  your 
Italian  will  awaken.  He  will  half  rise, 
settle  back  on  bis  elbow,  and  half  awake, 
half  asleep,  will  sing  an  opera  with  a  dozen 
or  two  in  chorus,  and  never  miss  a  note. 

Happy,  huppy  fellows  !  They  are  so 
perfectly  hapjjy,  so  careless,  that  yon  too 
must  take  in  some  of  this  happiness  in 
Italy,  if  you  live  there,  in  spite  of  yourself. 

To  your  left,  on  a  hill  across  a  dried  river 
and  a  dusty  valley,  with  lonesome  and 
■  ^  r?>  brown  fig-trees,  you  see  Byron's  house, 
i,  .V  ■  which  he  named  Paradiao ;  and  not  far 
away  is  the  half  year's  residence  of  Charles 
Dickens,  which  he  named  the  Pink  Jail. 
A  little  further  to  your  left,  and  two  miles 
up  this  dried-up  river — the  bed  of  which  is 
spread  with  clothes  laid  out  to  dry — is  the 
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beautiful  Campo  Santo,  the  fairest  and 
airiest  churchyard  in  all  the  civilized 
world. 

Around  your  back  bends  the  great  wall 
of  Genoa.  It  is  so  high,  where  it  climbs 
over  the  spurs  of  the  Apennines,  that  it  is 
occasionally  in  some  place  hidden  in  the 
clouds.  Miles  and  miles  back  and  up,  and 
on  this  wall  is  a  strange,  a  dark-browed 
and  gloomy  building.  A  stranger  walked 
that  way  once,  and  while  yet  nearly  half  a 
mile  off  he  heard  howls,  and  the  clank  of 
chains,  and  the  most  doleful  sounds  you 
can  conceive.  He  went  up  under  the  walls 
of  this  place,  and  asked  what  it  meant. 

This  was  the  great  prison  of  Genoa,  and 
some  miserable  wretches  were  being 
flogged. 

The  howling  ceased  ;  but  the  rattling 
chains  kept  rattling  more  than  before ;  and 
the  men  told  him  the  prisoners  were  then 
being  fed. 

Before  you,  or  a  little  to  the  left,  the  sea 
makes  a  diversion,  and  dim  and  distant 
away  across  the  bay  you  see — if  you  have 
the  eye  of  a  mountaineer — a  shore  that  is 
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Stand  here  at  noon  in  the  cool  of  the 
trees,  while  the  Italian  lies  flat  on  his  back, 
and  Bound  as(eep,  and  thick  on  the  ground 
as  the  dead  after  battle  all  around  you  in 
the  shade  of  trees,  of  fountains,  of  walls,  of 
benches — and  looking  out  upon  the  sea, 
you  can  count  a  hundred  sails.  They,  too, 
seem  to  be  asleep.  In  a  little  time,  when 
the  sun  has  rounded  the  meridian,  your 
Italian  will  awaken.  He  will  half  rise, 
settle  back  on  his  elbow,  and  half  awake, 
half  asleep,  will  sing  an  opera  with  a  dozen 
or  two  in  chorus,  and  never  mias  a  note. 

Happy,  happy  fellows  !  They  are  so 
perfectly  happy,  so  careless,  that  you  too 
must  take  in  some  of  this  happiness  in 
Italy,  if  you  live  there,  in  spite  of  yourself. 

To  your  left,  on  a  hill  across  a  dried  river 
and  a  dusty  valley,  with  lonesome  and 
'.  I  ^  brown  fig-trees,  you  see  Byron's  house, 
which  he  named  Paradiso ;  and  not  far 
away  is  the  half  year's  residence  of  Charles 
Dickens,  which  he  named  the  Pink  Jail. 
A  littJe  further  to  your  left,  and  two  miles 
up  this  dried-up  river — the  bed  of  which  is 
spread  with  clothes  laid  out  to  dry — is  the 
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beautiful  Campo  Santo,  the  fairest  and 
airiest  churchyard  in  all  the  civilized 
world. 

Around  your  back  bends  the  great  wall 
of  Genoa.  It  is  so  high,  where  it  climbs 
over  the  spurs  of  the  Apennines,  that  it  is 
occasionally  in  some  place  hidden  in  the 
clouds.  Miles  and  miles  back  and  up,  and 
on  this  wall  is  a  strange,  a  dark-browed 
and  gloomy  building.  A  stranger  walked 
that  way  once,  and  while  yet  nearly  half  a 
mile  off  he  heard  howls,  and  the  clank  of 
chains,  and  the  most  doleful  sounds  you 
can  conceive.  He  went  up  under  the  walls 
of  this  place,  and  asked  what  it  meant. 

This  was  the  great  prison  of  Genoa,  and 
some  miserable  wretches  were  being 
flogged. 

The  howling  ceased  ;  but  the  rattling 
chains  kept  rattling  more  than  before ;  and 
the  men  told  him  the  prisoners  were  then 
being  fed. 

Before  you,  or  a  little  to  the  left,  the  sea 
makes  a  diversion,  and  dim  and  distant 
away  across  the  bay  you  see — if  you  have 
the  eye  of  a  mountaineer — a  shore  that  is 
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Stand  here  at  noon  in  the  cool  of  the 
trees,  while  the  Italian  lies  flat  on  his  back, 
and  sound  asleep,  and  thick  on  the  ground 
as  the  dead  after  battle  all  around  you  in 
the  shade  of  trees,  of  fountains,  of  walls,  of 
benches — and  looking  out  upon  the  sea, 
you  can  count  a  hundred  sails.  They,  too, 
seem  to  be  asleep.  In  a  little  time,  when 
the  sun  has  rounded  the  meridian,  your 
Italian  will  awaken.  He  will  half  rise, 
settle  back  on  his  elbow,  and  half  awake, 
half  asleep,  will  sing  an  opera  with  a  dozen 
or  two  in  chorus,  and  never  miss  a  note. 

Happy,  happy  fellows  !  They  are  so 
perfectly  happy,  so  careless,  that  you  too 
must  take  in  some  of  this  happiness  in 
Italy,  if  you  live  there,  in  spite  of  yourself. 

To  your  left,  on  a  hill  across  a  dried  river 
and  a  dusty  valley,  with  lonesome  and 
brown  fig-trees,  you  see  Byron's  house, 
which  he  named  Paradiso ;  and  not  faif 
away  is  the  half  year's  residence  of  Charles 
Dickens,  which  he  named  the  Pink  Jail. 
A  little  further  to  your  left,  and  two  miles 
up  this  dried-up  river — the  bed  of  which  is 
spread  with  clothes  laid  out  to  dry — is  the 
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beautiful  Campo  Santo,  the  fairest  and 
airiest  churchyard  in  all  the  civilized 
world. 

Around  your  back  bends  the  great  wall 
of  Genoa.  It  is  so  high,  where  it  climbs 
over  the  spurs  of  the  Apennines,  that  it  is 
occasionally  in  some  place  hidden  in  the 
clouds.  Miles  and  miles  back  and  up,  and 
on  this  wall  is  a  strange,  a  dark-browed 
and  gloomy  building.  A  stranger  walked 
that  way  once,  and  while  yet  nearly  half  a 
mile  off  he  heard  howls,  and  the  clank  of 
chains,  and  the  most  doleful  sounds  you 
can  conceive.  He  went  up  under  the  walls 
of  this  place,  and  asked  what  it  meant. 

This  was  the  great  prison  of  Genoa,  and 
some  miserable  wretches  were  being 
flogged. 

The  howling  ceased  ;  but  the  rattling 
chains  kept  rattling  more  than  before ;  and 
the  men  told  him  the  prisoners  were  then 
being  fed. 

Before  you,  or  a  little  to  the  left,  the  sea 
makes  a  diversion,  and  dim  and  distant 
away  across  the  bay  you  see — if  you  have 
the  eye  of  a  mountaineer — a  shore  that  is 
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sacred  to  the  ashes  of  Shelley.  Under  your 
feet,  or  around  the  corner  of 'the  bay  a  mile 
or  two,  and  standing  almost  in  the  water, 
is  a  thin,  blue  marble  shaft  that  means  a 
whole  volume  of  history.  There  it  was 
that  Garibaldi  first  embarked  with  his  red- 
shirted  band  for  the  farther  Sicily. 

On  that  high  bluff  before  you,  around 
which  the  sea  always  swells  and  sings  in  an 
unsatisfied  sort  of  a  way,  stands  a  church 
with  a  story  worth  ten  times  the  pay  the 
old  man  at  the  door  will  ask  for  telling  it. 

Yonder,  where  no  woman's  foot  may 
enter,  lie  the  bones  of  John  the  Baptist, 
and  you  fall  to  wondering,  as  the  good 
priests  show  you  through  the  chapel,  what- 
ever in  the  world  John  the  Baptist  had 
done  that  no  woman  is  permitted  to  kneel 
at  his  tomb  or  water  the  place  with  her 
tears.  You  find  it  the  gloomiest  place  on 
earth,  and  your  only  prayer,  as  you  turn  to 
go  away,  is  that  you  may  not  be  laid  to 
rest  in  a  place  that  is  never  made  fair  with 
the  presence  of  woman. 

Yonder  in  a  church,  guarded  and  kept  as 
the  sacredest  relic  of  all  that  has  yet  been 
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brought  from  Jerusalem,  is  the  Holy  Grail, 
which  but  to  see  is  health  and  happiness 
for  life.  Yet,  consistent  enough  with  all 
this  virtue,  it  is  to  be  beheld  but  once  in 
all  the  year. 

A  little  further  to  your  right,  and  down 
there  where  the  steamboats  whistle  around 
a  granite  quay  that  smells  all  the  time  of 
paraffin  and  fish,  and  looking  straight  down 
into  the  railroad  depot,  stands  the  monu- 
ment of  the  great  navigator,  mounted  by  a 
colossal  figure,  and  bristling  all  around 
with  marble  prows  of  ships,  and  chains,  and 
anchors. 

Yet  amidst  all  this  splendour  Alpho  Mu- 
rietta  was  moody  and  disappointed.  Had 
he  been  asked  why  he  felt  disappointed, 
he  could  not  have  told.  Had  he  asked 
himself  the  question,  he  could  not  have 
answered  it.  His  was  a  mind  that  moved 
by  instinct,  not  by  reason. 

The  truth  is  he  dreaded  going  to  the 
Gardens  for  fear  he  should  meet  the  One 
Fair  Woman.  Yet  not  for  fear  he  should 
meet  her.  Quite  the  reverse.  Away  down 
deep  in  his  heart,  deeper  than  any  measure 
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of  his  could  fathom,  lay  the  fear,  the  possi- 
(bility,  that  she  was  not  there.  He  dreaded 
/to  find  out  the  truth,  for  fear  that  he  should 
find  she  was  not  in  Genoa.  So  long  as  he 
'did  not  know  she  was  not  there,  just  so 
'  long  might  he  go  on,  and  dream,  and  hope, 
and  fancy  that  she  was  there,  within  the 
great  walls  of  the  old  monarch  of  the 
Mediterranean. 

This  was  the  summer,  the  brief  bridal 
day  of  the  old  Queen  of  the  Sea.  Surely 
she  would  be  there,  the  fairest  of  the  fair, 
the  most  splendid  in  all  the  splendour. 

Never  lover  leapt  ashore  and  swallowed 
up  the  crowd  with  his  eyes  in  search  of  the 
one  to  meet  him  there,  with  more  eagerness 
than  did  Murietta  peer  through  this  pageant 
in  search  of  her,  the  moment  he  found  he 
had  been  led  to  the  centre  of  attraction. 

"  Yes,  you  are  right ;  the  miserable  meet 
here." 

He  said  this  to  the  consul  with  all  his 
heart ;  for  when  a  man  is  miserable  he  sees 
misery  in  all  things. 

They  sauntered  on  together  towards  the 
hotel,     Murietta  threw  away  the  stump  of 
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his  cigar.  An  old  man  kneeling  before  a 
crucifix,  and  under  a  little  red  lamp  that 
burned  perpetually  at  the  feet  of  a  Virgin 
in  blue,  with  a  tin  crown,  sprang  up  and 
caught  it  before  it  fairly  touched  the 
ground.  The  old  man  was  thin  as  a  ghost, 
and  seemed  very  wretched  as  he  stood  still 
before  them.  Murietta  hastily  handed  him 
a  franc.  The  old  man  threw  himself  at 
his  feet,  and  with  his  face  lifted  devoutly, 
and  clasped  hands,  said  : 

"  Dio  mio  !  I  thought  my  Saviour  was 
in  heaven  ! " 

The  artist  handed  him  another  franc,  and 
much  afiected,  moved  on. 

"  The  pious  old  man  sees  my  long  hair, 
and  takes  me  for  the  Saviour." 

"  The  devil  he  does  !  He  took  me  for 
the  Saviour  for  about  six  months ;  then  I 
quit  giving  him  money,  and  he  changed  his 
mind ! " 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE   COUNTESS  EDNA. 


nnRHE  day  was  done,  and  the  consul 
and  the  artist  were  walking  on 
together  toward  the  H&tel  Italic. 

"  The  poor  count  has  a  sorry  time  of  it 
indeed,"  observed  the  consul. 

"And  why?  He  certainly  seems  the 
happier  of  the  two." 

"Ah,  you  do  not  understand.  Well, 
there  is  a  history! — a  sort  of  story  which 
nobody  knows  much  about ;  for  the  count 
is  so  affectionate,  so  faithful,  and  so  careful 
of  his  wife's  good  fame,  that  he  would  die 
rather  than  reveal  it.  Still,  I  am  partly  in 
his  confidence ;  and  he  has  hinted  at  enough 
to  make  at  least  a  dozen  men  miserable." 

"  Well,  she  at  least  is  miserable." 
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'*  She  is  mad ! "   added  the  consul  em-  \ 
phatically. 

Marietta  put  his  hand  to  his  brow.  He 
began  to  wonder  if  the  consul  had  heard 
what  his  enemies  had  said  of  him.  He 
looked  in  the  face  of  his  friend,  and  drew  a 
breath  of  relief. 

"  And  that  big  man  with  the  little  boy  ?  " 

"  A  sort  of  keeper,  and  a  friend  of  the 
good  count's." 

"  And  are  they  long  in  Genoa?" 

''  Oh,  so-so !  for  the  season  of  a  few  weeks 
like  all  travellers.  And  they  too,  like  all 
the  English-speaking  people,  are  at  the  same 
hotel  with  yourself." 

Murietta  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
wished  them  almost  anywhere  else. 

"  Whatever  she  is,  I  am  not  in  a  mood  to 
meet  her.  As  for  the  count,  he  is  too  in- 
sipid— too  soft.  I  should  despise  him.  The 
big  man  with  the  big  chin. — Look  here !  " 
As  Murietta  turned  the  comer  of  the  street, 
he  laid  a  finger  of  his  left  hand  in  his  open 
palm  and  said  emphatically,  "  Honest  men 
don't  tell  you  that  they  carry  their  hearts 
in  their  hands." 
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The  consul  only  laughed,  said  something 
about  his  being  a  blunt  old  sailor  vrho  only 
said  it  for  the  sake  of  a  pretty  expression, 
and  they  parted. 

They  shook  hands  at  the  great  castle- 
gate -like  door  of  the  hotel ;  and  the  tired 
artist — devoutly  hoping  he  should  meet  no 
one,  particularly  the  woman  with  the  sad 
face  and  pitiful  history — climbed  to  his 
rooms  up  the  great  marble  steps,  and  thus 
selfishly  shutting  up  his  heart,  entered, 
shut  the  door,  and  walked  up  and  down 
tiie  marble  floor,  thinking  only  of  Annette 
— the  One  Fair  Woman. 

If  this  fair,  sad-faced  lady,  the  Countess 
Edna,  was  beautiful  as  she  sat  in  the  car- 
riage, she  was  tenfold  more  so  as  she  moved 
in  ber.  rich  Italian  dress  down  to  the  salle 
that  evening  to  dinner. 

Murietta  had  been  there  before  she  en- 
tered. He  had  his  face  on  his  upturned 
palm,  and  was  nK>ody  and  silent,  and  dis- 
satisfied with  Genoa.  He  had  not  seen  her 
enter,  although  he  had  been  looking  straight 
in  that  direction.  When  he  first  saw  her, 
she  was  walking,  or  rather  gliding,  moving 
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M  if  on  waves,  coming  noigelessly,  save  the 
rcisdeof  her  trailing  pink  garments,  straight 
upon  him.  He  rose  to  his  feet,  and  her 
husband,  who  followed,  very  gently  seated 
bar  at  the  table  only  a  remove  or  two  away. 

Again  Murietta  fell  into  his  mood,  let  hid 
head  &11  on  his  upturned  palm  in  an  ab- 
stracted abandon  that  had  been  rudeness  in 
any  other  than  tluys  careless  land  of  repose, 
and  fdl  to  thinking  of  her  he  fain  would 
find. 

There  was  the  prettiest  little  laugh,  and 
the  beautiful  countess  turned  her  head  just 
a  little  so  as  to  lifi  and  let  fall  the  shower 
of  her  gold  hair  about  her  bare  and  blushing 
shoulders;  a^  Murietta  turned  to  look, 
admire,  and  listen. 

The  big  admiral  sat  opposite,  bowed  low 
to  Murietta,  reached  his  hand  as  if  he  held 
his  heart  in  it — and  then  turned  to  look 
wilii  a  .sort  of  hungry  expression  at  his  pri- 
soner. 

The  Count  Edna  sat  beside  his  lady,  and 
boyond  her  sat  the  red-faced,  fat,  very  pro- 
per English  clergyman,  in  black  clothes^ 
with  his  napkin  tuoked  up  under  his  chin. 
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The  lady  had  been  speaking  to  this  clergy- 
man, and  he  had  evidently  been  talking  of 
or  quoting  the  Italian  poets. 

"  Dante !  "  laughed  the  lady,  "  ha,  ha !  it 
was  Dante  who  wrote  all  about  hell,  was  it 
not  ?  " 

The  clergyman  bowed  profoundly. 

"  Well,  was  Dante  ever  married  ?  " 

The  clergyman  laid  down  his  knife  and 
fork,  and  rolled  his  eyes  about,  and  lifted 
up  the  lower  part  of  his  napkin  and 
threatened  his  mouth  with  it,  and  held  it 
there  theologically  and  in  silence. 

The  count  sighed,  and  looked  down  the 
table  for  sympathy.  A  very  long  spinster 
in  gold  spectacles  away  down  the  table 
said,  "  Poor  lady,"  loud  enough  for  all  to 
hear,  and  the  hungry  admiral  whipped  out 
a  book  and  wrote  something  under  the 
shadow  of  his  enormous  chin. 

"  Because,"  continued  the  countess,  as  if 
she  had  not  heard  or  seen  a  thing  that 
passed,  though  she  heard,  saw,  felt  all,  and 
more  than  all,  "because  I  want  to  read 
Dante  once  more,  and  must  inform  myself 
on  this  point,  for  I  have  no  confidence  in 
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authors  who  get  their  information  second- 
hand!" 

As  the  dinner  advanced  the  big  admiral 
melted  away  under  the  influence  of  Italian 
wine,  and  withdrew,  taking  the  count  in 
tow.  The  man  sandwiched  in  between  the 
artist  and  the  countess  was  fairly  absorbed 
by  the  literary  lady  in  gold  spectacles,  and 
drawn  to  her  side ;  and  thus  Murietta  found 
himself  at  last  almost  alone  by  the  very 
woman  he  had  wished  to  avoid. 

He  had  expected  her  to  begin  and  wear 
him  out  in  a  dozen  ways  at  once.  On  the 
contrary,  she  sat  silent,  as  far  as  he  was 
concerned,  and  only  addressed  herself  to  the 
little  sunshine  of  a  boy  by  her  side. 

"  Yes,"  at  last  she  answered  to  the  old 
stereotyped  question  which  every  traveller 
puts  to  his  fellow  traveller  by  way  of  break- 
ing the  ice,  "  yes ;  she  liked  Genoa  well. 
It  had  such  a  history — had  been  such  a 
brave  old  crusader." 

"  And  then  it  discovered  us !  "  added  the 
artist. 

She  was  thoughtful  a  moment,  and  then 
observed, — 
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"  What  a  nomad ;  what  a  rovhig  restless 
creature  is  man  all  his  life — and  even  some- 
times after  life !  Columbus,  born  here  in 
the  shadow  of  the  Apennines,  lies  buried 
on  the  other  side  of  the  world ;  and  John 
the  Baptisty  born  away  in  Judea,  lies  buried 
here  in  Genoa."  She  paused  and  changed 
her  tone,  and  added,  "  1  came  her^  by 
water.  A  terrible  trip  it  is,  too,  in  these 
Italian  ships  and  with  these  bad  seamen." 
She  laughed  and  looked  miscMevous^  and 
went  on  again,  , 

^^  I  have  nothing  to  say  against  the  shi]^ 
captains  on  the  Mediterranean  Sea.  But  I 
freely  give  it  as  my  opinion  that  if  the 
Creator  were  to  ordain  another  deluge,  and 
were  to  order  another  Noah  to  gathei*  into 
his  ark  all  the  beasts,  so  that  their  kind 
might  be  saved  as  of  old,-Mihen  these  sea- 
men need  not  fear  that  their  race  should 
suffer  m  the  least."  Murietta  smiled  and 
filled  up  his  glass. 

"  They  are  cruel,  indolent,  impudent,  and 
filthy !  I  have  found  more  solid  discomfort 
in  a  three  hours'  sail  on  this  sea — an3rwhere 
that  I  have  tried  it,  from  the  Gates  of  Her* 
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cules  to  the  Ionian  Isles — than  I  got  out  of 
the  whole  passage  of  the  Atlantic.  And 
this  discomfort  does  not  seem  to  be  confined 
to  this  line  or  that,  one  nation  or  another, 
Christian,  Turk,  Jew,  or  Gentile,  all  alike 
seem  incomplete  and  unsatisfactory  ad 
sailors.  Besides  that,  the  sea  itself  is  a 
chiu-lish,  sudden,  squally,  sharp,  and  trea- 
cherous bit  of  water.  And  after  all,  per- 
haps, this  may  be  half  the  cause  of  discpn- 
tent  with  the  ships  and  captains.  Yet  I 
am  safe  in  saying  that  neither  the  one  nor 
the  other  at  all  approach  our  great  ships  and 
brave  old  captains  that  drive  against  the 
setting  sun.  It  seems  hard  to  say  this,  in 
the  town  of  Columbus,  and  even  as  I  look 
out  upon  his  great  white  monument  there, 
pointing  its  white  ships'  prows  towards 
America.  But  so  it  is,  the  cold  clear  frozen 
truth,  even  here — 

'  Bj  the  tideless,  dolorous,  midland  sea !  * " 

The  artist  was  getting  interested.  He 
waited  for  her — wished  for  her  to  continue, 
but  he  did  not  speak.  The  lady  looked 
down  and  lifted  the  long  hair  from  the 
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shoulders  of  the  little  boy  who  sat  by  her 
side  in  blue  velvet  and  innumerable  buttons, 
then  looked  at  Murietta  again,  smiling,  and 
went  on : — 

"  It  is  best  to  come  suddenly  upon  Ge- 
noa, and  always  from  the  sea,  if  you  wish 
to  behold  it  in  all  its  beauty.  There  are  two 
ways  of  coming  upon  new  lands :  the  first, 
and  by  far  the  most  common  way,  is  to  con- 
sult maps,  and  histories,  and  guide-books, 
and  books  of  travel,  and  so  seek  out  a  place, 
full  of  second-hand  knowledge  of  all  it  has 
to  offer  you  ;  the  other  and  better  way,  if 
you  have  the  world  and  life  before  you, 
and  lots  of  leisure,  is  to  go  down  to  the  sea, 
embark  on  the  first  ship  that  points  in  the 
direction  you  wish  to  go,  and  ask  no  ques- 
tions about  the  land  you  are  to  touch  upon, 
but  drift  and  dream  till  you  are  set  down 
in  your  new  world.  In  that  way  you  be- 
come— ^to  yourself  at  least — a  sort  of  Colum- 
bus ;  and  the  new  port  is  to  you  a  discovery 
and  a  revelation." 

Murietta  was  amazed.  He  had  thought 
of  all  this,  had  himself  experienced  it,  and 
could  do  no  more  nor  less  than  frankly 
confess  the  truth. 
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"I  discovered  the  extreme  delight  of  this 
sort  of  a  voyage  by  accident,"  he  said,  "or 
rather  by  simply  going  to  the  sea  and  ship- 
ping without  any  other  purpose  or  object 
than  to  get  away  from  the  land.  I  know 
of  nothing  equal  to  it." 

"  How  strange  it  is  here,  is  it  rot?"  she 
queried.  "  When  you  first  land,  you  some- 
how feel  you  are  approaching  the  confines 
of  Asia.  You  see  turbaned  Turks  and 
tawny  Arabs  moving  dreamily  up  and 
down  the  crowded  quay;  and  the  red- 
capped  sailors  and  the  oddly-dressed  fisher- 
men, barefooted  and  indolent,  testify  that 
you  have  found  a  new,  or  rather  old — very 
old — order  of  life." 

'*  Yes,"  said  Murietta,  "  here  all  things 
are  new,  even  to  very  old  travellers. '  From 
the  moment  you  land  you  constantly  come 
upon  strange  things,  and  are  constantly 
bumping  your  head  against  proprieties  and 
time-honoured  customs.  Few  cities  have 
so  perfectly  maintained  their  individuality 
as  Genoa.  No  doubt  its  isolation,  its  wall 
of  Apennines,  and  its  long  and  bitter  wars 

th  neighbouring  cities,  had  much  to  do 
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with  keeping  it  apart  from  the  rest  of  the 
world.  But  from  the  first  its  people  were 
a  brave,  resolute,  and  original  race.  And 
even  to-day  the  men  who  led  in  the  Cru- 
sades, discovered  a  world,  and  established 
some  rules  in  art,  seem  pretty  well  content 
to  go  on  in  ways  peculiarly  their  own." 

The  pretty  countess  clasped  her  pretty 
hands.  ' 

"What  immense  houses!'^  she  said; 
"  they  look  like  little  mountains.  I  thou^t 
I  had  seen  large  and  lofty  houses  in  Edin- 
burgh, but  I  find  the  houses  of  that  ro- 
mantic old  city  are  mere  wigwams  com- 
pared to  those  in  Genoa.  When  I  came  to 
look  at  my  rooms  here,  in  this  hotel,  the 
interpreter  said  something  to  the  clerk; 
then  the  clerk  said  something  to  a  man  in 
a  red  cap;  then  the  man  in  the  red  cap 
bowed,  and  said  something  to  a  woman  in 
a  white  cap ;  and  then  the  black-eyed  wo- 
man in  the  white  cap  took  a  candle  in  her 
hand  and  stood  before  me.  And  do  you 
know  that  all  this  time  this  looked  just 
like  a  play?  Everybody  was  dressed  as  if 
dressed  for  the  stage,  and  everybody  moved 
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or  spoke  or  reached  their  hands  ju^  as  if 
they  had  been  trained  to  move  and  speak 
and  reach  their  hands  just  in  this  way  for 
all  time." 

'^  And  then?"  asked  Marietta. 

"And  then  the  whole  committee,  save 
the  clerk^  was  sent  away  with  the  count 
to  assist  in  selecting  rooms." 

"Ah/'  laughed  the  artist,  "it  takes  more 
men  and  women  in  Genoa  to  do  nothing 
than  in  any  other  place  in  the  world — ex- 
cept perhaps  in  Washington ! " 

The  lady  wandered  back  to  the  time  she 
first  saw  Genoa. 

"  I  think  a  good  stock  of  ignorance  and 
a  great  deal  of  indiflference  is  necessary  to 
make  this  kind  of  voyaging  a  success ;  and 
these  I  certainly  had  when  I  first  came 
upon  Genoa." 

"  And  I  too." 

"  If  you  are  only  fortunate  enough  to 
first  sight  Genoa  as  the  sun  goes  down  be- 
hind you  !  Wonderful!  marvellous!  It 
looks  like  a  miracle  I  You  will  think  there 
is  surely  a  city  in  the  heavens !  There,  back 
of  the  great  white  city,  with  its  lofty  walls 
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curving  about  it,  lift  the  Apennines,  white 
with  snow  as  the  clouds  of  an  Indian 
summer;  and  looking  at  Genoa  from  the 
sea,  you  cannot  tell  where  the  city  leaves 
off  or  the  Apenmne  peaks  begin.  What 
mighty  walls !  And  then,  even  beyond  the 
twenty  miles  of  lofty  wall  and  time- 
stained  battlements  on  the  brown  hills, 
you  see  terrace  above  terrace,  palace  above 
palace,  white  and  high,  and  vast  and  mag- 
nificent." 

Her  hands  were  reached  here,  and  her 
hair  was  a  perfect  shower  about  her  shoul- 
der. The  woman  in  gold  spectacles,  left  all 
alone,  was  busily  taking  notes. 

"  It  is  such  a  city,  contemplated  from 
the  sea,  as  we  may  imagine  Jerusalem  to 
have  been.  It  is  truly  '  a  city  set  upon  a 
hill;'  and  you  clasp  your  hands  and  you 
gape  and  you  gaze  upon  the  city  of  Co- 
lumbus, forgetting  the  blue  seas,  forgetting 
the  bluer  skies,  forgetting  the  abominable 
food  you  have  been  fed  on  for  a  week,  for- 
getting the  coarse  sea-captain  with  the 
great  gold  rings  in  his  ears,  till  you  have 
touched  the  very  shore." 
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"Ah,  but  Distance  is  a  cunning  old  ma- 
gician," added  the  artist.  "  You  land,  and 
the  delusion  is  gone.  Your  great  white 
idol  of  an  hour  before  is  broken ;  and  lies 
an  unshapely,  dirty,  ugly  mass  before  you. 
The  mighty  palaces,  as  you  approach  them, 
are  stained,  broken,  shattered,  falling  to 
decay,  and  unlovely  to  look  upon.  The 
frescoes  are  falling  away  from  the  walls, 
and  the  towers  and  battlements  of  the  city, 
that  appeared  so  splendid  from  the  sea,  now 
look  as  if  they  had  endured  a  thousand 
years  of  siege  from  the  grand  old  conqueror 
Time,  and  had  at  last  quite  surrendered. 
The  olive  trees,  that  stretched  in  dark  and 
suggestive  lines  around  and  through  the 
upper  part  of  the  city,  are  gray  with  dust ; 
and  the  groves  of  fig  trees  look  as  if  they 
had  inherited  the  curse  of  the  tree  that 
stood  by  the  wayside  of  old." 

"  Yet  Dickens  adored  Genoa,"  said  the 
lady,  "  and  so  did  Byron,  and  Shelley  also. 
No  doubt  these  great  masters  were  some- 
how correct  in  their  estimates  of  the  curious 
and  brave  old  town.  But  it  takes  a  long 
time  to  grow  to  like  it  thoroughly ;  and  you 
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have  to  fiad  a  deal  of  compensatioii  in  its 
scenery  and  fine  sea-air  to  reconcile  you  to 
its  narrow,  dirty  streets,  its  cholera-breed^ 
ing  customs,  and  tke  unaccountable  indo^ 
lence  of  its  people/^ 

"  But,"  said  Murietfca,  now  quite  out  of 
his  tnood^  and  soxnething  more  than  inte^ 
rested,  ^*what  about  the  troop  of  players 
that  trooped  off  upstairs  to  find  the  rooms 
for  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  followed  the  party  and  saw  it  aH 
Such  ^n !  The  man  in  the  red  cap  led  off ; 
as  if  jstriding  across  the  stage.  Then  we 
climbed  the  great  mtarble  stairs.  They 
were  wide  a»d  large  as  the  steps  of  a  state 
capitoL  They  were  as  sloping,  gradual,  and 
easy  as  a  weU-regulated  turnpike.  For  the 
first  half  mile  the  steps  were  of  white 
mtarble.  After  that  the  marble  was  black 
and  the  steps  more  narrow,  yet  stiU  wide 
enough  for  a  team  of  California  mules  to 
climb  with  perfect  composure.  At  last  my 
llamJet  stopped,  struck  an  attitude,  had 
the  great  double  doors  swung  open,  raised 
the  candle  above  his  head,  and  told  me 
through  the  interpreter,  that  if  these  rooms 
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did  not  suit,  he  would  be  happy  to  show 
me  some  others  upstairs. 

"  *  Good  gracious !  and  is  this  not  up- 
stairs?' *Ah,  no/  answered  the  gentle 
Italian,  as  he  lowered  the  candle,  ^  this  is 
only  the  fifth  floor. '  " 

^^  The  most  noticeable  and  unpleasant 
thing  here  in  the  construction  and  arrange- 
ment of  these  massive  buildings  is  the  uni- 
versal and  wearisome  use  of  marble.  JFrom 
the  marble-paved  street  you  enter  a  marble- 
paved  eourt,  you  mount  marble  steps — and 
many  a  step  indeed !  and  at  last  you  enter 
a  massive  door  cased  in  white  miarble,  to 
find  your  floor  a  naked  shining  sheet  of 
ghastly  marble.  Marble  tables,  marble 
stands,  marble  bureaus — all  things  that 
you  look  upon  or  lay  hands  upon — nothing 
but  one  dreadful  nightmare  of  marble." 

"  It  is  like  taking  up  quarters  in  an 
aristocratic  churchyard,"  laughed  the  coun- 
tess. **  I  am  sure  that  if  I  should  ask  for 
any  additional  furniture  and  get  it,  that  it 
would  come  in  the  shape  of  another  tomb- 
stone." 

The  count  and  the  lady's  keeper  had  not 
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returned.  The  little  boy  had  been  led 
away  by  a  servant;  and  Marietta  could 
do  no  less  than  offer  the  countess  his  arm. 
They  entered  the  great  parlour,  and  sat  by 
the  open  window  alone  overlooking  a  por- 
tion of  the  great  city.  It  was  white  and 
splendid  in  the  mellow  mtK)n. 

"Look,"  said  the  painter,  pointing  to 
a  great  palace  all  covered  with  beautiful 
frescoes.  *'Does  it  not  look  as  if  the  palace 
had  been  filled  full  of  splendid  pictures, 
and  was  now  boiling  over  and  spilling  down 
on  the  outside  ?  " 

*'Beautiftil!"  cried  the  lady  with  en- 
thusiasm. "Nothing  is  more  noticeable 
here  amongst  all  classes  than  the  devotion 
to  art.  This,  however,  as  all  the  world 
knows,  obtains  throughout  the  whole  pe- 
ninsula. Your  porter  is  an  actor;  your 
bootblack  sings  an  opera  keeping  time  to 
the  strokes  of  his  brush;  and  your  cham- 
bermaid is  generally  a  better  judge  of  pic- 
tures than  yourself  A  gentleman  told  me 
once  of  a  Genoese  boy,  his  servant,  to 
whom  he  showed  a  rather  stupid-looking 
picture  of  *  Lucretia,'  and  asked  what  he 
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thought  of  it.  ^  It  is  not  good/  the  Italian 
servant  answered ;  *  there  is  no  death,  no 
desperation,  no  nothing  in  the  face.  She 
only  looks  as  if  she  might  be  sorry  that 
there  was  not  another  Tarquin.'  " 

The  lady  paused  a  moment.  She  seemed 
delighted  with  her  new  friend,  and  took 
up  the  subject  again  in  a  wild  and  eager 
way. 

"  Even  the  gray-headed  old  beggar  down 
at  the  corner  of  the  street  begs  artistically 
to  a  ifault.  I  am  certain  that  if  he  were  to 
make  a  false  gesture  with  his  extended 
hand,  or  drop  a  key  too  low  in  his  dolorous 
petition  for  alms,  he  would  despise  himself 
for  a  month — and  possibly  go  and  hang 
himself  in  despair.  Every  house  seems  to 
be  a  picture-gallery,  without  as  well  as 
within.  Nearly  all  the  houses  are  painted 
outside  in  flowers  and  stars  and  bars  and 
banners,  and  pictures  of  hideous  beasts  and 
reptiles  and  men  and  Madonnas,  in  every 
conceivable  attitude  and  condition,  and  in 
all  the  hues  of  the  rainbow.  It  is  true  they 
are  nearly  all  cracked  and  faded  and  ugly 
— perhaps  were  even  from  the  first — even 

I  E 
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to  hideonsness.  But  we  take  refuge  in 
the  thought  that  they  were  all  done  in  the 
interest  of  art,  and  possibly  meant  a  great 
deal  in  the  world's  far  dawn.  And  this 
devotion  to  art  is  sincere!"  she  continued, 
absorbed  in  her  subject.  **It  has  borne 
and  will  continue  to  bear  its  fruit.  The 
whole  world  will  testify  to  that.  When 
you  remember  that  no  gallery  is  complete 
without  a  most  liberal  contribution  from 
this  land,  and  that  even  the  great  Covent 
Garden  cannot  have  an  opera  without  pro- 
curing at  least  three-fourths  of  its  force 
from  Italy,  you  are  willing  to  forgive  a  vast 
deal  of  nonsense  in  detail  for  the  results  in 
the  aggregate." 

Her  face  was  glorious  with  enthusiasm. 
But  she  stopped  suddenly.  She  felt,  rather 
than  saw,  that  she  was  being  watched. 
Murietta  turned  his  head. 

There  stood  the  count  in  the  doorway 
under  the  shadow  of  the  enormous  chin. 
Both  men  were  glaring  hard  at  the  two 
who  sat  by  the  window,  out  of  the  dark  of 
the  doorway,  and  both  men  were  drunk. 
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She  leaned  towards  Murietta  as  if  con- 
tinuing the  conversation. 

"  I  have  something  to  say.  Ah !  I  must 
say  it,  and  say  it  soon.  Do  not — do  not 
run  away  from  me.  They  all  run  away — 
all  of  them — ^whenever  I  begin  to  tell  them 
how  it  is  I  am  a  prisoner.  I  am  watched ! 
I  have  talked  long  to  you  to-night  to  prove 
to  you  that  I  am  not  mad.  Am  I  mad? 
Do  you  think  I  am  mad  ?  Will  you  some 
day  tell  me?  vnil  you  some  day  sit  still  and 
hear  me?     Oh,  I  am  so  alone !  " 

She  almost  hissed  these  words  into  his 
ear.  She  had  risen  as  she  spoke,  and  now 
reaching  her  hand  timidly,  she  said  "  Good 
night !  "  and  was  gone,  through  the  door, 
into  the  hands  of  the  count  and  under  the 
shadow  of  the  enormous  chin. 

Murietta  paced  his  room  that  night.  He 
was  perfectly  certain  he  had  never  seen  so 
much  beauty,  so  much  quiet  dignity,  such 
devotion  to  art,  and  clear  good  sense  in 
any  one  woman  before.  He  was  certain 
something  was  wrong.  He  had  wished  to 
avoid  her.   He  was  a  knight  by  nature ;  but 
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he  did  not  care  for  a  tilt  now.  The  more 
he  thought  of  the  situation  of  things,  the 
more  he  was  perplexed  and  annoyed. 

At  last  he  drew  back  his  foot,  kicked  an 
ottoman  with  all  his  might,  said  "  Confound 
that  woman!"  and  went  to  bed. 


\ 


CHAPTER  V. 

MAD    OR    NOT  MAD  ? 

NE  always  rises  refreshed  in 
Italy.  The  rest  there  is  won- 
derfiil. 

An  Italian  beggar  will  drop  down  asleep 
in  the  shadow  of  a  fig  tree  or  wayside  wall, 
weary,  hungr)^,  worn.  He  will  rise  up  in 
less  than  two  hours,  climb  up  on  the  top  of 
the  wall  if  possible,  and  sit  there  like  a  bird, 
and,  fresh  as  the  morning,  will  sing  an 
opera  from  the  very  gladness  and  fulness 
of  his  heart. 

Murietta  arose  next  morning  on  much 
better  terms  with  himself  and  the  world 
generally.  The  sea  as  he  looked  out  from 
his  lofty  window  was  like  an  opal  in  the 
glorious   sunlight   of  an  Italian    autumn. 
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Ships  drew  in  and  ships  blew  out  as  if 
Genoa  was  young  and  strong  and  full  of  life. 

The  stars  and  stripes  fluttered  by  the 
side  of  the  crescent,  and  the  artist  kissed 
his  hand  to  the  pretty  banner,  for  under  its 
folds  he  had  seen  and  had  suffered  much. 
It  was  like  looking  upon  an  old  and  dear, 
yet  threadbare,  friend.  It  was  a  mother — a 
sort  of  stepmother  it  is  true — to  the  future 
and  new  Republic,  and  Murietta  was  glad 
to  meet  it  again  in  strange  waters. 

The  Countess  Edna  still  lingered  at 
breakfast  in  the  coffee-room,  and  Murietta 
was  not  at  all  annoyed  to  see  her  there, 
bright  and  beautiful,  as  he  entered.  There 
was  no  cioud  louring  over  this  sun  in  the 
shape  of  the  count,  no  shadow  of  the  great 
chin  ;  and  the  little  woman  sat  there  side- 
ways at  the  table  in  her  light  pink  clothes, 
her  little  feet  in  pink  slippers  on  a  footstool, 
and  seemed  tranquil  as  the  morning.  Her 
lap  was  full  of  morning  papers,  which  she 
perhaps  had  never  meant  to  read,  for  they 
were  tumbled  promiscuously  with  magazines 
and  little  paper-covered  novels  right  and 
left  before  her  on  the  table. 
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She  smiled  her  recognition,  subdued  and 
in  silence,  and  turned  her  eyes  to  the  chair 
opposite.  Murietta  hesitated.  At  another 
time  when  the  sun  shone  less  brightly,  or 
his  heart  beat  less  lightly,  he  had  not  hesi- 
tated at  all,  but  would  have  gone  straight 
on  to  the  little  table  away  back  in  the 
comer,  and  stowed  himself  there  out  of 
sight,  as  was  his  habit.  But  now  he  stood 
still  and  looked  inquiriingly  around. 

The  lady  lifted  her  eyes  to  his.  She 
took  hold  of  him  as  if  he  had  been  a  pri- 
soner. She  led  him  with  her  eyes  silently 
and  gently  to  the  place  opposite,  and  as  he 
bowed  helplessly  before  her  and  said, 
"With  your  permission,"  set  him  down 
there  a  captive  to  her  beauty. 

**  Yes,  the  count  was  out  on  the  bay  with 
little  Sunshine  and  the  big  Admiral." 

"  Dear,  dear,  dead  old  Genoa  ! "  The 
artist  said  this  half  to  himself  and  half  to 
the  lady,  as  he  looked  at  the  crumbling 
frescoes  on  the  great  palace  wall  opposite, 
for  he  did  not  wish  to  think  of  that  ugly 
man  the  admiral  on  a  morning  of  such 
matchless  beauty. 
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The  great  dreamy  eyes  were  wide  ad  if 
with  wonder.  The  little  pink  feet  tapped 
impatiently  on  the  ottoman,  and  the  papers 
rustled  in  the  lap  with  the  dress,  and 
against  the  ruffles  of  soft  pink  and  rose. 

"  No,  no,  no !  Genoa  is  not  dead.  It 
seems  to  be  taking  a  second  growth.  There 
are  factories  and  machine-shops  growing  up 
about  the  outskirts  of  the  town  ;  and  now 
and  then  a  new  palace  or  hotel  is  creeping 
up  from  the  crowded  mass  of  buildings 
within  the  walls.  You  can  well  imagine, 
however,  that  once  the  city  slept.  You 
can  see  where  it  stood  still  for  nearly  a 
thousand  years — until  the  wonderful  little 
Corsican  came  down  the  Alps  and  awakened 
all  Italy  with  the  thunder  of  his  cannon. 
And  since  then  there  has  been  no  sleep  I 
but  it  has  gone  on  steadily  step  by  step 
— politically,  socially,  and  materially — till 
the  country  stands  in  no  wise  in  the  rear  of 
nations." 

Murietta  began  to  be  troubled  in  his 
mind  again.  The  pretty  Italian  actor, 
dressed  for  his  part,  and  perfect  in  it  as  if 
he  had  been  all  night  at  rehearsal,  came 
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sailing  in  here  with  two  very  bright  and 
shining  instruments  lifted  high  in  his  hands, 
and  held  by  two  black  and  crooked  handles. 
He  came  sideways  and  bowing  up  to  the 
table  by  Murietta,  and  bowing  again,  tilted 
his  instruments,  and  at  one  and  the  same 
time  turned  a  Uttle  cataract  of  boiling 
chalk  and  water,  and  a  little  cataract  of 
bm^t  beans,  misnamed  coffee,  into  a  great 
white  coffee  cup,  and  bowing  again  tilted 
back  his  instruments,  lifted  them  in  the  air 
on  a  level  with  his  head,  and  bowed  himjself 
back  and  sideways  with  such  artistic  perfec- 
tion that  Murietta  almost  expected  to  see 
the  curtain  come  down,  and  was  a  little  dis- 
appointed that  there  was  not  a  storm  of 
applause  from  the  fr^coed  ceilings  and 
walls  around. 

"  And  I  suppose  you  have  *  done ' 
Genoa  ?  "  he  observed  to  the  countess. 

"No,  no,  not  *done'  Genoa  at  all. 
Genoa  is  like  Rome,  inexhaustible ! "  she 
said.  "One  cannot  well  tire  of  looking  at 
the  old,  old  palaces,  built  Heaven  knows 
when!  One  sees  them  still  roofed  with 
Roman  tile,  and  on  the  side  next  the  sun 
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as  red  and  bright  as  ever,  but  on  the  other 
slope  gray  and  mossed,  and  made  velvet,  as 
if  for  the  feet  of  Time.  And  then,  within, 
the  walls  are  made  alive  with  masterpieces 
of  painting ;  and  some  are  hung  with  imple- 
ments of  war — trophies  that  were  won,  and 
banners  that  were  borne  in  triumph  through 
the^Ioly  Land." 

Again  the  papers  and  the  ruffles  rustled, 
and  the  little  pink  feet  tapped  restlessly  on 
the  gorgeous  ottoman. 

"  Then  there  is  a  museum  of  antiquities 
•— the  collection,  unlike  those  of  our  country 
and  of  England,  made  up  mostly  from  older 
lands  than  Italy — as  if  these  people  counted 
thi^irs  but  a  new  country,  and  only  the 
orUuit  gray  enough  to  give  them  relics  worth 
prcmorving.  What  a  curious  collection  it  is 
Intlncul!  Tho  implements  of  war  are  all 
gimwml  and  bitten  by  the  teeth  of  Time ; 
aiul  thn  jit4iltuHl  and  yellow  statuary  is 
hroktin  \ip  om  if  it  had  lieen  overthrown 
and  ^tHMintl  aiul  gnnuul  beneath  the  wheels 

MurlotU  loaned  and  Ibtoned^  and  as  she 
pauni^d   \\K\  m\\\  mxwxXxm^   of   the    great 
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wealth  for  want  of  a  better  theme — for  he 
wished  to  hear  her  through. 

"  No,  you  mistake ;  these  people  are 
comparatively  very  poor.  With  all  this 
city  full  of  palaces,  filled  with  costly 
pictures,  you  see  at  once  that  even  the 
wealthy  people  of  Genoa — and  even  of  all 
Italy  as  a  rule — are  very  poor.  That  is, 
we  strangers  from  the  West  see  it  and  feel 
it  at  every  turn.  Perhaps  the  feeling  will 
wear  away  in  time,  but  it  makes  one 
uncomfortable  at  first.  However,  it  is  a 
sort  of  dignified  poverty  that  refuses  to 
complain  or  is  above  complaining.  The 
country,  as  a  whole,  reminds  you  of  some 
great  and  good  man,  devoted  to  art,  who 
had  once  great  fortune,  but  having  lost  it, 
sits  down  quiet  and  uncomplaining,  satisfied, 
and  scarcely  regretting  his  loss  in  his  love 
of  art." 

"  But  then  come  the  beggars,"  said  the 
artist. 

"  As  for  the  beggars,  I  hardly  find  them 
a  nuisance,"  she  rejoined  ;  *'they  are  so 
civil,  so  artistic,  and  so  easily  satisfied.  A 
five-centime  piece — equal  to  an  American 
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cent — is  enough  to  insure  you  half  a  dozen 
graceful  bows,  and  to  make  a  fellow- 
creature  happy  for  half  a  day  at  least  ;  and 
I  count  that  very  cheap  indeed.  Besides, 
the  number  of  these  beggars  constantly 
testifies  to  the  liberality  of  our  countrymen ; 
for  if  we  did  not  continue  to  give  they 
would  cease  to  beg.  You  will  notice  that 
they  never  beg  of  their  own  countrymen. 
An  answer  in  Italian  is  quite  as  satisfac- 
tory as  a  contribution." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Murietta,  "  I  shall  yet 
find  it  necessary  to  learn  the  language  and 
the  native  accent." 

The  little  lady  laughed  in  a  low  careless 
way,  and  went  on — 

"  Yes,  you  will  like  Genoa;  for  it  is  fiill 
of  art,  and  heart,  and  beauty.  I  know  of 
nothing  in  the  world  more  beautiful  in 
its  way  than  the  kindness  and  readiness 
with  which  the  wealthy  possessors  of  fine 
pictures,  of  all  works  of  art,  and  even 
elegant  gardens,  open  their  doors  to  all 
comers  who  wish  to  behold  them.  There  is 
a  perfect  little  paradise — a  garden  full  of 
fine  statuary,  lakes,  caves,  trees  fi-om  the 
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tropics,  everything  that  can  amuse  and  in- 
struct— a  few  miles  out  yonder,  overlooking 
the  Mediterranean.  This  place  is  open  to 
all  on  festal  days — and  that  means  about 
half  the  time  in  Italy — without  any  ques- 
tion whatever.  At  all  other  times  it  is 
accessible  by  special  permit.  It  was  con- 
structed by  an  old  Italian  marquis,  in 
the  time  of  a  famine,  to  give  employment 
to  starving  men.  May  he  rest  in  peace, 
and  his  name  and  his  deed  be  long  remem- 
bered. And  this  is  only  a  specimen, 
though  perhaps  about  the  finest,  of  the 
climbing  gardens  that  look  down  from  the 
Apennines  on  Genoa  and  the  sea.  It  is 
these  sweet  environs,  no  doubt,  which 
endeared  Genoa  to  the  great  artists  who 
have  gone  before,  and  left  their  footprints 
in  this  singular  and  isolated  city.  And  ah, 
such  funny  funerals!  Have  you  seen  a 
funeral  in  Genoa  ?'' 

The  artist  almost  shuddered,  and  shook 
his  head  in  silence,  for  the  lady  laughed 
outright. 

"Well,  I  will  tell  you  how  it  is  done.  I 
with  my  maid  was  walking  in  one  of  the 
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dark  and  narrow  streets  the  other  day,  and 
I  came  upon  four  strangely  masked  and  most 
solemn  looking  individuals  in  black,  moving 
slowly  and  in  single  file  down  the  steep 
and  stony  way.  '  Here  is  another  of  their 
hundred  holidays,'  I  said  to  myself,  '  and 
these  solemn  and  monkish  looking  maskers 
are  giay  young  fellows  bent  on  having  a 
lark,'  I  felt  like  poking  one  of  them  in 
the  ribs  with  my  parasol,  and  telling  him 
4t  was  no  use  trying  to  fool  me,  for  I  knew 
him  by  his  back.'  I  said  nothing,  how- 
ever; but  as  our  way  lay  in  the  same 
direction,  I  followed  along  till  they  came 
to  one  of  those  ghastly  dark  close  ways,  that 
look  like  caves  and  seem  never  to  be  closed, 
and  here  they  entered  and  faded  away  into 
the  darkness.  Before  I  had  fairly  turned 
aside  my  solemn  maskers  again  came  slowly 
out  of  their  cave,  bearing  something  black 
upon  their  shoulders.  It  was  a  corpse,  and 
these  were  the  undertakers  of  Genoa. 
There  is  a  kind  of  brotherhood  here  de- 
voted to  this  solenm  office.  It  is  made  up 
of  men  wto  do  this  in  penance  for  their 
sins.     As  the  streets  are  too  narrow  to 
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admit  carriages,  the  dead  bodies  must  be 
borne  on  the  shoulders.  The  burial  of  the 
better  classes  is  another  affair,  and  often 
quite  imposing." 

Murietta  was  silent  again.  What  in  the 
world  could  induce  this  beautiful  woman  to 
go  prowling  around  among  the  dead  in 
those  dreadful  places? 

"  But  you — ^really,  you— you  don't  mean 
to  say  that  you  go  there  all  alone,  and  for 
diversion?" 

"Alone,  and  for  diversion  if  you  like; 
why  not?  Besides,  other  amusements  are 
shut  to  me.  Women  talk  and  men  stare.  / 
They  say  I  am  mad  !  I  go  among  those  poor 
wretches,  I  give  them  money,  they  give  me 
their  blessings ;  and  I  reckon  that  more  than 
gold.  They  do  not  watch  me  at  all.  They 
are  honest — good.  My  friend,  the  sweetest 
flowers  grow  low  and  close  to  the  earth." 

Murietta  did  not  answer.  The  little 
brows  were  knit  a  bit,  the  pretty  pout- 
ing lips  pushed  out,  and  the  papers 
rustled  again  on  the  rosy  ruffles,  and  the 
regiment  of  novels  on  the  table  changed 
about  as  if  it  intended  to  march,  and  the 
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little  pink  feet  tapped  more  nervously  than 
before. 

Then  she  laughed,  and  the  papers  joined 
in  a  little  chorus,  and  when  they  had  done 
dancing  and  laughing  she  went  on — 

"We  had  a  little  earthquake  here  re- 
cently; and  not  long  after  the  pleasant 
sensation,  in  one  of  my  solitary  walks 
through  the  poor  parts  of  the  city,  I  came 
upon  a  most  unaccountable  number  of 
funerals.  On  inquiry  I  found  that  the 
cholera  was  raging  in  Genoa,  and  that  it 
was  very  fatal,  less  than  one-fourth  of 
those  attacked  recovering.  This  comes 
of  journeying  into  strange  streets,  without 
first  knowing  where  you  are  going.  The 
authorities  kept  the  existence  of  the  plague 
a  secret  as  far  as  possible,  and  I  am  told 
that  not  one  half  of  the  cases  were  reported. 
I  was  fortimate  enough  to  find  a  physician 
connected  with  the  hospital,  and  from  him 
I  learnt  that  they  do  not  fear  the  cholera 
as  they  did  when  it  first  appeared  in 
Europe,  that  it  spreads  but  slowly,  and  is 
hardly  counted  contagious.  He  told  me 
that  the    day  after    the    earthquake    the 
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number  of  fatal  cases  was  more  than 
doubled.  They  were  fiightened  to  death ! 
Do  you  mind  earthquakes  ?  " 

Murietta  only  looked  his  answer. 

'^Oh,  I  do  like  them  so  much!"  con- 
tinued the  countess,  ''  I  should  like  to  be 
rocked  to  sleep  in  the  lap  of  my  mother  by 
an  earthquake." 

The  curtain  was  raised,  or  at  least  two 
actors  entered  here,  bowing  gracefully, 
dressed  in  splendid  stage  array,  and  bear- 
ing aloft  a  tray  in  each  right  hand,  as 
they  glided  sideways  towards  the  table. 
The  china  and  the  teaspoons  met  in  con- 
vention on  these  trays,  talked  for  a  moment 
in  an  undertone ;  the  stray  bits  of  bread 
gathered  themselves  together  as  these 
graceful  actors  moved  their  hands  over 
the  linen.  The  trays  lifted  up  light  as 
balances;  the  graceful  actors  bowed  and 
edging  sideways  were  gone,  and  the  cur- 
tain seemed  to  come  down  and  the  piece 
was  over. 

''  You  have  been  to  Nervi  ?  " 

The  brown  eyes,  so  soft,  so  childlike,  so 
lonesome,  so  hungry  for  love,  so  wishful 

I  F 


66  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

for  just  one  friend,  man  or  woman,  brother, 
sister,  mother,  any  one — they  lifted  to  his 
timidly.  Then  as  if  half  frightened  they 
turned  aside,  and  the  lady  laughed  as  if  to 
divert  herself,  and  tapped  the  ottoman  and 
passed  the  regiment  of  novels  all  up  and 
down  with  her  little  lily-white  right  hand. 
"  Well,  you  must  go  to  Nervi.  I  will 
tell  you  all  about  it.  It  is  a  little  watering 
place  five  or  six  miles  down  the  line  of 
sea,  and  I  often  go  out  there  for  a  day  or 
\  two  to  see  the  patient,  simple  peasants  at 

their  work.  The  drive  is  the  only  really 
pleasant  one  around  Genoa.  You  pass 
right  under  the  little  mountain  where  we 
first  met — you  look  surprised.  Well,  you 
will  find  the  road  to  the  eastern  gate  of 
Genoa  leads  right  under  and  through  the 
little,  half  levelled  mountain  on  which  that 
beautiful  drive  and  garden  with  the  trees  is 
built.  Then  you  pass  through  a  great  moss- 
grown  gate  that  opens  from  the  old  and 
crowded  city,  and  you  pass  many  Ma- 
donnas fastened  up  in  the  walls  of  houses 
and  over  doors.  And  you  know  these  lamps 
are  always  burning,  and  the  peasants  never 
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pass  them  without  crossing  themselves  and 
lifting  their  tattered  hats." 

She  stopped,  looked  away,  and  seemed 
to  forget  her  native. 

"Well?"  said  Marietta,  as  if  to  call  her 
back  to  her  subject. 

"There  are  soldiers  mounted  on  the 
mighty  wall  of  the  city,  which  is  at  least 
twenty  miles  in  length;  and  you  rarely 
pass  the  gate  without  having  an  officer 
peer  into  your  carriage  and  pull  at  the 
robes,  or  whatever  he  likes  to  lay  hands 
on.  You  pass  'Paradiso,'  the  old  home  of 
Lord  Byron,  and  *The  Pink  Jail,'  the 
residence  of  Charles  Dickens.  I  fancy  that 
in  the  names  which  those  two  artists  gave 
their  Italian  homes,  you  may  read  much  of 
their  natures.  But  ah  I  how  beautiful  is 
Paradise !  What  poet  could  not  have 
written  poetry  here?  Peace  and  repose, 
luxury  and  refinement  and  art  on  every 
hand,  with  never  a  thought  of  the  wolf  at 
the  door  or  the  world. 

''A  little  way  beyond  this  beautiful  palace, 
half  hidden  in  vines  and  trees,  a  very  island 
in  a  little  sea  of  flowers,  there  stands  the 
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tall  thin  marble  shaft  that  marks  the  spot 
from  which  Garibaldi  with  his  few  followers 
stealthily  embarked  one  night  bearing  the 
future  of  Italy.  I  kiss  my  hand  away 
across  the  sea  to  Caprera  as  I  pass ! 

"You  cross  deep, dried-up gorges  pointing 
into  the  sea.  And  all  things  on  this  drive 
remind  you  so  much  of  California!  The 
ibare  hills,  the  cunning  little  lizards  on  the 
grey  walls,  the  light  blue  skies,  the  sea, 
the  air — all  things  in  fact  seem  a  counter- 
part of  the  fair  and  far  Pacific." 

A  pretty  actor  entered,  walked  across 
the  stage,  let  down  the  coloured  curtain 
against  the  sun,  and  withdrew  as  she  con- 
tinued— 

"  And  here  are  our  little  lean  and  ever- 
patient  friends  the  mules,  in  long  dusty 
caravans,  climbing  up  and  down  and  around 
the  rocky  hills,  just  as  they  do  in  Mexico. 
Everything — milk,  meat,  bread,  wine,  pigs, 
chickens,  children,  old  men,  old  women — 
all  things,  animate  or  inanimate,  belonging 
to  the  peasantry,  seem  to  climb  up  out  Of 
the  dust  into  the  baskets  that  hang  from 
the  sides  of  my  thoughtful  but  not  always 
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silent  little  friends.  I  met  one  of  these 
little  fellows,  not  much  larger  than  a  New- 
foundland dog,  not  long  ago  as  I  came  into 
town.  The  two  little  bareheaded  and  bare- 
footed boys,  who  were  on  their  way  to  the 
mountains  to  get  a  load  of  wood,  had 
climbed  into  the  baskets,  and  there  they 
lay  curled  up  like  kittens  and  fast  asleep. 
It  was  a  very  warm  day,  and  the  solemn 
little  donkey  was  taking  it  very  slow,  and 
letting  his  long  ears  flop  and  flag  as  if  they 
had  wilted  in  the  sun ;  but  he  did  not  stop 
nor  bump  the  baskets  against  the  walls, 
nor  do  anjrthing  to  disturb  the  little 
sleepers." 

"  Babes  of  the  woods !  How  I  should 
like  to  paint  them,"  mused  the  artist. 

"  I  am  bound  to  say  that  these  peasants 
are  indolent  in  the  extreme.  You  see  them 
asleep  by  the  roadside^ — asleep  among  the 
grape  vines — ^asleep  on  the  great  stone  walls. 
It  is  my  opinion  that  when  an  Italian  is 
not  singing  an  opera,  or  acting  a  piece,  he 
is  asleep.  On  this  pleasant  drive  to  and 
from  Nervi,  I  must  tell  you  there  are  two 
institutions    that    you  cannot  avoid,   and 
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with  which  you  must  not  quarrel.  One  is 
an  old  demented  beggar,  who  fancies  that 
he  is  an  officer,  and  insists  on  inspecting 
}'our  carriage  for  contraband  goods.  A 
penny,  however,  will  satisfy  him  that  it  is 
all  right,  and  he  will  let  you  pass.  The 
dear  old  fellow  has  learnt  that  from  the 
real  officers ;  such  a  satire,  is  it  not  ?  The 
other  institution  is  a  one-legged  beggar 
with  matches.  Now  there  is  no  use  in 
trying  to  drive  away  from  this  man.  I 
have  tried  it,  and  there  is  not  a  horse  in 
jJl  Genoa  that  can  escape  him.  He  is  the 
liveliest  Italian  I  ever  saw.  It  is  safe  to 
say  that  he  can  outrun  any  two-legged 
peasant  to  be  found  on  this  grape-clad 
slope  of  the  Apennines." 

The  soft  tones  stopped  at  last ;  the  little 
pink  feet  played  their  tattoo  again,  and  the 
nervous  little  dimpled  right  hand  began  to 
set  the  regiments  of  novels  in  motion  as  if 
a  battle  was  about  to  begin. 

The  brown  eyes  opened  wide  and  clear 
and  candid,  and  they  looked  to  Murietta  as 
if  he  could  rise  up  in  spirit  and  march  in 
through  those  beautiful,  broad,  opened  doors 
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and  enter  her  soul,  and  sit  down  there  and 
rest  perfectly  satisfied  that  there  was  no- 
thing but  good,  but  peace,  but  charity,  but 
sympathy,  hope,  and  faith,  and  love. 

"  I  will  go  to  Nervi,  lady."  He  leaned 
over  the  table  on  his  arms  as  he  spoke,  and 
looked  full  in  her  face  with  his  old  en- 
thusiasm and  frankness.  "  I  will  go  to 
Nervi.  I  will  go  as  if  on  a  road  that  a 
saint  had  travelled.  I  will  lift  my  hat  as  I 
pass  the  places  you  have  named.  Your 
little  peasant  boys,  your  beggars,  even  the 
little  mules,  shall  have  all  the  road  for 
me,  for  I  will  step  aside  and  let  them 
pass.  I  will  see  in  each  one  of  them  an 
immortal  picture.  Your  custom  house 
officer  shall  take  me  a  prisoner, .  and  your 
one-legged  beggar — " 

The  lady  turned  white  as  the  marbles  on 
the  mantel.  Her  eyes  fell,  she  did  not 
look  around.  She  knew  that  he  was  there, 
aiid  the  blood  went  back  to  her  heart  in 
such  floods  that  it  beat  and  beat  as  if  there 
was  indeed  to  be  a  battle. 

The  enormous  man  with  that  dreadful  chin 
was  standing  in  the  door,  and  the  mild- 
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eyed  count,  with  his  weak  nose  as  red  as  a 
priest's,  was  standing  under  his  shadow, 
watching  the  beautiful  woman  and  the  en- 
thusiastic artist. 

The  warm  blood  of  Murietta  flamed  also. 
But  it  was  not  with  fear.  He  saw  the 
situation  of  things  but  imperfectly,  yet  he 
saw  enough  to  know  perfectly  well  that 
there  was  a  wrong,  and  that  a  woman  was 
the  sufferer.  A  man  has  no  right  to  ask 
to  know  more.  This  to  a  man  should  be 
enough  to  insure  his  action.  But  it  is  not 
enough  in  this  day  of  shops  and  shoddy. 
The  creature  man,  the  coward,  must  first 
know  that  he,  his  name,  his  position,  his 
money,  his  all,  is  not  only  safe,  but  that  he 
is  to  be  paid  for  his  services  as  a  sort  of 
upper  servant  is  paid — and  then  he  works. 

Bah !    Out  upon  the  time ! 

Murietta  did  not  move.  He  did  not 
even  take  back  his  reached  face,  but  sat 
there  the  same  as  if  no  one  had  come  upon 
the  scene. 

The  beautiful  lady,  pale  as  a  California 
lily,  sank  and  settled  down  as  if  she  would 
disappear  in  the  rosy  folds  of  her  robe. 
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"  Lady,"  the  artist  went  on  as  if  he  still 
spoke  of  the  drive  to  Nervi,  "  lady,  do  not 
fear,  do  not  move  unless  you  desire.  No 
hand  shall — no  tongue  shall  insult  you 
here." 

**  Oh  sir,  you  do  not  know  what  you  say. 
You  do  not  know  what  you  promise.  You 
do  not  know  a  thing  about  it%  Ah,  if  you 
only  knew !  Now — now — now — ''  she  put 
her  little  hands  to  the  side  of  her  head  as 
if  in  pain — "  Ah,  I  have  wasted  time !  I 
was  coming  to  it  you  know.  I  was  going 
to  tell  you.  I  wanted  to  prove  to  you  that 
I  was  all  right — ^that — ^that — you — " 

"  Will  you  come?"  called  the  count,  at 
the  same  time  lifting  his  hat  civilly. 

"  Come,  come,  it's  past  meridian,"  thun- 
dered  the  admiral. 

The  lady  rose,  smiled  sadly,  bowed, 
looking  back,  and  went  out  a  prisoner. 

Why  did  they  not  come  in?  and  why 
did  she  go  away? 


CHAPTER  VI. 

GOOD-BYE,    BEAUTIFUL   LADY! 

URIETTA,  finding  himself  left 
alone,  after  loitering  an  hour  or 
two  about  the  hotel,  went  to  his 
friend  the  consul. 

The  consul  was  a  good  man,  which  is  a 
new  thing  in  an  American  oflBcer  abroad. 
The  consul  was  also  a  politician  and  a 
politic  man,  which  is  not  a  new  thing  at  all. 
In  fact,  had  he  not  been  a  politician  he  had 
not  been  a  consul. 

The  consul  shook  his  head  and  laughed. 

"  My  dear  boy,  this  is  an  old  story. 
Pardon  my  liberty,  but  the  lady  does  not 
sufier.  She  tells,  or  tries  to  tell,  some  sort 
of  a  story  to  every  one  who  will  listen  to 
it.     At  least,  so  I  hear,"  added  the  consul 
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in  a  sort  of  foot-note,  for  he  was  a  politician, 
and  did  not  like  to  be  positive  or  say  any- 
thing that  meant  anything  at  all. 

"  Has  she  ever  told  anything  to  you?" 

"  No,  nothing." 

"  And  you  have  known  her  and  you  like 
her?" 

"  Yes,"  bowed  the  consul. 

'*  And  you  have  known  her  long  and 
like  her  much?" 

"  Like  her?  yes,  exceedingly.  She  is  a 
good  woman,  as  good  as  she  is  beautiful, 
and  that  is  sajdng  much !  but  she  is  really, 
you  know — "  The  consul  touched  his 
forehead,  tapped  it  with  his  fingers,  and 
shut  his  eyes. 

"  Yes,  I  understand  what  you  mean. 
But  may  you  not  be  mistaken?  May  not 
she  be  a  prisoner  ?  May  not  this  husband 
be  a  jealous  little  monster?  an  old  man  of 
the  mountains  ?" 

T^e  merry  consul  laughed  again,  rose 
up,  reached  a  cigar,  struck  a  match,  and 
with  his  cigar  between  his  teeth,  and  the 
light  still  burning  in  his  fingers  which  he 
held  around  it  like  a  lantern,  said : — 
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**  Marietta,  look  here !  You  are  an  artist, 
an  enthusiast,  and  a  dreamer.  Half  the 
time  you  are  asleep,  the  other  half  you  are 
altogether  too  much  awake.  You  do 
things  in  a  wild  and  unreasonable  way. 
Now  you  listen  to  me.  I  do  not  sleep,  I 
do  not  dream ;  I  am  always  awake.  Level 
head  you  see." 

He  tapped  his  bald  head  with  his  fingers 
after  throwing  away  the  match,  and  seated 
himself  by  the  side  of  his  friend. 

"  I  see,"  said  Murietta,  though  he  did 
not  exactly  see  what  he  meant. 

"  Well,  I  make  no  mistakes.  Now  let 
me  tell  you  what  to  do.  Will  you  hear 
me  ?  will  you  take  my  advice?" 

"  Yes,  that  is—" 

"That  is,  what!" 

"  Well,  if  I  see  any  lady  in  trouble,  I 
shall  not  be  persuaded  to  let  her  suffer; 
you  may  take  my  word  for  that." 

"  SuflFer !  Tom-cats !  Do  you  suppose  a 
lady  with  a  hundred  thousand  francs,  a 
husband  a  titled  gentleman  of  culture,  who 
is  with  her  as  if  he  was  her  shadow,  can  be 
allowed  to  sufifer  ?    No,  no,  my  boy,  depend 
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upon  it  you  are  in  the  wrong.  You  have  \ 
no  experience  with  women — no  sava^  as  '; 
your  Mexicans  would  say.  Besides,  you  ! 
cannot  aflFord  to  mix  up  in  this  matter, 
even  though  there  should  be  the  least  bit  ' 
of  tyranny." 

"  And  why  could  I  not  afford  it  ?" 
"  Well,  what  would  the  world  say?" 
"  That  for  the  world  and  all  it  can  say 
and  all  it  can  do  !"    Murietta  sprang  to  his  . 
feet  and  snapped  his  fingers,  as  if  he  was 
snapping  a  cap  in  the  face  of  the  world. 
*'  In  the  teeth  of  the  world  I  have  lived 
thus  far,  and  in  the  teeth  of  the  world  I 
shaUdie!    Let  me  have  the  good  opinion 
of  myself,  and  I  will  whistle  in  the  face  of 
the  world  and  win  it  at  my  feet." 

He  threw  away  his  cigar,  came  up,  and 
stood  before  the  consul.  The  flame  that 
had  shot  up,  beautiful  as  it  was,  was  dying 
out.  It  had  been  too  intense.  His  mind 
had  been  strung  to  a  sort  of  madness  that 
morning,  and  now,  in  the  presence  of  the 
cool  and  clear-headed  fiiend,  it  was  temper- 
ing down. 

"  Well,  you  will  pardon  me.    I  ^^m  sorry. 


78  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

I  want  only  to  serve  the  lady,  not  to  annoy 
you.  I  see  that  you  are  wiser  in  these 
things  than  I.  Besides,  what  can  I  do  for 
her?" 

*'  Listen.     Will  you  do  as  I  advise?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  you  will  do  Genoa  to-day  and  to- 
night. At  dawn  to-morrow  there  is  a  ship 
goes  out  for  Naples.  A  glorious  sea,  and* 
a  glorious  sail  it  will  be.  You,  my  friend, 
are  not  now  the  man  to  reach  a  hand  into 
any  man's  or  woman's  affairs.  You  would 
only  spoil  all.  Wait,  if  you  must  interfere, 
for  a  more  convenient  season." 

The  artist  thought  a  moment,  thought 
of  the  old  trouble,  the  days  before  he  left 
the  British  Isles — and  this  confirmed  him. 
He  reached  his  hand. 

"You  are  perfectly  right  and  I  trust 
you.  I  will  go  on  the  ship  that  leaves 
Genoa  for  Naples  to-morrow  morning." 

That  night  Murietta  stood  by  the  old 
city  wall  above  the  sea,  and  watched  the 
sun  go  down  on  Genoa.  Away  to  the  left 
the  sea  and  sky  were  one  unbroken  curve 
of  blue ;  but  to  the  west  the  sun  wedged  in 
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between  the  two  and  lit  it  up  like  a  far  light 
in  some  vast  and  eternal  temple.  And  then 
it  f(^  like  a  sinking  isle  of  fire,  and  it  was 
night  in  the  city  of  the  Holy  Grail. 

He  turned  to  look  at  the  houses  behind 
him.  They  stood  on  the  edge  of  a  preci- 
pice at  least  fifty  feet  in  height,  and  these 
houses  were  seven  stories  high.  Out  of 
every  window,  as  in  nearly  every  window 
of  Genoa,  there  hung  a  line  of  clothes. 
"These  must  be  the  wealthiest  people  in 
the  way  of  clothes  in  the  world,"  mused 
the  man. 

And  these  clothes  are  for  ever  hanging 
fi'om  the  windows.  Murietta  never  saw 
such  a  lot  of  clothes  in  his  life.  When  he 
first  saw  them  he  thought  the  people  had 
all  gone  to  bed  and  hung  their  clothes  to 
air  from  the  windoAvs.  Here  and  there  he 
saw  a  long  white  strip  like  the  turban  of  a 
Turk.  That  was  used  for  wrapping  up 
babies.  The  little  stranger  enters  Genoa 
with  nothing  but  these  long  white  strips  of 
cotton  in  his  carpet-bag,  and  nothing  can 
he  have  but  these  for  the  full  first  year. 

Murietta  laughed  to  himself. 
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Old  clothes  bathed  m  the  glory  of  an 
Italian  sunset,  and  fanned  by  the  storied 
winds  of  the  Mediterranean ! 

It  was  too  sudden  and  too  ridiculous  for 
even  the  sentimental  artist  to  endure.  And 
he  laughed  till  he  cried. 

He  passed  on,  and  stood  in  the  moon- 
light down  on  the  old  quay,  and  looked  up 
at  the  lofty  old  palaces  that  had  looked  out 
on  the  sea  for  a  thousand  years. 

At  every  one  of  these  windows,  making 
up  a  mile  of  the  crescented  sea-front  of  the 
city,  there  were  children  plajdng  and  men 
and  women  peering  out  upon  the  sea.  He 
never  had  such  unpleasant  sensations  as 
when  looking  up  at  those  children  in  the 
windows.  He  was  constantly  afraid  that 
some  of  them  would  drop.  He  was  dis- 
appointed, however,  and  entered  one  of  a 
thousand  little  alleys,  only  wide  enough 
for  two  or  three  to  walk  abreast,  and  took 
his  course  toward  the  upper  part  of  the 
city.  Now  and  then  he  would  look  up. 
Up !  up !  up !  It  seemed  as  if  he  had  crept 
like  a  cricket  into  a  crack  of  the  earth.  He 
could  see  nothing  above  him  but  a  long 
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bright  line  of  stars.  The  opening  above 
looked  no  wider  than  a  span.  Very  often 
there  were  causeways  away  above,  reaching 
from  house  to  house  across  the  street,  and 
in  some  places  carriage  roads. 

This  is  the  place  where  Dickens  used  to 
come  and  get  lost,  just  for  the  fun  of  it. 
But  when  one  is  alone,  and  not  at  all  satis- 
fied with  the  looks  of  some  Turk  or  Arab 
in  his  rear  it  is  no  fun,  you  may  be  sure. 

All  the  time  and  all  this  night,  as  the 
dreamer  wandered  up  and  down  and 
around  and  through  this  mighty  and 
ancient  heap  of  marble,  he  was  thinking 
and  thinking  and  thinking  of  that  fair 
child-face  that  had  appealed  to  him,  that 
wonderful  woman  who  had  been  in  these 
strange  old  places  among  the  poor  before 
him— and  he  was  not  glad.  He  even 
wished  he  had  not  promised  to  go  aAvay. 

He  came  to  a  thousand  walls  in  trying  to 
make  the  distance  of  a  mile.  There  were 
never  such  people  for  building  walls  in  the 
world.  And  they  build  them  in  the  most 
unlikely  places,  both  in  the  city  and  in  the 
country,  that  one  can  imagine.     Why  they 
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build  them  one  does  not  know.  Sometimes 
he  would  find  a  narrow  opening  in  the  wall, 
and  sometimes  he  would  have  to  turn  back 
in  despair.  Sometimes  his  way  would  lead 
directly  through  some  shop.  He  would 
hesitate,  but  the  polite  proprietor  would 
smile  and  politely  show  him  the  way  to 
advance.  Little  wine-shops,  coffee-shops, 
and  curious  places  where  maccaroni  was 
wound  up,  flattened  out,  strung  around, 
and  put  in  all  conceivable  shapes  for  sale. 

He  found  sitting  in  a  comer  of  one  of 
these  shops  a  little  boy  with  a  bundle  of 
newspapers  across  his  lap.  He  went  up  to 
him,  for  this  was  the  first  newsboy  he  had 
seen  in  Genoa.     The  boy  was  fast  asleep. 

What  a  noisy  city!  particularly  in  the 
lower  and  older  parts;  there  is  nothing 
like  it  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  All  day 
men  and  boys  are  shouting  their  fruits  or 
wares  for  sale ;  and  at  night  opera,  nothing 
but  opera !  At  both  ends  and  in  the  ndddle 
of  the  crack  in  the  earth  you  hear  these 
sturdy  singers  at  their  work.  From  the 
side  streets,  or  cracks  in  the  earth,  you 
hear  tluB  same,  and  up  and  down  the  great 
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marble  walls  the  sounds  are  echoed  till  you 
cannot  hear  your  own  voice. 

In  these  narrow  streets  you  are  hustled 
and  crowded  and  elbowed  and  spun  around 
at  almost  every  step.  Sometimes  you  have 
to  wait  quite  a  time  before  you  can  advance. 
You  will  notice,  however,  that  when  some 
of  the  masked  brotherhood  come  by  with  a 
victim  of  the  plague  on  their  shoulders  they 
meet  with  no  obstruction. 

It  was  a  pleasant  thing  to  come  again 
into  the  open  city,  to  get  up  and  out  of 
those  cracks  of  the  earth.  There  was  a 
gentle  breeze  blowing  in  from  the  sea ;  and 
it  seemed  to  fan  the  stars  into  a  fair  and  a 
tender  light.  There  were  only  two  or  three 
opera  singers  near  enough  to  be  very  dis- 
tinct ;  but  the  train  of  little  mules  coming 
down  the  mountain  with  their  loads  of 
milk  now  and  then  trumpeted  away  as  if 
all  of  Byron's  jackals  had  come  back  to 
take  possession. 

Looking  up  the  Apennines  and  beyond 
the  wall,  Murietta  saw  a  thousand — nay, 
ten  thousand  —  lights  on  the  mountain 
sides,  that  looked  down  upon  the  city  from 
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the  cottages  of  men  who  trimmed  the  vines 
or  tended  goats  upon  the  hills.  Higher 
and  higher  the  eye  followed  the  loftier 
Apennines,  further  and  fainter  shone  the 
little  lights  from  the  grape-growers'  doors, 
until  the  mountain-tops  were  lost  in  the 
distance  and  the  cottage  lights  were  lost 
among  the  stars. 

The  sun  came  suddenly '^  over  the  hill, 
blew  out  the  little  lights  of  the  cottages- 
and  the   little   lamps    up  in   the    purple^ 
heavens — and  it  was  morning  in  Genoa ! 

**  Good-bye,  beautiful  lady  ! "  The 
dreamer  stood  on  the  deck  of  the  ship  as 
she  foamed  through  the  opaline  sea,  and 
looked  sadly  back  and  kissed  his  hand  and 
said, — 

"I  am  a  coward." 


^ 


CHAPTER  VIL 


AN   OLD   LANDMABK. 


ALK  through  the  beautiful  Villa 
Nazionale  with  your  face  to- 
wards Vesuvius,  pass  the  Vit- 
toria,  and  on  under  a  mountain  to  the  left 
that  is  topped  with  battlements  and  starred 
all  up  and  down  with  marble  houses  of 
magnificent  style  and  perfection,  and  you 
will  meet  on  your  way  some  of  the  most 
beautiful,  as  well  as  the  most  wicked, 
women  in  the  world. 

Pass  the  sharp  musketry  of  their  dark 
eyes  if  you  can  possibly  do  so,  for  it  is  cer- 
tainly best  that  you  should;  and  there, 
under  this  mountain  that  almost  leans  over 
you  to  look  into  the  sea  at  your  feet,  you 
will  come  upon  an  old  castle  to  the  left. 
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which,  after  having  served  for  a  palace  for 
centuries,  is  now  simply  a  lodging-house; 
the  dirtiest,  gloomiest,  lonesomest  lodging- 
house  in  all  Italy;  and  that  is  saying  a 
great  deal  indeed. 

The  great  Castel  dell'  Ova  lies  back  of  it, 
a  little  to  your  right,  with  the  sea  breaking 
and  booming  quite  around  it  all  the  time. 
The  sea  is  always  troubled  there.  If  a 
steamer  goes  by,  the  sea  runs  with  its 
trouble  right  to  the  old  castle,  and  com- 
plains and  complains  for  half  an  hour  at  a 
time,  till  a  greater  trouble,  in  the  form  of 
an  ugly  piratical  sort  of  a  steam-tug,  goes 
groaning  by  with  a  long  kite's  tail  of  flat 
crafts  laden  with  freight  from  Heaven 
knows  where. 

Then  the  sea  is  at  it  again,  lifting  up  its 
hands,  clinging  like  a  big  clumsy  baby  to 
the  mossy  sea-washed  walls,  breaking  up 
against  the  little  stone  causeway  that 
reaches  over  to  the  land  like  a  long  finger 
making  fiin  of  our  dingy  old  lodging- 
house. 

Then  the  wind  is  up ! 

Ah !  the  sea  laughs  a  little  at  first !  then 
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it  frowns,  then  it  turns,  and,  like  a  dog, 
shows  its  white  teeth  and  begins  to  growl. 
But  now  it  runs  away — this  sea  that 
showed  fight  at  first — and  goes  tearing  up 
under  the  guns  of  the  castle,  and  pale  and 
white  and  all  in  tears,  it  tells  its  troubles 
to  the  Castel  dell'  Ova — the  gray  old  castle 
that  sits  there  like  a  grandsire,  white  with 
time.  Verily  the  sea  is  the  biggest  coward 
in  all  the  land ! 

It  is  just  at  the  head  of  the  Strada  Lucia, 
this  old  lodging-house,  that  has  been  in 
turn  castle,  palace,  prison,  hotel,  and 
lodging-house.  And  now  I  remember,  there 
is,  or  was  two  years  ago,  an  old  sign  lifted 
up  above  the  lofty  door  that  bears  this  in- 
scription: ''New  York  Hotel;"  and  it  is 
built  right  into,  or  fastened  right  up  against, 
the  perpendicular  face  of  the  mountain, 
topped  with  a  fortress  where  music  plays 
of  a  morning,  and  cannon  boom  over  tha 
sea  at  sunset. 

You  enter  here,  and  pass  the  old  porter 
asleep  in  his  little  lodge  to  the  right,  all 
unchallenged.  You  pass  on  and  attempt  to 
go  up  the  stairs,  and  there  a  porter  calls  to 
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you  loud  and  sharp  enough.  It  is  a  red- 
faced  turkey,  tied  by  one  leg,  and  kept  there 
— the  old  landlady  will  tell  you— to  waken 
the  porter  when  people  attempt  to  pass 
up  the  stairs.  This  explanation  is  neces- 
sary, else  you  might  possibly  infer  that  the 
turkey  was  tied  there  because  of  his  won- 
derful capacity  to  gobble — a  talent  pos- 
sessed by  Italian  porters  to  an  eminent 
degree.  In  fact,  no  people  in  the  world 
have  ever  carried  such  arts  to  the  perfection 
attained  by  the  Italian.  Live  in  Italy, 
travel  in  Italy,  and  you  will  soon  find  a 
very  worldly  reason  and  a  deal  of  wisdom 
in  the  injunction  of  our  Saviour  when  He 
directed  His  disciples  to  take  with  them  no 
second  coat. 

You  stand  with  one  foot  on  the  step,  and 
wait  for  the  sleepy  porter  to  hobble  out 
and  inspect  you,  as  if  you  were  a  ship  about 
to  land,  and  he  was  a  health  officer. 

If  you  have  any  business  up  the  great 
granite  stairs — wide  enough  to  admit  a 
carriage  to  pass,  and  dirty  enough  to  grow 
something  better  than  the  stray  bits  of 
grass    that  have  wedged  in  between  the 
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cracks — ^if  you  have  any  business  at  all  up 
there,  I  say,  you  simply  nod  to  the  nodding 
porter,  the  porter  grunts,  the  turkey  gob- 
bles, and  you  pass  on.  If  you  have  no 
business  at  all  up  there,  you  simply  give 
the  sleepy  old  man  half  a  franc^  and  pass 
on  all  the  same. 

Up !  up !  up !  You  are  in  the  crater  of  a 
sort  of  Vesuvius,  and  are  trying  to  get  out. 
Fifth,  sixth,  seventh  floor !  Old  pictures, 
every  one  of  them  with  a  Mount  Vesuvius 
in  it,  and  one  certainly  with  two  Mount  Ve- 
suvius's — one  the  mountain,  and  the  other 
the  shadow  in  the  sea,  though  the  sun  and 
the  sea  are  quite  on  the  other  side!  and 
you  begin  to  feel,  or  rather  to  smell,  that 
you  are  certainly  in  an  artistic  atmosphere. 

All  these  dirty  little  rooms,  once  so  rich 
and  beautiful,  and  even  now  gorgeous  with 
mosaics  and  frescoes,  are  studios  for  painters 
— very  poor  painters,  painters  just  begin- 
ning and  painters  just  ending,  old  men 
and  young  men.  Men  there  are  in  here  so 
poor  that  they  borrow  each  other's  clothes 
when  they  go  out.  And  it  certainly  does 
not  require  many  clothes  to  cover  you  in 
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Naples.  Men  here  must  always  pay  the 
franc  a-day  in  advance.  Four  or  five  of 
them  are  sometimes  tumbled  into  a  single 
room. 

Some  of  them  are  poets ;  some  of  them 
are  musicians.  They  will  not  tell  you  they 
live  here;  they  in  fact  do  not  live  here, 
they  are  only  waiting  for  something  to  turn 
up.  They  work  an  hour  or  two  in  a  day  if 
they  have  anything  at  all  to  do,  and  wait, 
and  wait,  and  wait — and  so  life  passes  by. 
Naples  is  the  poorest  place  for  something 
to  turn  up  in  outside  of  a  tomb. 

An  aristocrat  had  recently  come  among 
these  men.  A  man  he  was,  this  new  comer, 
this  rich  artist,  who  could  reaUy  pay  two 
francs  a-day.  He  had  the  corner  room,  as 
well  as  another  receding  back  towards  the 
bold  white  wall  of  the  little  mountain  that 
hung  over  the  old  castle.  This  lofty  second- 
story  apartment  had  a  little  iron -railed 
balcony  where  two  persons  could  stand 
together  and  look  over  the  crowded  strada» 
a  half  a  mile  underneath  down  into  the  sea. 

Standing  here  on  this  little  balcony,  hold- 
ing on  to  the  knob  of  the  door  behind  you 
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in  half  fear  that  the  old  balcony  might 
break  loose  and  drop,  you  could  look,  as  it 
sometimes  seemed,  almost  down  into  the 
smoking  crater  oi  Vesuvius. 

It  was  a  beautiful  place.  Artists,  poor 
as  they  are,  build  like  birds  in  the  choicest 
spots.  They  find  out  these  places  with  an 
intelligence  that  the  world  does  not  under- 
stand. 

Standing  on  these  little  iron-barred  bal- 
conies, that  stand  out  from  every  door  all 
along  the  long  front  of  the  seventli  story, 
these  artists  drank  dry  the  Bay  of  Naples. 
It  was  underneath  them,  its  thousand  sails 
in  the  sun  were  constantly  raising  pictures 
for  these  poor  children  of  art,  and  the  sun 
was  just  as  glorious  to  them  there,  the  air 
just  as  sweet,  the  sea  just  as  soft  and  silver, 
set  and  sown  with  ships  as  beautifully,  as  if 
they  had  looked  from  this  palace  when  a 
lord  sat  master  of  it. 

The  doors  of  these  two  rooms  were  never 
locked.  There  was  no  occasion  for  such  a 
thing,  even  had  there  been  a  dishonest  man 
in  this  lofty  rookery  looking  down  into 
Vesuvius  and  the  Castel  deir  Ova.     There 
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was  nothing  at  all  in  these  rooms  but  a 
book  or  two,  brushes,  and  an  easel.  Men 
would  come  and  go  in  and  out  at  will,  lean 
from  the  little  balcony  when  the  smoke 
came  up  from  Vesuvius,  or  see  the  tawny 
boatmen  draw  their  nets  in  the  Bay ;  and 
even  the  man  whom  they  had  at  first 
thought  an  intruder  into  their  sort  of 
special  paradise,  did  not  seem  to  be  any 
more  the  master  of  the  place  than  the  others. 

Once  this  new  comer  rose  up,  opened  the 
door,  and,  standing  out  on  the  balcony, 
turned  his  back  to  Vesuvius  and  parted  his 
coat-taUs  as  a  man  does  when  standing 
before  a  great  log  fire  on  a  frosty  morning 
in  the  West.  But  it  did  not  warm  him  at 
all.  An  artist  passing  the  open  door  looked 
in,  and  laughed. 

In  the  course  of  a  short  time  a  little  pic- 
ture was  finished. 

What  do  you  think  it  was?  What  could 
it  have  been  ? 

It  was  a  picture  of  Vesuvius.  It  could 
not  have  been  anything  else.  Down  in  the 
corner  of  this  picture  there  was  written  a 
name — Murietta. 
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There  was  some  little  surprise  among 
the  artists  and  poets  and  composers  and 
musicians.  In  fact  the  little  over-full  rook- 
ery was  quite  in  a  flutter  for  half  an  hour. 
Men  told  of  the  artist's  presence  abroad. 

The  next  day  a  tall,  thin,  lean  man,  in  a 
tall  napless  hat  and  a  long,  threadbare  coat, 
with  a  very  long  umbrella  under  his  arm, 
and  a  face  as  long  and  woful  and  flinty 
and  hard  and  white  as  the  oldest  kind  of  a 
tombstone,  passed  the  porter,  passed  the 
turkey,  who  evidently  held  him  in  too  much 
contempt  to  gobble  at,  and  stood  before 
the  young  artist,  bowing,  bent  and  curved, 
with  his  umbrella  under  his  arm,  and  look- 
ing just  as  though  he  might  be  an  Indian 
bow,  and  this  long,  thin,  hungry  umbrella, 
so  poor  that  you  could  count  every  rib  in 
it,  an  arrow  drawn  up  to  the  head  as  if 
about  to  shoot. 

There  were  stray  gray  streaks  of  long 
straight  hair  hanging  down  about  this  tomb- 
stone of  a  face  as  if  they  had  been  the  long 
leafless  twigs  of  a  weeping  willow  hanging 
down  over  this  monument  above  the  dead. 

The  tombstone  began  with  a  nasal  twang 
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that   showed   from  whence    it   had   been 
quarried. 

/     "  Sir,  I  have  read  your  *  Two  Years  before 

the  Mast/  your  *  Innocents  Abroad/  your 

'^  '  Roaring  Camp/  your   *  Little  Breeches/ 

( with  the  most  intense  satisfaction.     And  I 

/  have  come  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  genius 

/  of  Boston,  and  to  welcome  you  to  Naples." 

The  bow  twanged  with  a  flourish  as  it 
shot  the  umbrella  into  the  floor,  and  the 
tombstone  lifted  straight  into  the  air  and 
set  its  thin  stony  lip,  and  looked  straight 
at  the  artist  as  if  it  dared  him  to  deny  it. 

"  But  I  am  a  painter." 

"  Ah,  a  painter.  No  matter."  The  bow 
was  bent  again,  the  arrow  in  rest,  and  the 
tombstone  again  bowed  low  with  its  cluster 
of  willow  twigs  bristling  all  around  it. 
"  No  matter.  Genius  is  genius.  No  matter. 
I  came  to  pay  my  respects  to  genius.  Genius 
in  any  form  is  genius,  and  I — and  I — " 

The  bow  slowly  relaxed,  for  the  tomb- 
stone felt  that  it  had  not  this  time  at  least 
made  a  centre  shot,  and  it  lifted  a  hand  and 
brushed  the  willow  tvvigs  slowly  back  from 
the  right  side  of  the  marble  monument. 
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"  I  have  been  in  Naples  nearly  thirty 
years.  I  could  not  leave  dear  Naples  now." 
The  man  said  this  with  enthusiasm,  and 
Murietta  looked  at  his  coat  and  believed 
him  as  certainly  as  if  he  had  been  on  oath. 

"  And  you  are — " 

"  A  missionary,  the  Reverend  Doctor 
Tomlinson  Fullerton,  of  Boston,  and  I  am" 
— here  the  bow  was  again  bent  and  the/ 
arrow  jerked  into  rest  for  a  shot  at  the 
artist — "  I  am,  sir,  I  am  of  the  old  Puritan 
stock  of  Plymouth  Rock.  We  were  mis- 
sionaries five  hundred  years  ago.  I  was 
bom  a  missionary,  a  missionary  I  will  die." 

The  bow  unbent,  the  head  shut  up,  and 
falling  sideways,  the  eyes  closed,  the  hands 
clasped,  and  the  umbrella  stuck  still  in 
rest,  tight  under  the  arm  and  elbow  of  the 
missionary,  and  aimed  right  out  into  the 
eye  of  the  artist. 

"  Ah !  and  you  are  getting  on,  then,  in 
Naples?" 

The  hands  unclasped,  the  arrow  shot 
into  the  floor,  and  the  head  shot  up. 

"  We  did  get  on ;  we  did  get  on."  The 
arrow  shot  like  a  little  thunderbolt  into 
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the  floor,  and  the  willow  twigs  about  the 
tombstone  trembled  as  if  a  wind  was  blow- 
ing through  the  railings.  "  We  did  get  on 
— ^until  that  cursed,  that  abomination  of 
the  Lord,  came  in  the  shape  of  the  Hard 
Shell  Baptist  Bible  and  Tract  Society  from 
South  Boston.  I  knew  them,  knew  them 
every  one  at  home.  I  knew  that  this  was 
done  expressly  to  ruin  me  and  my  future, 
and  put  an  axe  at  the  very  root  of  my  work. 
I  was  here  established  one  month  and  three 
days  before  they  had  established  them- 
selves in  Naples.  I  gave  them  notice  at 
once  when  they  came.  I  told  them  that 
the  seventh  article  in  their  practice  of  wor- 
ship and  their  interpretations  of  certain 
passages  of  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles  were 
not  to  be  tolerated.  They  answered  me 
with  scorn.  I  gave  them  notice  that  they 
must  leave.  I  laid  the  case  before  the 
consul;  and  a  war,  a  thirty  years'  war, 
ensued.  But  at  last  it  has  been  settled. 
At  last  it  has  come  before  the  General  Con- 
ference of  the  Society  for  the  Establishment 
and  the  Maintenance  of  Foreign  Missions  in 
Heathen  Countries;  and  my  course,  I  am 
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advised,  will  be  fully  approved  at  home, 
and  I  am  to  be  sustained  abroad  in  the 
service  of  my  Master." 

The  bow  was  bent  again,  but  the  tomb- 
stone leaned  on  the  arrow,  and  the  eyes 
closed  as  the  head  fell  sideways,  and  the 
weeping  willows  moved  gracefully  about 
the  old  white  monument. 

"And  you  have  converted  some?"  said 
Murietta,  going  on  steadily  with  his  work, 
and  trying  to  shake  this  ghostly  tombstone 
fipom  its  pedestal  by  something  but  a  little 
short  of  incivility. 

"  Yes,  yes,  yes,  the  Lord  be  praised ! " 

The  little  thunderbolt  shot  into  the  floor, 
and  the  face  of  the  tombstone  took  on  a 
smile  of  unutterable  satisfaction  as  the  eyes 
closed  and  the  head  fell  forward  and  peace- 
fully to  one  side. 

"  Yes,  one." 

"  Ah,  that  one  then  is  certainly  a  solace 
and  companion  to  you  in  your  labours  ?" 

"  No,  no,  no.  The  devil  came  in  the 
guise  of  that  other  mission  from  Boston, 
the  Hard  Shells.  They  offered  her  better 
living,  wine  twice  a  day,  polenta — plenty 

1  H 
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of  polenta — and  she  became  converted  to 
them  in  spite  of  their  fearful  seventh  rule 
and  form  of  practice  and  worship  and  un- 
holy  interpretation  of  certain  Acts  of  the 
Apostles.     Twice  converted  in  one  year!" 

The  head  fell  wofiilly  and  sadly  to  one 
side,  the  tombstone  looked  the  tombstone 
indeed,  and  the  willows  waved  mournfully 
about  the  brows. 

"  Twice  converted  in  one  year.  It  was 
too  much.  She  died.  She  died,  and  then 
— don't  you  think — "  The  bow  sprang  up, 
the  arrow  shot  into  the  floor  with  a  force 
that  made  the  tall  tombstone  shake  and  the 
willows  toss  as  if  in  a  wind.  "  And  even 
then  don't  you  think,  after  all  that  trouble 
with  her,  after  all  I  had  done,  the  ungrate- 
ful, the  infernal  little  minx  went  and  called 
in  a  Catholic  priest  at  the  last  minute,  and 
died  and  was  buried  a  Catholic,  and  went 
to  hell  in  spite  of  me  ! " 

Murietta  laughed  from  the  bottom  of  his 
heart.  The  tombstone  took  a  mournful 
step  sideways  and  around  the  easel  as  if  it 
had  been  a  sort  of  crab,  and  looked  over 
the   artist's    shoulder.      The  thunderbolt 
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shot  down  and  the  hat  shot  up,  and  the 
hands  clasped  together  with  a  noise  which 
spoke  the  man's  perfect  delight. 

Murietta  had  been  fastening  him  on  his 
canvas.  Never  did  missionary  feel  so  per- 
fectly complimented.  He  smiled  and  smiled 
and  walked  around  and  around  and  admired 
himself  a  long  time  in  silence.  At  last, 
dropping  his  head  sweetly  to  one  side,  he 
said: 

''  That  is  what  I  call  fame." 

"  I  am  going  out  for  a  walk,"  said  the 
artist. 

"  I  will  show  you  through  Naples,"  said 
the  missionary. 

The  turkey  gobbled  his  "  all  right"  as 
they  came  do^vn,  the  porter  rubbed  his 
eyes  and  pretended  to  be  wide  awake,  and 
they  passed  on,  down  by  the  hundred  little 
oyster-stands  on  the  edge  of  the  Strada 
Lucia,  ever  in  the  edge  of  the  sea,  and  on 
around  by  the  great  theatres,  by  the  splen- 
did Piazza  del  Plebicito  to  the  Strada 
Toledo. 

The  next  day  Murietta  was  in  his  studio 
agam  at  work.     There  was  a  woman's  face 
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on  the^  canvas.  It  was  that  of  a  splendid, 
dark,  dreamy  face.  It  seemed  to  move 
before  you,  to  pass  on,  to  look  back, 
to  lead  you.  It  beckoned  from,  and  be- 
longed to  the  future.  It  was  of  a  race  that 
you  might  imagine  but  would  never  find, 
though  you  should  go  the  whole  girdle  of 
the  earth.  It  was  the  divinest  face  that 
had  ever  belonged  to  woman  since  the 
blessed  Madonna.  Standing  before  it  as  it 
looked  back  over  its  shoulder  from  the 
cloud  and  mystery,  from  the  future,  you 
would  have  said  this  face  is  as  the  face  of 
woman  will  be  millions  of  ages  in  the  years 
to  be,  when  we  have  attained  to  perfection 
on  earth. 

The  artist  had  painted  this  picture  be- 
cause he  could  not  help  it.  It  had  always 
been  in  his  mind.  It  was  no  new  thing 
when  it  came  from  behind  the  canvas  as  it 
were,  and  stood  before  him.  He  had  seen 
this  face  all  his  life.  It  was  now  only  like 
meeting  an  old  friend  after  a  few  days'  ab- 
sence. He  painted  this  without  design  or 
effort.    It  was,  as  it  were,  the  work  of  a  day. 

But  he  put  this  picture  away  when  done. 
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He  did  not  care  to  hear  the  remarks  of  other 
men  upon  it.  Their  comments,  good  or  bad, 
would  jar  upon  his  gentle  nature.  Besides, 
he  felt  that  it  would  be  a  sort  of  sacrilege . 
to  let  men  see  this  face.  Why?  Because 
it  was  the  face  of  Annette,  the  one  fair 
womaBi —  He  would  sometimes  take  this 
picture  out  from  under  the  mantle  which 
he  had  thrown  over  it  on  the  easel,  and  sit 
before  it  for  hours  with  his  brush  in  hand. 
But  he  never  touched  it  any  more.  It 
seemed  a  sort  of  idol  too  sacred  to  touch. 

The  missionary,  or  doctor  as  he  claimed 
to  be,  came  very  often  now.  The  artist  had 
shaken  him  oflf,  he  had  avoided  him,  but 
he  came  all  the  same,  the  same  singular, 
half  insane  enthusiast,  who  would  not  be 
oflfended,  and  who  could  not  oflfend  any  one 
else,  and  perhaps  his  mortal  enemies,  the 
Hard  Shell  Baptists  of  the  rival  foreign 
mission  in  Naples  did  not  fear  him. 

Yes,  he  would  show  Murietta  the  city. 
There  was  the  wonderful  museum  with  the 
autograph  of  St.  Thomas,  and  all  the 
charred  parchments  of  Herculaneum ;  and 
all  the  ten  thousand  things  found  in  the 
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excavations  of  the  buried  and  half  un- 
buried  cities.  Then  there  was  the  great 
poor  house,  the  largest  and  best  thing  of 
the  kind  in  all  the  civilized  world.  Then 
there  was  the  tomb  of  Virgil. 

"  Come/'  cried  the  threadbare  man  one 
bright  winter  morning,  after  having  passed 
both  porters  unchallenged,  "  come,  let  us 
go  to  the  Theatre  at  Herculaneum.  It  will 
be  opened  to-day.  It  has  been  closed  for 
more  than  seventeen  hundred  years ;  but  it 
will  be  opened  to-day. 

"Then  may  I  not  have  the  honour  of 
conducting  you  to  the  summit  of  Vesuvius  ? 
It  is  necessary  that  you  have  some  one  with 
you;  some  Christian  to  protect  you  from 
the  popes  and  priests,  and  the  reformed  and 
unreformed  brigands.  I  can  show  you  how 
to  make  the  trip  in  agorgeous  way  on  twenty 
francs  at  the  farthest.  Go  with  the  usual 
guide  and  the  customary  crowd,  and  it  will 
cost  you  at  least  fifty.  You  see  we  will 
take  the  stage  at  Herculaneum  for  a  franc, 
then  we  take  horses  for  five  francs  up  to 
the  hermitage,  and  beyond  that  we  walk 
up  the  great  ash  heap  of  about  half  a  mile 
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at  an  angle  of  forty-five  degrees,  and  we 
are  on  the  summit.  No  crowd,  no  rush,  no 
crush,  nothing.  You  will  have  the  whole 
spectacle  to  yourself,  and  then  you  will  not 
be  robbed,  you  will  not  be  fleeced;  no 
vulture,  no  beast,  will  attempt  to  pick  your 
bones.'* 

The  artist  laid  down  his  brush.  "  Come 
to-morrow,  doctor,  at  sunrise,  and  we  will 
set  out  on  this  excursion  just  as  you  pro- 
pose." The  man  turned  and  danced  about 
till  his  bones  fairly  rattled.  The  missionary 
was  once  more  in  the  seventh  heaven. 

What  a  beautiful  morning !  The  sea 
lay  there  in  the  sun  like  glittering  gold. 
The  smoke  curled  over  the  summit  of 
Vesuvius.  It  gleamed  and  glanced  in  all 
the  colours  of  the  rainbow  as  the  two  men 
mounted  a  coach  and  drove  about  the  head 
of  the  Bay  of  Naples  toward  the  mountain 
of  fire. 

What  a  populous  city,  and  how  wide  and 
grand  and  beautiful  its  suburbs !  If  Naples 
continues  to  build  so  like  a  western  town 
for  a  century  longer,  it  will  reach  from 
Pompeii  to  Pozzuola. 
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What  a  yelling  of  men  as  the  artist  dis- 
mounted !  They  gathered  around  him  ten 
deep.  They  laid  hold  of  him  and  pulled 
this  way  and  that,  and  yelled  and  shouted, 
and  shook  each  other  off,  and  elbowed 
their  way  up  and  near  each  other,  as  if 
they  had  been  a  lot  of  street  dogs  in  a 
fight. 

The  missionary  was  right.  These  fellows, 
would  literally  pick  your  bones.  His  bones, 
however,  for  good  and  sufficient  reasons, 
they  would  not  pick.  He  advanced  upon 
these  pirates  with  his  umbrella  in  a  sort  of 
bayonet  charge,  and  dispersed  them  as  if 
he  had  been  a  Murat  at  the  head  of  a 
thousand  horse. 

Here  was  a  white-bearded  old  man  in  a 
sheepskin,  who  wanted  to  sell  a  staff  of  oak 
to  be  used  in  climbing  Vesuvius.  Five 
centimes,  only  one  cent,  was  the  price  that 
this  old  merchant  asked  for  his  whole  stock 
in  trade.  Murietta  bought  him  out  at  a 
single  purchase,  and  made  him  happy  for  a 
whole  day. 

Then  there  was  a  pirate,  or  brigand,  or 
gipsy,  or  perhaps  all  three,  who  had  a  great 
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kuife,  which  he  said  he  had  made  with  his 
own  hand.  A  sharp,  bright,  ugly  customer 
it  was.  The  old  leather-clad  pirate,  or 
brigand,  or  gipsy  wanted  to  sell  this  to  the 
artist.  The  old  merchant  protested  that  he 
would  need  this  deadly  weapon  to  defend 
himself  with  against  the  wolves  on  the 
mountain. 

Horses !  Sheep  they  were.  Barefooted, 
long-haired,  limping  little  things,  no  larger 
than  a  Mexican  mule.  There  they  stood, 
fifty  in  a  row.  Pay  your  money  and  take 
your  choice,  if  there  can  be  any  choice  be- 
tween  these  bruised  iand  battered  and  long- 
haired and  helpless  little  horses. 

Up  a  narrow  lane,  and  out  of  the  street, 
up  a  road  that  widened  soon  into  a  splendid 
thoroughfare,  rising,  rising,  rising  above 
the  sea  and  above  the  city,  the  two  men  rode 
against  the  sun  as  it  pitched  down  into 
their  faces  over  the  summit  and  through 
the  smoke  of  Vesuvius. 

A  splendid  carriage  road,  paved,  and  set 
with  trees,  and  with  fountains  on  the  way 
where  you  can  stop  and  drink,  lines  the 
whole  route  even  up  to  the  hermitage  away 
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up  there,  almost  at  the  base  of  the  mighty 
cone  of  fire,  and  great  mountain  side  of 
growing  grapes. 

That  hermitage,  or  rather  the  man  in 
charge  of  it,  has  a  history.  When  the 
mountain  was  pouring  out  rivers  of  fire  a 
few  years  since,  and  all  the  land  was  dark 
with  smoke,  this  man,  this  scientist,  placed 
here  to  take  observations,  refused  to  leave 
his  post. 

He  had  a  telegraph  connecting  with  the 
city.  He  stood  here  in  the  smoke  and 
fire,  with  his  fingers  on  the  very  pulse 
of  Vesuvius  as  it  were,  telling  the  world 
every  hour  what  transpired,  and  what  he 
beheld. 

At  last  the  river  of  lava,  half  a  mile  wide 
and  a  hundred  feet  deep,  pouring  down  to 
the  plain,  ran  within  a  pistol  shot  of  the  her- 
mitage. The  heat  was  almost  intolerable* 
The  lone  man  stood  there  calmly  telling  all 
that  happened  to  the  world. 

At  last  the  river  of  lava  overflowed  on 
the  mountain  above  Mm,  and  flowing  on 
as  if  it  would  swallow  him  up,  came  to 
within  fifty  yards  of  the   hermitage,  and 
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there  striking  against  the  upper  part  of  the 
promontory  on  which  the  hermitage  is 
built,  poured  down  on  the  other  side. 

The  lone  man  had  now  a  river  of  fire  on 
either  side  of  him.  He  was  implored  to 
come  down  to  Naples,  and  escape  certain 
death.  He  stood  there  with  his  finger  on 
the  throbbing  pulse  of  mother  earth,  and 
refused  to  retreat. 

At  last  the  two  rivers  of  lava  met 
together  below  the  promontory.  The  man 
was  now  on  an  island  in  the  middle  of 
a  sea  of  fire,  and  flight  was  impossible. 
Then  the  telegraph  poles  were  swept  down, 
and  they  heard  from  him  no  more. 
Months  after  that,  when  the  lava  grew  cool 
enough  to  cross  over  to  the  island,  they 
found  the  old  man  had  done  aU  his  work 
with  the  utmost  precision  and  minuteness, 
and  buried  the  products  in  a  small  copper 
box  in  his  cellar.  And  he,  the  bravest  old 
man  ever  heard  of,  was  found  down  under 
the  hill,  where  there  was  a  little  soil,  plant- 
ing a  little  garden,  for  his  provisions  were 
gone,  and  he  was  well  nigh  starved. 

As    our    jtwo     travellers    reached    this 
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hermitage  they  stopped,  dismounted,  and 
turned  to  look  on  the  world  below.  Ships 
on  the  bay  blew  in  and  out,  white  as  sea 
gulls'  wings,  and  their  sails  seemed  scarcely 
longer.  The  great  city  of  Naples  seemed 
drawn  up  close  to  the  base  of  the  mountain. 
The  sea  seemed  to  be  almost  under  them. 

Suddenly  some  clouds  blew  in  between 
them  and  the  sea.  These  clouds  were  be- 
low them.  The  thunder  growled  as  if  it 
had  been  a  monstrous  beast  shut  up  in  the 
lava  caves  below  them. 

Then  there  was  lightning.  Then  the 
clouds  rolled  black  and  dense,  and  tumbled 
like  seas  of  the  north. 

Then  the  lightning  wove  and  wound  be- 
low them  as  if  running  threads  of  fire  and 
gold  in  this  woof  and  warp  of  storm  and 
of  darkness.  Then  stab,  stab,  stab !  the 
lightning  struck  on  the  earth  as  if  angry ; 
and  the  thunder  boomed,  and  then  the  great 
white  rain,  the  high-bom  beautiful  rain, 
poured  do^vn  below  them,  and  then  all  was 
light  and  bright  as  summer  morning. 

Out  of  this  rain  rode  a  lady.  She  had 
a  better  horse  than  was  to  be  had  below, 
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and  she  sat  it  as  if  she  had  been  born  in 
the  saddle.  She  led  her  party,  and  an  old 
man,  a  tall  man  with  a  serene  face  who 
might  have  been  her  father,  rode  at  her 
side. 

Marietta  mounted  and  rode  on  as  he 
saw  her  ride  out  of  the  cloud  and  rain  up 
one  of  the  terraced  turns  of  the  tortuous 
road  below,  for  he  had  no  desire  to  be 
disturbed  that  day  by  the  presence  of 
strangers. 

Peasants  were  coming  down  in  parties, 
bearing  wood  on  asses  all  along  the  road 
and  baskets  of  flowers  on  their  heads. 
Wild,  splendid-looking  women  they  were, 
and  polite  as  if  bred  at  court.  Right  and 
left  were  high-heaved  masses  of  lava  in  all 
conceivable  shapes,  and  over  these  ugly 
masses  ivies  were  climbing  and  twining 
tenderly,  as  if  to  hide  them  from  sight. 
Nature  had  been  on  a  spree  and,  now  peni- 
tent, was  trying  to  cover  up  what  she  had 
done. 

Here  and  there  the  smoke  came  curling 
up  through  fissures  in  the  road.  And 
over  there,  to  the  right,  the  smoke  curled 
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up  as  if  from  many  wigwams.  Yet  all 
over  this  grew  roses  and  grapes,  and  olives 
and  oranges,  and  fruits  of  the  four  parts  of 
the  world. 

A  beautiful  peasant  girl  aroused  the 
sensitive  mind  of  the  artist  with  the  pre- 
sent of  a  beautiful  forest  rose  from  the 
basketful  which  she  bore  on  her  head. 

The  artist  handed  her  a  franc.  Then 
the  grateful  girl  reached  him  the  whole 
basketful,  for  he  had  given  her  thrice  the 
price  of  it.  He  took  the  fragrant  and 
beautiful  basket  of  roses  np  before  him, 
smiled  and  wondered  what  in  the  world 
he  could  do  with  it. 

There  had  been  some  delay,  and  fearing 
lest  the  party  led  by  the  lady  might  be 
drawing  very  near,  he  looked  back  down 
the  road  over  his  shoulder.  They  were 
indeed  very  near,  but  he  could  not  see 
the  lady  well  for  the  vines  and  trees  by 
the  tortuous  road. 

What  shall  be  done  with  the  roses  ?  He 
must  ride  on  or  the  strange  lady  will  be 
upon  them.  He  lifted  a  handful  and 
breathed  their  fragrance,  and  then  let  them 
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fall  in  the  road.  A  thought  came  like  an 
inspiration.  The  doctor  was  in  advance 
awaiting  him. 

**  I  wiU  scatter  roses  in  the  path  of  that 
stranger.  In  the  way  of  that  brave,  lone 
woman,  whoever  she  may  be,  I  will  strew 
roses  and  wish  that  they  shall  have  never 
a  thorn.  Here  on  this  mountain  of  fire, 
in  this  strange  land,  in  a  pilgrim's  path,  a 
pilgrim  shall  scatter  roses."  And  then  the 
man  rode  on  slowly  and  lifted  the  roses  by 
the  handful  and  scattered  them  in  the  plea- 
sant Roman  road,  in  the  path  of  the  strange 
woman,  while  the  pretty  peasant  girl,  who 
seemed  to  understand  and  sympathize  with 
the  sentiment  and  admire  his  strange  fancy, 
ran  beside  him,  showing  her  pretty  teeth 
and  shaking  out  her  abundant  hair. 

The  artist  emptied  the  basket,  handed 
it  to  the  girl,  but  did  not  dare  look  back 
lest  he  should  see  the  strangers.  He  put 
spurs  to  the  little  pony,  rode  on,  and  joined 
the  sedate  doctor  of  divinity. 


CHAPTER  VIII.     ■ 

ON  THE  MOUHTAIN  OF  FIRE. 

^HERE  in  the  valley  over  the  left 
'  shoulder,  as  you  climb  up  to- 
■  ward  the  cone  of  ashes,  lies  the 
little  newly-destroyed  town  of  St.  Sebas- 
tian. In  one  of  the  houses  you  see  two 
pictures  still  han^ng  on  the  wall.  The 
lava  has  surrounded  the  house  and  looked 
the  doors,  and  you  stand  on  the  lava  and 
look  in  through  a  little  window. 

This  lava  cuts  some  strange  freaks.  In 
another  cottage  of  St.  Sebastian  you  see 
where  it  has  climbed  up  to  the  window, 
pushed  itself  through  many  feet,  and  then 
curved  down  and  cooled  ;  and  there  it 
stands,  with  its  nose  stuck  into  the  poor 
cotter's   house,  reaching    out    black    and 
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crooked    like  the    trunk    of    some    great 
elephant. 

After  a  pleasant  ride  of  only  three  hours, 
all  told,  from  Naples,  they  came  to  the 
steep  and  stupendous  base  of  the  great 
ashen  cone  or  pyramid.  The  missionary 
spurred  his  little  horse  boldly  against  the 
mountain  till  he  sank  in  the  ashes  to  his 
knees ;  then  he  took  his  long,  lean,  hungry- 
looking  umbrella  under  his  arm,  dis- 
mounted, and  they  began  slowly  to  walk 
up  the  soft  and  uncertain  road  of  ashes. 
How  they  were  assailed  by  guides  and  beg- 
gars at  the  base !  The  beggars  said  that 
two  men  alone  had  never  ventured  so  far 
before.  The  two  men  asked  them  what 
could  harm  them.  They  answered,  rob- 
bers, brigands,  thieves. 

Murietta  looked  on  them,  and  was  not 
afraid. 

Half-naked,  brown,  long-haired  and  hard- 
looking  fellows  they  were,  to  be  sure.  They 
mostly  had  ropes  fastened  round  their 
waists,  and  would  run  before  the  travellers 
and  almost  compel  them  to  lay  hold  of 
those  ropes  for  support.     But  these  two 
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had  set  out  to  make  the  little  trip  alone 
and  unassisted,  and  so  they  did  to  the  end. 

The  other  party  came  up  as  the  two 
ascended  the  cone,  and  one  of  the  gentle- 
men was  carried  up  in  a  chair  by  eight  of 
these  reformed  brigands ;  but  the  lady  laid 
hold  of  ropes,  and,  tucking  her  pretty  dress 
prettily  up  under  her  waist,  came  boldly 
on  at  the  head  of  her  party. 

The  ascent  here  is  steep,  very  steep  in- 
deed, and  you  sink  into  the  ashes  and 
advance  very  slowly ;  but  as  the  distance 
is  short,  and  as  you  have  the  fresh  sea-air 
blowing  in  your  face  all  the  time,  there  is 
not  a  bit  of  trouble  about  respiration.  You 
find  it  very  much  like  walking  over  a  field  of 
newly-ploughed  ground,  only  here  the  field 
seems  to  be  set  pretty  nearly  up  on  its  edge. 

After  an  hour  of  not  unpleasant  climbing, 
they  sat  down  with  a  gentle  brigand,  who 
had  some  wine  in  a  basket,  which  he  called 
by  the  pretty  name  of  Lachrymae  Christi ; 
and,  emptying  one  of  the  bottles,  they 
again  looked  below. 

Naples  seemed  to  be  nearer  than  ever; 
and  the  ships  sailed  right  up  against  the 
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base  of  Vesuvius  as  it  seemed,  and  wound 
and  wove  over  the  bluish  bay  in  a  dreamy 
sort  of  way,  that  seemed  almost  supernatural 
and  is  certainly  indescribable.  To  the  right 
and  left  lay  little  white  towns  dotted  over 
the  plains,  and  below  them  the  white 
houses  looked  like  flocks  huddled  together 
and  at  rest. 

Away,   away  at    sea   the  little  fishing 

boats,  with  their  snowy  sails,  looked  like 

r swarms  of  swallows  blowing  idly  in  the  sun. 

Another  hour  up  this  field  of  ploughed 
land  set  up  on  its  edge,  and  the  ground 
grows  very  warm  to  the  feet.  Then  you 
come  upon  little  seams  and  puflfs  of  smoke 
curling  lazily  out  from  under  the  clods 
beneath  you.  Then  you  begin  to  smell 
sulphur,  and  coal,  and  tar,  and  turpentine, 
and  almost  every  other  decoction  that  you 
can  conceive  of. 

As  you  approach  the  crater,  which  is 
exactly  on  the  summit,  you  are  all  the  time 
reminded  of  a  mighty  coal-pit ;  such  a  coal- 
pit as  you  see  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio 
^  and  elsewhere  out  West,  where  the  wood- 
men burn  charcoal.     Only,  of  course,  it  is 
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multiplied  by  all  the  figures  in  the  arith- 
metic. 

The  smoke  is  rather  dense  and  quite  un- 
pleasant to  inhale ;  but  as  there  is  always 
a  current  of  wind  blowing  from  the  sea, 
you  can  always  get  more  or  less  fresh  air 
and  do  not  sufifer. 

It  is  certainly  very  hot  as  you  draw 
nearer  to  the  crater;  and  the  ploughed 
land  seems  to  be  ploughed  a  great  deal 
deeper,  and  to  be  sowed  and  planted  with 
fire, — which  seemed  to  be  coming  up  in  a 
first-rate  crop,  for  Murietta  stopped  at  a 
little  crevice  by  the  way  and  coolly — if  one 
may  be  allowed  to  say  coolly  in  this  case — 
lighted  his  cigar. 

And  now  after  two  hours  and  a  half, 
suddenly  and  almost  before  they  expected 
it,  they  stood  by  the  great  crater  of  the 
New  Vesuvius. 

The  first  view  of  this  chasm  of  smoke 
and  fire  is  awful  in  the  extreme.  Broad 
and  bottomless,  round  and  vast,  boiling  and 
seething,  it  seems  alive  and  full  of  pent-up 
strength. 

You  can  hear  the  monster  breathe.    You 
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stand,  you  lean  over,  you  look  down,  down 
into  the  monster's  open  mouth — the  monster 
that  has  swallowed  up  cities  and  even  seas 
— and  you  are  mute  with  awe  and  wonder. 
You  feel  a  fascination  and  desire  that  you 
hope  never  to  feel  again.  It  is  an  impulse, 
almost  irresistible,  to  leap  into  this  awful 
glowing  mouth  of  restless  mother  earth, 
and  become  a  part  of  the  grand  spectacle 
before  you. 

You  feel  a  little  tinge  of  this  on  first 
looking  down  into  Niagara,  and  something 
more  of  it  on  coming  upon  Yosemite ;  but 
nothing  half  so  maddening  as  this  feeling 
on  coming  suddenly  into  the  very  jaws  of 
Vesuvius.  You  can  then  and  there  well 
believe  that  men  have  indeed  ascended  this 
mountain  and  never  returned. 

The  yellow  smoke  curls  lazily  about  the 
rim  of  the  crater  at  your  feet;  but  the 
opposite  side  of  the  vast  round  and  hol- 
lowed mountain,  half  a  mile  away,  stands 
up  before  you  clear  and  fair  as  pictures  on 
a  wall. 

It  is  sometimes  perfectly  clear  of  smoke 
and  flame.     At   such    times  you    see  an 
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unbroken  perpendicular  wall  away  down, 
almost  a  mile  down  into  this  mountain, 
made  light  and  bright  with  fires  from 
below,  and  you  see  little  mountains  of 
flame  and  sulphur  at  the  very  bottom. 

Surely  here  are  colours  that  no  man  has 
named. 

That  wall  that  stands  over  opposite  is 
painted,  lined,  hung,  barred  and  starred  by 
all  the  known  colours,  crossing,  blending 
into  each  other,  or  standing  out  boldly  and 
alone  in  perfect  garden  plots  of  yellow, 
green,  red,  and  all  other  known  and  un- 
known, named  and  unnamed  hues.  Mighty 
frescoes  miles  and  miles  in  depth  perhaps, 
and  wide  as  the  walls  of  a  city. 

Even  the  reverend  doctor  was  overcome. 
For  the  first  time  Murietta  now  saw  him 
perfectly  silent.  He  could  talk  neither  in 
French,  German,  nor  Kanaka.  He  held 
tight  on  to  his  umbrella,  but  he  stood  up 
straight  and  tall  as  a  flagstaff  on  the  Ame- 
rican Fourth  of  July. 

The  guide  kept  all  the  time  insisting  on 
standing  between  them  and  the  rim  of  the 
crater,  which  he  informed  them  was  all  the 
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time  shelving  off  and  falling  in.  And— 
shall  I  confess  it  ? — after  Murietta  had  got 
partly  over  his  desire  to  leap  into  the  crater^ 
he  was  seized  with  an  unaccountable  desire 
to  push  this  feUow  in  backward  as  he  stood 
before  them. 

Surely  there  is  something  devilish  in  the 
atmosphere  of  Vesuvius.  Possibly  this  is 
why  the  Neapolitans,  as  a  people,  are  so 
utterly  base^  and  depraved. 

After  a  time  they  loosened  some  stones 
that  lay  on  the  rim  of  the  crater.  The 
doctor  held  his  breath.  Murietta  held  his 
watch,  and  noted  the  time  that  went  by 
from  the  moment  the  stones  were  loosened 
till  the  last  sound  came  up  from  the  fiery 
depths. 

Rumble  !  rumble  !  rumble  !  Crash  ! 
Thud!  Boom!  There  was  the  sound  of 
an  avalanche  away  down  in  the  depths  of 
the  crater,  among  the  mountains  of  sulphur 
and  flaqae.  And  then  the  smoke  rolled  up 
in  double  and  treble  density. 

They  had  loosened  blocks  and  comers  of 
the  shelving  crater,  and  old  Vesuvius  was 
very  angry. 
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After  that  they  could  scarcely  see  any- 
thing in  the  crater  at  all.  Marietta  was 
rather  glad  of  that.  He  thought  it  was 
something  to  be  able  to  stir  up  this  old 
monster,  and  make  him  howl  and  smoke  at 
will,  and  was  well  satisfied  with  the  result. 

Then  they  started  on  the  circuit  of  the 
crater.  It  is  a  little  trail  carefully  cleared 
out  by  the  guides,  is  about  two  feet  wide, 
and  lies  immediately  on  the  rim. 

If  you  choose  to  step  six  inches  to  your 
left  as  you  advance,  your  friends  can  have 
the  funeral  services  preached  either  in  New 
York  or  San  Francisco  as  they  see  fit.  The 
imdertaker,  however,  will  find  but  little 
profit  in  your  loss.  A  step  in  the  other 
direction  will  be  quite  as  effectual,  only 
your  friends  might  be  troubled  by  having 
your  boots  and  perhaps  a  fragment  of  scalp 
brought  in  by  the  gentle  brigands  from 
the  base  of  the  pyramid. 

Murietta  knew  perfectly  well  that  the 
doctor  wanted  to  go  back  before  they 
got  fairly  started.  He  was  as  certain  of 
this  as  he  was  that  the  doctor  turned  his 
head  over  his  shoulder  and  said,  "  If  any- 
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thing  happens,  my  mother's  address  is 
Chestnut  Street,  Boston."  But  they  kept 
on.  Murietta  lit  his  cigar  by  one  of  the 
eternal  and  infernal  furnaces  on  the  rim 
of  the  crater,  and  also  burnt  his  fingers  in 
the  achievement  What  in  the  name  of 
all  that  is  scientific  keeps  the  flame  so 
near  the  surface  one  cannot  conceive.  You 
cannot  see  what  the  flames  feed  upon. 
You  may  have  seen  many  volcanoes  and 
looked  into  many  craters  on  the  Pacific  side 
of  America,  but  never  anything  like  this. 

They  passed  on  around  to  the  other  side, 
describing  a  half-moon  in  their  half-hour's 
walk,  and  now  stood  on  the  extreme  sum- 
mit of  that  portion  of  the  mountain  which 
has  been  formed  by  the  various  eruptions 
of  the  last  eighteen  centuries. 

Standing  here  you  can  distinctly  see  all 
the  outlines  of  the  great  crater  of  a.d.  78, 
which  was  formed  when  the  cities  were 
overwhelmed.  That  crater  was  many  miles 
in  circumference,  but  the  mountain  was  not 
nearly  so  high  then  as  now.  This  present 
crater,  remelber,  i.  in  the  centre  of  a  vast 
ash-heap  or  cone  which  has  risen  out  of  the 
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centre  of  the  great  crater  of  78.  This  pre- 
sent pyramid  is  the  work  of  nearly  two 
thousand  years. 

Standing  here  you  get  a  perfect  know- 
ledge of  all  the  surroundings  of  this  won- 
derful mountain.  You  have  wondered 
what  were  its  relations  with  other  moun- 
tains. You  now  find  that  it  has  none 
whatever.  You  see  that  it  is  built  in  an 
open  plain,  as  if  man  had  been  bmlding 
Ither  Ji  .  mightier  pyramid.  It  ston^ 
in  a  plain  four  or  five  miles  back  fi-om  the 
sea,  and  as  perfectly  alone  as  if  it  were  an 
isle  in  mid-ocean.  As  you  stand  here  you 
can  see  every  foot  of  the  plain  surrounding 
the  great  volcano.  You  can  count  at  least 
a  hundred  cities  and  villages  in  sight. 

You  may  take  a  carriage  in  Naples  and 
drive  quite  around  Mount  Vesuvius  and 
be  back  to  your  hotel  in  time  for  dinner, 
without  going  up  or  down  any  hills  at  all. 
Vesuvius  is  a  growth  of  the  level  plain. 
One  can  very  well  fancy  that  the  lazy 
Italian  in  the  remote  past  tended  his  flocks 
on  the  spot  where  the  mountain  now 
stands,  or  lay  gracefully  down  on  his  load 
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of  cabbages  heaped  on  the  back  of  his  little 
mule,  and  slept  peacefully  on  his  way  to 
market— just  as  he  does  even  to  this  day. 

The  doctor  and  Murietta  could  advance 
no  further  than  where  they  now  stood.  You 
are  told  by  guides  and  guide-books  that 
you  can  walk  quite  around  the  crater ;  but 
they  now  found  they  could  just  about  as 
easily  cross  "the  impassable  gulf."  At 
their  feet,  in  a  cafton  more  than  half  a  mile 
in  depth,  lay  the  bed  of  the  St.  Sebastian 
stream  of  lava,  still  smoking  and  burning 
in  its  rocky  sulphurous  bottom. 

You  must  bear  in  mind  that  in  1871 
the  whole  character  of  the  mountain  was 
changed.  A  gap  was  broken  through  the 
southern  rim  of  the  old  crater,  and  through 
this  flowed  a  stream  of  lava  which,  at  a 
rough  calculation,  you  may  say  is  a  hun- 
dred feet  deep,  half  a  mile  wide,  and  five 
miles  long. 

There  it  lies,  a  great,  black,  crooked  ser- 
pent, crawling  out  of  the  crater  of  Vesu- 
vius, stealing  down  into  the  garden  of  the 
plain.  Its  ugly  head  is  buried  in  the 
pretty  little  village  of  St.  Sebastian. 
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Before  returning,  the  doctor  insisted  on 
loosening  one  more  big  stone  that  hung  on 
the  edge  of  the  crater.  The  guide  re- 
monstrated, saying  that  it  was  too  narrow, 
and  dangerous;  but  the  doctor  got  down 
on  his  hands  and  knees,  and  then  straight- 
ened out.  He  was  so  long  and  so  thin 
and  so  straight,  he  looked  as  if  he  had 
originally  been  made  for  a  poker.  He  was 
nofdoing  service  as  a  crowlar.  He  struck 
out  with  his  feet,  fastened  them  against  the 
heap  of  lava  which  he  wished  to  loosen,  as 
if  his  legs  had  been  handspikes,  and  began 
to  push  heavily  at  the  stone.  It  gave  signs 
of  yielding. 

"  Look  at  your  watch ! "  cried  the  doctor. 

Murietta  looked  at  his  watch.  "  Now !" 
cried  the  doctor ;  and  he  drew  up  his  long 
thin  legs  and  kicked  with  all  his  might. 

The  stone  gave  way.  There  was  a  loose 
rattling  of  other  stones;  then  a  shelving, 
sliding,  rumbling;  then  a  long  thin  man 
flat  on  his  belly,  with  a  face  white  as  a 
ghost,  clutching  and  scrambling  in  the 
dust  and  ashes  for  life. 

He  writhed  and  wriggled,  and  clutched 
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and  scrambled,  but  he  seemed  to  be  losing 
ground  and  going  down  slowly  and  surely 
into  the  terrible  gulf  of  fire.  The  steep 
ashen  slope  of  the  mountain  seemed  to 
slide  away  and  draw  him  in  faster  than  he 
could  by  any  possible  effort  draw  himself 
out.  He  looked  like  some  great  black  lizard 
writhing  in  a  heap  of  hot  ashes. 

It  seemed  that  the  crater  would  never 
stop  shelving  and  sliding !  It  seemed  as  if 
the  long  thin  man  would  never  again  get 
on  his  feet!  Murietta  reached  him  his 
staff;  but  he  had  not  time  to  lay  hold.  As 
fast  as  he  crawled  and  scrambled  up,  the 
crater  drew  him  back ;  and  both  his  hands 
and  feet  were  busy  as  a  crab's.  As  for  the 
guide,  he  ran  away — as  they  usually  do 
when  most  needed. 

All  this  of  course  was  done  in  an  instant. 
But  to  the  doctor  and  Murietta  it  seemed 
to  be  much  the  biggest  half  of  that  day. 

At  last  there  was  a  kind  of  compromise, 
a  sort  of  mutual  suspension  of  operations. 
The  doctor  grew  too  exhausted  to  kick  or 
scramble,  and  it  seemed  as  he  ceased  to 
kick  and  scramble  that  the  earth  ceased  to 
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shelve  and  give  way;  and  Muriette  now 
got  him  by  the  coat  sleeve,  and  by  the  aid 
of  the  guide  drew  him  up  out  of  the  crater, 
nearly  suffocated  with  dust  and  ashes. 

He  sat  down  in  the  path,  and  looked 
silently  around.  His  hands  were  bleeding, 
but  he  said  nothing  whatever.  In  his 
coat  of  sackcloth  and  ashes,  he  looked  very 
much  like  a  mouse  that  has  just  escaped 
from  a  bag  of  meal. 

"  What  did  you  say  was  your  mother's 
address?"  at  last  asked  Murietta,  to  rouse 
his  spirits,  in  a  sort  of  banter.  But  the 
doctor,  who  had  now  risen  to  his  feet 
preparatory  to  the  return,  was  busy  brush- 
ing the  ashes  from  his  coat,  and  did  not 
hear. 

It  was  a  gloomy  and  solemn  walk  back 
on  their  half-moon  circuit,  but  they  reached 
the  spot  all  right,  and  buying  some  eggs 
of  a  half-naked  peasant  lad,  they  cooked 
them  over  the  fires  of  Vesuvius  and 
extemporized  a  dinner,  after  which  the 
doctor  was  all  right  and  ready  to  return. 

As  they  were  about  to  descend,  there 
came  up  out  of  the  smoke  a  very,  wevy 
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beautiful  lady,  with  a  party  of  English  and 
American  tourists. 

She  seemed  to  lead  them,  for  she  came 
on,  dimly  seen  through  the  smoke,  ahead 
of  all  the  party.  How  tall  and  superb  she 
seemed  as  seen  through  the  curling  smoke 
that  wreathed  about  her  form  as  she  ad- 
vanced, as  if  she  was  borne  in  a  chariot 
of  fire! 

At  first  only  her  form  was  visible ;  and 
Murietta  stood  contemplating  her  from  a 
distance  with  awe  and  wonder.  How  tall 
she  was !  how  gracefully  she  moved !  She 
seemed  to  ride  on  the  rising  clouds  of 
smoke  that  curled  about  her  dark  mantle. 
She  came  on  but  slowly,  up  the  steep  and 
stupendous  field  of  fire,  and  Murietta  felt 
an  almost  irresistible  desire  to  go  down 
and  lead  her  to  the  summit. 

At  last  through  the  smoke  he  saw  dimly 
behind  her  the  faces  of  others.  Only  their 
faces  were  seen  through  the  clouds  of 
smoke,  and  it  gave  them  a  weird  and  un- 
earthly appearance.  Their  feet  and  forms 
were  hidden  in  the  smoke  that  curled  up 
from  out  a  thousand  pores  and  fissures  of 
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the  earth ;  but  their  faces  lifted  above  this 
and  they  seemed  to  be  floating  in  the  air. 
They  looked,  back  there  in  the  dim,  drift- 
ing, shifting  clouds,  as  if  they  were  spirits 
foUowing  always  after,  and  attendmg  on 
the  tall  and  wonderful  woman  in  black  who 
was  just  now  emerging  from  the  smoke, 
and  turning  the  crest  of  the  pyramid. 

Murietta  had  resolved  to  go  forward  and 
oflFer  her  his  arm.  He  took  a  step  forward 
as  she  emerged  from  the  smoke.  Then  he 
saw  her  face  fairly  and  fully  for  the  first 
time,  and  stepped  back,  turned  his  head, 
and  hurried  away  to  one  side.  His  heart 
beat  with  a  mad  and  intense  delight. 

It  was  Annette,  the  one  fair  woman! 
At  last  he  had  again  looked  upon  the  one 
woman  of  all  the  world  for  whom  he  had 
waited,  and  the  woman  who  had  visited 
him  for  years  and  years  in  his  dreams. 

She  stood  at  last,  as  he  shrank  back  into 
the  smoke,  up  on  the  topmost  rim  of  the 
pyramid  in  the  full  light,  leaning  on  her 
staff,  resting  there,  looking  down  into  that 
matchless  and  magnificent  panorama  of 
colours  and  the  awful  commotion  of  the 
elements. 
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She  was  silent  as  before.  Her  brows 
lifted,  a  hand  passed  back  the  splendour  of 
midnight  hair  that  blew  loosely  about  her 
shoulders,  but  she  did  not  speak. 

How  fitting  it  was  that  she  should  stand 
alone!  Murietta  clasped  his  hands  and 
bent  his  knees  till  they  touched  the  steep 
side  of  the  mountain  where  he  stood,  and 
he  lifted  his  face  in  gratitude  to  God. 

This  to  him  was  the  most  perfect  moment 
that  he  had  ever  known.  It  was  a  moment 
large  and  fiiU  and  rich  to  overflowing.  He 
felt  that  it  was  such  a  time,  such  a  scene, 
such  a  combination  of  grandeur  and  beauty 
and  splendour,  so  much  of  history,  of  love, 
of  poetry — ^the  past,  the  present,  the  future 
— as  he  had  not  found  before.  It  was  such 
a  scene,  he  thought,  as  his  soul  had  aspired 
to  from  the  first  dawning  of  his  adoration 
for  things  that  are  divine. 

Still  clasping  his  hands,  he  bent  his  head, 
and  said  softly  to  himself, 

''  I — I  scattered  roses  in  her  path!  It  is 
a  good  omen.  I  scattered  roses  in  your 
path.  Oh  beautiful  and  divinest  of  women, 
without  knowing  that  it  was  you!     Some 

X  E 
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day  I  will  tell  you  this,  and  you  will  look 
at  me  and  will  not  be  displeased/' 

The  lady  moved.  He  was  afraid  he 
would  be  s6en.  He  hastily  arose  and  fell 
back  further  in  the  smoke  and  down  the 
moimtain  almost  out  of  sight.  He  had 
sooner  dared  go  into  the  presence  of  the 
Madonna,  had  she  stood  there  on  the  crest 
of  the  mountain  invoking  the  Deity. 

The  doctor  and  guide  came  down  and 
stood  with  him  as  if  ready  to  descend, 

Murietta  looked  up  once  more.  The 
beautiful  woman  was  moving  along  the  rim 
of  the  mountain  now  in  the  midst  of  her 
party. 

"  I  scattered  roses  in  her  path !"  he  kept 
saying  to  himself,  and  thanking  Heaven  for 
the  happy  thought  and  the  happy  oppor- 
tunity that  had  led  him  to  do  this  little 
service  for  the  only  woman  he  had  ever 
really  loved,  or  now  could  ever  love. 

He  was  the  happiest  man  in  aU  that 
happy  band  of  happy,  happy  people.  Never 
had  the  sun  looked  down  so  soft  and  golden 
and  glorious  as  it  did  now.  Never  had  feir 
Italy  seemed  half  so  fair  as  at  this  hour. 
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His  heart  was  full  of  gratitude,  and  all 
things  seemed  fair  and  good,  and  full  of 
hope  and  happiness. 

"I  scattered  roses  in  her  path!"  he  said, 
and  peered  among  the  clouds  of  smoke  that 
curled  about  his  face  as  if  they  had  been 
blowing  curtains,  as  if  to  see  her  still  more 
perfectly. 

Then  the  clouds  blew  low  and  close  to 
the  ground,  and  left  him  quite  unveiled 
before  her.  He  turned  hastily  and  half 
frightened  down  the  mountain,  as  if  he 
had  stolen  into  Paradise  and  was  afraid  of 
being  seen. 

*'  I  scattered  roses  in  her  path ! "  he  said 
again,  and  still  kept  watching  her,  and  re- 
tired slowly  down  the  mountain,  and  deeper 
into  the  smoke,  as  if  to  be  certain  he  could 
not  be  seen. 

"  I  scattered  roses  in  her  path !  Will  she 
follow  me  down  here  ?  Perhaps  she  will 
come  directly  down  this  way !  Then  I  shall 
be  covered  with  confusion.  Possibly  I  shall 
leap  down  this  precipice  into  the  chasnx  of 
St.  Sebastian.  0,  if  it  would  please  her, 
if  rather   she  would  weep  and  think  of 
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me,    I    would    leap    into    the    depths    of 
Vesuvius ! " 

"I  scattered  roses  in  her  path!"  Poor 
man,  she  had  not  seen  him  or  thought  of 
him  at  all !     Such  is  life — such  is  love. 

No  one  attempted  to  go  round  to  the 
other  side  of  the  crater  again  that  day.  The 
smoke  was  now  rolling  dark,  thick,  and 
threatening,  and  the  new  comers  decided  to 
return  to  the  plain. 

Seeing  that  the  fair  lady  was  about  to 
return,  and  from  some  unexplained  timidity 
fearing  above  all  things  to  meet  her  then, 
Murietta  led  the  way,  and  descended  by  a 
more  steep  and  direct  route,  the  great  ash- 
heap  moving  with  them  as  they  strode  down 
with  steps  that  had  amazed  the  giants. 

There  is  nothing  more  exhilarating  and 
excitinor  than  this  descent.  It  is  much  like 
going  down  a  very  precipitous  mountain 
after  a  deep  fall  of  snow,  when  the  new 
snow  moves  down  the  mountain  in  little 
avalanches  with  you.  In  less  than  fifteen 
minutes  they  were  mounted  and  on  their 
return  to  town. 

As  they  started  off  a  young  man  came 
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striding  down  the  mountain,  who  had  that 
day  set  out  from  Naples  on  foot  and  alone 
to  do  Vesuvius  at  the  expense  of  one  cent. 
He  invested  the  cent  in  a  biscuit,  and  ac- 
complished his  task  without  difficulty  or 
danger.  From  this  the  student  or  traveller 
who  travels  to  see  rather  than  to  be  seen, 
can  understand  that  the  ascent  of  Vesuvius 
is  neither  an  expensive  nor  formidable  un- 
dertaking  in  any  sense  whatever. 

"I  scattered  roses  in  her  path !"  Murietta 
murmured  that  night  as  he  rode  home 
around  the  Bay  of  Naples,  and  watched  the 
stars  down  in  the  water,  and  heard  the 
fishermen  singing  far  out  as  they  lay  at 
rest  under  the  white  wings  of  their  fishing 
boats. 

A  cripple,  with  his  legs  in  the  air  and  his 
hands  where  his  feet  should  be,  rolled  in 
the  dusty  road  before  him. 

"  Poor  man !  poor  man !  How  miserable 
he  must  be !  " 

Murietta  put  his  hand  in  his  vest  pocket, 
and  dirawing  out  a  roll  of  little  notes,  scat- 
tered a  perfect  snowstorm  of  francs  before 
the  wretch  as  he  rode  on — as  if  he  was  still 
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scattering  roses  in  the  path  of  the  woman 
he  loved. 

The  beggar  shouted  his  good  fortune  down 
the  road  to  other  beggars,  and  Marietta 
was  beset  by  a  legion  that  would  not  be  de- 
nied. They  laid  hold  of  the  bridles  of  the 
two  horses,  and  shouted  and  screamed  and 
yelled  and  implored  in  tears-r-till  the  doctor 
grew  almost  as  wild  as  they,  and  struck 
out  with  his  long  lean  umbrella  —  that 
umbrella  in  which  you  could  count  every 
rib — as  if  it  had  been  a  lance  and  he  a 
knight  of  old. 

It  was  no  use !  The  beggars  would  not 
be  denied.  The  men  could  not  move.  The 
crowd  thickened ;  the  howling  became  still 
more  hideous ;  and  Murietta  long  since 
had  emptied  his  pockets.  Behind  them 
the  omnibuses,  and  before  them  the  car- 
riages drove  against  the  thick  wall  of 
beggars. 

There  was  seen  a  line  of  helmets  in 
the  bright  moonlight.  Swords  came  out, 
and  the  black  Italian  horses  drove  along 
the  dusty  road  in  such  hot  haste  that 
brigands  and  beggars  had  scarcely  time  to. 


On  the  Mountain  of  Fire.  135 

scamper  back  to  the  walls,  and  ditches,  and 
wine-shops,  and  lava-caves  that  line  the 
road,  before  the  police  were  upon  them. 

Then  the  two  rode  on  as  the  polite  cap- 
tain of  police  gave  a  kind  salute,  and  under 
the  guns  of  the  old  city  wall  before  which 
Garibaldi  rode  as  the  matches  burned  in 
the  timid  hands  of  the  king's  guards,  they 
passed  and  entered  Naples — ^and  one  all  the 
time  was  saying  to  himself: 

*'  I  scattered  roses  in  her  path  !  It  is  a 
good  omen." 

That  night  as  he  slept  he  could  see  only 
this  tall,  dark  woman  towering  above  the 
smoke  and  fire  of  Vesuvius,  and  all  the 
time  he  kept  thinking  of,  and  thanking  God 
for  the  roses. 

It  is  remarkable  how  constantly,  and  all 
the  time,  one  turns  to  look  at  Vesuvius 
when  in  this  part  of  Italy.  You  see  people 
— ^people  who  were  bom  in  Naples,  per- 
haps— standing  in  the  street  staring  up  at 
the  gray  and  grizzled  mountain.  No  mat- 
ter  on  which  side  of  the  bay  you  find  your- 
self, it  is  the  last  thing  you  look  upon  at 
night  on  going  indoors,  and  the  first  thing 
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in  the  morning.     You  know  you  will  be 
lonesome  without  it  when  you  go  away. 

The  next  day  they  went  down  to  the 
bay,  the  doctor  and  Murietta,  to  look  at 
the  little  town  of  Pozzuoli,  where  St.  Paul 
was  landed  when  brought  to  Rome.  How 
beautiful !  how  peaceful !  What  a  touch  of 
tenderness  in  all  things !  And  yet  Murietta 
found  himself,  as  they  stood  together  on 
the  broken  piers  of  twenty  centuries  ago, 
looking  away  across  the  bay  at  the  curling 
smoke  of  Vesuvius. 

As  the  sun  settled  to  the  west  they  left 
the  little  town,  and  walked  on  around  the 
bay  to  Lake  Averno.  They  stood  on  the 
shore  in  the  broken  and  crumbling  Temple 
of  Apollo,  and  looked  across  the  bottomless 
lake  straight  into  the  mouth  of  the  cave 
which  Virgil  pronounced  the  entrance  into 
hell. 

How  solemn  and  how  serene!  There 
were  a  thousand  white-coated  goats  feeding 
on  the  green  hill  above  the  door  of  the  cave, 
and  the  Sibyl's  Cave  opened  its  black,  mys- 
terious mouth  close  at  hand  to  the  left* 
Away  out  to  the  right  a  little  boat,  with  a 
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little  white  sail,  bore  its  two  lovers  silently 
along. 

The  doctor  raised  his  glasses  and  looked 
long  and  earnestly  across  the  lake  and 
straight  into  the  mouth  of  hell.  Then  he 
took  down  his  glasses  and  turned  his  head 
thoughtfully  to  Murietta  across  his  shoulder. 
But  he  did  not  speak,  and  the  artist  ap- 
proached and  stood  attehtively  by  his  side, 
for  the  doctor  was  not  without  the  gift  of 
expression,  and  Murietta  felt  that  at  last 
the  scene  would  inspire  him  to  speak. 

Again  he  raised  his  glasses,  and  again  he 
gazed  long  and  earnestly.  Then  he  slowly 
let  them  drop,  and,  turning  to  Murietta 
thoughtfully,  he  said : 

*'  Now  I  can  understand  why  kid  gloves 
are  so  very  cheap  in  Naples." 

The  artist  did  not  see  that  there  was  any 
particular  answer  needed  to  this  allusion 
to  the  goats,  and  they  went  back  towards 
the  Bay  of  Naples.  They  stopped  again  at 
Pozzuoli,  and  went  on  the  broken  and  de- 
serted pier,  and  thought  of  the  apostle  Paul, 
and  stood  there  a  long  time  silent. 

Yonder  upon  the  hillside  still  steamed 
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the  hot  bath  of  Nero,  There,  but  a  stone's 
throw  away,  was  the  spot  where  he  had  his 
mother  butchered.  There  was  the  headland 
where  ^neas  had  landed  after  deserting 
Dido,  and  from  that  little  hUl  to  the  right, 
Pliny  had  witnessed  the  eruption  of  Vesu- 
vius, and  waited  in  vain  for  the  return  of 
his  uncle. 

The  sun,  that  had  stood  in  high  mid- 
heaven  all  day,  like  a  warrior  with  lifted 
shield,  now  settled  his  shield  on  his  low  left 
hand.  Lower  and  lower  he  let  it  fall  and 
settle  and  sink,  till  it  touched  the  sea.  The 
sun  had  set  on  Vesuvius. 

Again  Murietta  found  himself  gazing  at 
the  rising  column  of  smoke.  The  great 
gray  column  grew  and  grew  from  the 
summit  of  the  mighty  mountain,  taller  than 
a  California  cedar— and  then  it  branched 
and  branched  away  and  blossomed  into 
stars. 

While  he  stood  gazing  at  Vesuvius, 
watching  the  sun  go  down  and  drinking  in 
the  scene  with  all  the  thirst  and  eagerness 
of  a  poet's  or  a  painter's  longing,  unsatisfied 
soul,  another  party  had  silently  come  upon 
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the  pier;  and  they,  too,  stood  still  and 
reverential,  as  if  awed  by  the  scene  and  th^ 
story  of  the  holy  place. 

At  last  the  winds  blew  in  and  fanned  the 
stars  till  they  shone  like  torches,  and  Ma- 
rietta reluctantly  turned  to  go. 

He  turned,  and  there  with  her  party, 
right  in  his  path,  before  he  had  time  to  re- 
treat  or  escape  in  any  manner,  stood  the 
lady  he  so  earnestly  and  devoutly  wor- 
shipped. 

She  seemed  full  of  the  scene  before  her. 
She  gathered  her  blown  garments  closer 
about  her,  and  advanced  even  a  step  nearer. 
Marietta's  heart  beat  as  if  he  was  about  to 
take  part  in  his  first  battle. 

She  was  looking  away  at  the  sea,  and  did 
not  speak  or  notice  him,  although  he  could 
distinctly  hear  the  rustle  of  her  robes.  He 
could  almost  touch  the  hem  of  her  gar- 
ments with  his  hand.  Then  she  turned  a 
little,  and  looked  down  the  coast  in  the 
direction  of  Naples,  at  the  three  little 
islands. 

How  earnest  her  eyes  were !  what  a  glow 
and  glory  in  her  beautiful  face  as  she  looked 
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on  the  spot  where  Brutus  took  his  last  fare- 
well of  Portia,  and  turned  his  u-on  breast 
to  the  battle  front.  What  could  she  have 
been  thinking  of? 

Murietta  bowed  his  head  as  if  he  had 
stood  in  a  sacred  temple  and  the  high  priest 
stood  before  him.  He  did  not  even  dare 
lift  his  eyes  for  fear  he  should  disturb  her 
and  break  her  meditations. 

She  turned  at  last  to  look  out  to  sea,  and 
as  he  lifted  his  face  their  eyes  met. 

His  hat  was  in  his  hand,  and  he  bowed 
and  tried  to  speak,  but  he  could  only  stam- 
mer inaudibly,  and  his  voice  trembled  like 
his  half-extended  hand. 

She  did  not  answer  ;  she  did  not  Uft  her 
hand  towards  his ;  she  did  not  even  smile, 
nor  bend  her  head,  nor  make  any  sign 
whatever. 

She  only  stepped  a  little  to  one  side  to 
let  him  pass  jfrom  the  pier. 

Murietta  did  not  lift  his  eyes  again.  He 
could  have  gone  into  battle  and  died  with 
perfect  delight ;  he  would  have  smiled* 
He  could  have  leapt  into  the  warm,  soft 
sea- water,  and  ended  it  all  there  and  then ; 
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but  lift  his  eyes !  he  could  not  have  done 
it  for  the  kingdom  of  Naples.  He  felt  that 
every  one  of  that  strange  party  was  looking 
at  him — laughing  at  him,  and  he  felt  as  if 
he  had  been  crushed  beneath  a  weight. 

On  over  the  broken  pier,  on  up  the  dusty 
road,  on  past  the  little  town — the  doctor 
hurrying  after — the  man  strode,  almost  ran, 
with  his  head  held  down,  and  his  heart  as 
if  it  was  a  great  stone  in  his  breast. 

He  reached  his  lodgings,  and  sent  for 
one  of  the  painters  there,  with  whom  he 
had  often  talked  of  Spain. 

**  Carlton,  what  is  the  best  route  to  reach 
Barcelona?" 

"Barcelona!  Barcelona?  Ah,  you  may 
take  rail  here,  pass  through  Kome,  through 
Florence,  Turin,  the  Mont  Cenis  tunnel, 
and  so  through  France  down  to  the  sea. 
But  you  may  find  it  besieged  by  land,  and 
in  that  case  you  had  better  go  by  water." 

"  Well,  well,  the  best  way — I  wUl  go  by 
water,  then." 

"  To  Barcelona?  Do  you  know  they  are 
fighting  there?" 

"  Are  they,  Carlton?    Are  they  fighting 
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—fighting  sharp— kiUing  each  other  by  the 
regiment?  " 

"  Ah,  indeed  they  do  kiU ! " 

"  Good !  I  will  go  to  Barcelona  to-mor- 
row," 


CHAPTER  IX. 

IN   THE   ETERNAL   CITY. 

URIETTA  Stood  aU  ready  for  the 
voyage  long  before  the  sun  had 
risen ;  for  he  had  not  slept,  had 
not  even  cared  to  take  off  his  coat  again  in 
Naples. 

How  ugly  all  things  seemed  that  morning 
in  the  gray  dawn.  There  were  shrill  ugly 
voices  calling  in  the  street  that  he  had  never 
heard  before.  The  island  of  Caprea,  away 
out  yonder,  looked  like  an  ugly  humped 
camel  pushed  away  into  the  sea.  Vesuvius 
was  not  beautiful;  it  was  terrible  and 
ugly,  an  ijistrument  of  destruction — the 
mouth  of  hell — hell  with  the  lid  off. 

The  ship,  after  all,  was  not  to  go  that 
day.     There  was  cholera  on  shore,   and 
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ships  of  war  at  sea,  and  the  Italian  captain 
hesitated  about  taking  in  the  coast  of  Spain 
at  all. 

Murietta  could  not  remain  in  Naples. 
He  would  leave  Naples  that  day  if  he  left 
it  on  foot,  and  barefooted  at  that.  What 
would  be  the  time  to  the  seat  of  war  by 
way  of  Rome?  Not  long,  but  you  would 
have  to  remain  over  night  at  Rome. 

This  to  the  artist  was  particularly  un- 
pleasant. Rome  was  a  sort  of  shrine — a 
temple  into  which  he  did  not  care  to  enter 
without  his  mind  at  peace  and  his  heart 
pure  and  his  hands  clean.  He  thought  of 
all  this,  and  was  more  and  more  perplexed. 
At  last,  throwing  off  the  load  of  indecision 
which  was  crushing  him,  he  drove  to  the 
station,  took  his  ticket  for  Rome,  and  Na- 
ples— ^good  and  bad — ^was  as  a  dream. 

This  artist,  this  enthusiast,  was  about  to 
enter  Rome.  How  much  this  shrine  had 
been  to  him  it  is  hard  to  say.  It  was  much 
more  than  all  the  world  beside  in  art  and 
beauty,  in  tradition,  and  in  the  history  of 
the  world.  To  him  there  had  been,  there 
could  be,  but  one  Rome. 
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He  had  talked  with  his  sister  and  his 
brother  when  playing  on  the  shores  of  the 
Pacific  in  the  shadow  of  the  linden  trees,  of 
this  Eternal  City,  and  had  said  to  them, 
"  I  shall  some  day  see  Rome."  And  they 
had  said,  "When  you  see  Rome  think  of 
us,  for  we  shall  then  be  dead." 

And  it  was  so.  He  was  about  to  enter 
Rome,  and  they  were  dead,  and  he  was 
thinking  of  them. 

He  sat,  wrapped  up,  alone  in  a  comer, 
mad  that  all  men  around  him  were  laugh- 
ing, smoking,  drinking  at  every  station, 
gettmg  in  and  out,  coming  and  going  with 
a  flow  of  spirits  that  was  like  a  sunny 
stream.  The  man  was  growing  selfish. 
He  was  sad  that  his  fellow  men  were  glad. 

Yet  who  could  blame  him  ?     How  his  ! 
heart  had  gone  out  to  this  one  woman !  1 
How  patiently,  how  devotedly  he  had  loved  ^ 
her,   looked  up  to  her,   worshipped  her,    \ 
waited  before  her  as  if  she  had  been  divine 
— and  then  to  be  forgotten,  to  be  unnoticed 
and  imknown !  c 

"  I  scattered  flowers   in  her   path,  and   ! 
she  despised  me."     And  sitting  wrapped   [ 
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up  he  fell  asleep,  and  dreamed  a  hideous 
dream. 

"^  He  dreamed  that  he  entered  the  walls  of 
Rome,  and  there  somehow,  and  before  he 
hardly  knew  it,  and  in  fact  in  a  moment 
he  could  not  recall,  he  committed  some 
great  sin.  What  that  sin  or  crime  was  he 
did  not  really  know.  He  only  felt  the  in- 
tolerable weight  of  his  crime,  and  knew 
that  he  was  trying  to  escape  from  the  city. 
He  had  never  before  felt  how  terrible  a 
thing  it  was  to  do  wrong.  This  crime  lay 
upon  his  soul  like  a  nightmare,  and  could 
not  be  shaken  off. 

All  the  time  he  was  thinking,  too,  how 
he  had  promised  to  enter  Rome  barefooted 
and  bareheaded,  and  think  of  scenes  and 
faces  that  were  no  more.  He  thought  he 
had  entered  Rome  thoughtless,  and  loud, 
and  full  of  merriment,  and  that  this  was 
perhaps  his  punishment.  He  promised 
himself  that  if  ever  it  was  permitted  him 
to  enter  the  Eternal  City  again,  he  would 
stop,  leave  the  train  at  the  last  station,  and, 
taking  his  shoes  in  his  hand,  and  a  pilgrim's 
staff,  walk  with  bared  head  into  the  hoary 
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presence  of  the  past,  where  Time  sits  by 
and  wags  his  beard  at  Rome. 

Then  he  thought  he  tried  to  escape  jGrom 
the  city,  and  went  disguised  to  the  People's 
Gate,  opening  toward  Porto  Malo  and 
Florence,  and,  mixing  with  the  tide  of 
passers-by,  thought  to  pass  out  unnoticed. 
A  heavy  hand  reached  out,  and  fell  like  a 
thunderbolt  upon  his  shoulder.  He  turned 
his  face  in  his  terror,  looked  up,  and  saw  an 
enormous  chin,  and  heard  a  voice  thunder, 
"  I  am  a  man  who  carries  his  heart  in  his 
hand.  A  rough  but  honest  sailor.  Come 
with  me." 

He  followed  this  fearful  man  a  little 
while,  and  then  losing  himself  in  the  crowds 
of  people,  crossed  the  city,  and  was  passing 
out  of  the  gate  that  St.  Peter  passed  when 
attempting  to  escape  crucifixion.  He  was 
almost  out  ;  another  step  and  he  would 
be  jGree.  His  heart  leapt  with  hope  ;  he 
looked  sharp  round,  lifted  his  foot,  was 
about  to  spring  forward,  threw  up  his  hands 
with  delight,  and — 

"  I  am  a  man  who  carries  his  heart  in  his 
hand.     A  rough  but  honest  seaman."     The 
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hand  came  down,  and  the  great  chin  over^ 
shadowed  him,  and  led  him  back  as  before. 

Again  he  loosened  himself  from  this  hard 
horny  hand,  and  again  got  lost  in  the  crowd, 
and  again  attempted  to  pass  the  gates  of 
Kome. 

This  time  it  was  Porto  Pio  opening  to 
the  rising  sun.  There  were  not  so  many 
people  passing  this  way,  for  it  seemed  to 
Marietta  that  it  was  night,  and  people  who 
pass  here  live  far  out  against  the  mountains 
and  in  and  under  Tivoli,  and  rarely  keep 
their  road  at  night,  save  in  their  high  wine 
carts,  drawn  by  white  oxen  or  mules,  fairly 
mailed  in  shining  harness  of  brass  and 
copper. 

Murietta  was  desperate.  He  thought  he 
climbed  up  into  one  of  those  carts,  with  its 
hundred  jingling  bells  hanging  about  the 
little  rookery  where  the  driver  sits  all  the 
time  asleep,  and  stowed  himself  in  between 
the  empty  wine-kegs. 

The  bells  jingled  and  rang,  and  rang  and 
jingled,  and  the  cart  drove  up  under  the 
gate.  Murietta  was  again  glad,  for  this 
time  he  certainly  would  escape.  Then  the 
cart  stopped,  and  then  all  the  bells  stopped, 
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and  that  awoke  the  sleeping  driver,  and 
the  custom-house  man  put  out  his  long 
sharp  rod,  and  the  cart  again  began  to 
move,  and  the  bells  to  jingle  as  before. 
Murietta  fairly  buried  his  nails  in  his 
clenched  hands  in  his  anxiety.  He  felt  the 
perspiration  streaming  jfrom  his  face.  He 
crouched  his  head  down  like  a  coward,  and 
shut  his  eyes  tight  lest  he  should  see  the 
man  with  the  mighty  chin  hanging  over 
him  like  a  nightmare. 

The  bells  jingled  and  clashed,  and  clashed 
and  jingled — and  a  hand  fell  on  Murietta's 
shoulder,  and  shook  him  and  shook  him, 
and  a  voice  shouted  as  only  an  Italian  can 
shout  when  excited. 

The  artist  sprang  up  and  attempted  to 
loosen  his  hands  jfrom.  the  folds  of  his  cloak, 
and  strike  the  man  before  him — for  he  still 
thought  himself  in  the  hands  of  the  Ad- 
miral of  Genoa,  the  man  with  the  big  chin. 

"  Signor  !  Signor !  How  you  do  sleep ! 
It  is  Rome,  Signor — and  you  must  pass  out 
here,  and  you  must  pass  in  here  and  be 
purified  after  passing  through  Naples,  for 
Naples  is  a  place  of  plagues,  and  of  all  the 
curses  of  the  flesh."     And  here  he  pushed 
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Murietta  through  a  door  into  a  place  so  full 
of  smoke  and  infernal  smells  that  the  man 
fancied  he  had  not  awoke  at  all,  but  had 
been  seized  upon  and  carried  off  by  the  big 
man  with  the  big  chin  directly  to  hell, 
where  he  was  to  suffer  for  his  fearful  crime. 

Murietta  was  growing  wild.  He  would 
have  shrieked;  but  the  smoke  and  the 
smells  stifled  him,  and  he  could  only  cough 
and  catch  his  breath.  He  began  to  feel 
about  in  the  dust  and  dense  smoke,  but  he 
found  himself  borne  along  with  the  crowd, 
and  heard  people  behind  and  before,  and 
the  voices  of  the  oflScers  giving  directions 
to  their  men. 

At  last  they  were  shot  out  of  a  great 
wide  door,  as  if  out  of  the  mouth  of  a 
mighty  cannon.  The  smoke  curled  about 
them  as  they  came  out,  and  clung  to  their 
clothes  and  wreathed  out  and  about  and  in 
their  hair.  They  were  shot  out  of  the  big 
cannon  right  into  a  row  of  yellow  omni- 
buses backed  up  to  the  step,  and  these 
omnibuses  began  to  shoot  down  hill,  and  to 
rattle  over  the  stones  of  Rome. 

Murietta  had  been  shot  into  an  onmibus 
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branded  "H6tel  Angleterre."  What  the 
H6tel  Angleterre  was,  he  did  not  know — 
he  did  not  care.  Chance  had  thrown  him 
into  this  coach.  The  responsibility  was 
with  chance.  The  man  did  not  care  a  pin 
where  he  went  or  how  he  went  there.  It 
was,  perhaps,  a  matter  of  perfect  indiffer- 
ence to  him,  and  a  thing  for  which  he  would 
not  have  turned  his  head,  to  find  he  was  not 
in  hell  at  all,  but  only  in  Rome. 

The  man  who  kept  the  door  of  the 
omnibus  put  up  a  little  tin  sign  over  his 
head,  and  then  settled  down  in  his  seat  by 
the  door,  wound  his  arms  in  and  around 
the  little  iron  stairway  running  to  the  top 
of  the  omnibus,  and  in  a  moment  was  fast 
asleep.     The  little  sign  read  "  Completo." 

There  was  a  tall,  raw-boned,  hungry-look- 
ing woman  in  gold  spectacles  crowding 
down  on  Murietta  to  the  right.  Her  elbows 
dug  into  his  side.  She  seemed  to  have  a 
thousand  knots  and  angles,  as  if  she  had 
just  devoured  the  contents  of  a  hardware 
store. 

The  omnibus  jolted  and  jerked  over  the 
cobble  stones,  and  the  bony  woman  rattled 
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against  Murietta  and  settled  down  upon 
him  as  if  she  had  been  a  sort  of  nightmare. 
Then  she  churned  him  in  the  ribs;  then 
she  turned  her  spectacles  into  his  face,  and 
he  knew  her  for  the  correspondent  he  had 
;  seen  taking  notes  at  Genoa. 

"  We  are  going  down  one  of  the  seven 
hills  of  Rome — one  of  the  seven  lulls  of 
Rome,  Mr.  Murietta." 

Murietta  looked  straight  across  to  the 
little  man  sandwiched  in  between  four  hat- 
boxes,  three  travelling-bags,  and  two  very 
tired  and  very  cross-grained  looking  women 
of  the  West. 

.  "  And  so  you  have  come  to  Rome,  too  ? 
I  knew  you  would  come  to  Rome,  and  in 
fact  wrote  so  in  my  letter  from  Genoa,  in 
which,  by  the  way,  you  will  find  a  long  and 
faithful  description  of  yourself  and  your 
appearance  in  detail,  as  you  sat  talking  with 
that  eccentric  countess." 

She  caught  her  breath  a  second;  but 
Murietta  did  not  answer. 

"  Yes,  you  painters,  all  you  painters 
come  to  Rome.  And  you  make  it  pay 
when  you  come  to  Rome,  too !  " 
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The  two  women  barricaded  up  behind 
their  baskets,  looked  out  over  and  down 
their  walls,  and  listened  to  hear  what 
Murietta  would  answer. 

The  omnibus  rattled  over  the  round 
cobble  stones  of  Rome,  and  the  driver  still 
kept  snapping  his  whip  as  if  he  had  an 
endless  string  of  fire-crackers,  but  Murietta 
did  not  answer. 

Woman,  in  any  form  or  hght  or  shade, 
since  his  last  night  in  Naples,  was  to  him 
simply  so  much  marble,  to  be  estimated, 
valued  only  by  the  art  and  beauty  that  em- 
bellished her.  In  this  case  the  art  and 
beauty  were  certainly  not  apparent  by  a 
Roman  street  lamp,  and  in  a  rattling 
Roman  omnibus. 

"  I  have  been  thinking,"  began  the  spec- 
tacles again,  "and  I  so  wrote  in  my  last 
— ^which  you  will  find  in  the  best  jour- 
nals of  New  York  all  on  file  at  the  bank  of 
Messrs.  A.  and  B.  Hookey — that  it  would 
be  a  good  commercial  investment  to  buy  up 
a  ship  load  of  pictures  in  Rome.  You  see 
I  do  more  to  encourage  art,  and  do  more 
for  you  artists  than  you  suppose.     Well,  I 
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would  buy  this  ship  load  of  pictures  here 
in  Rome,  put  them  in  a  flat  boat,  float  them 
down  the  Tiber,  load  the  ship  there  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Tiber,  and  then  go  straight 
to  New  York.  I  would  buy  large  ones, 
you  see.  In  fact,  I  would  buy  the  very 
largest.  The  people  would  have  to  buy 
them  in  the  States;  I  could  furnish  pic- 
tures in  this  way  cheaper  than  any  man 
in  the  States  could  paint  them.  I  could 
sell  them  so  cheap,  in  fact,  that  people 
would  buy  them  if  only  to  save  wall- 
paper." 

How  the  bony  woman  did  rattle  on !  She 
was  louder  than  the  omnibus;  she  talked 
as  if  this  was  a  sort  of  Cincinnati  pork- 
business.  Murietta  was  dispirited,  and 
looked  straight  ahead  at  the  poor  little 
sandwich  wedged  in  between  the  two  sour- 
looking  women  and  the  three  travelling- 
bags  and  the  four  hat-boxes,  but  did  not 
answer. 

"  I  would  ship  over  my  own  canvas — 
get  it  cheap,  you  know,  a  sort  of  second- 
hand or  contract  canvas — ^and  paint  and—" 

"  Damn  that  woman ! " 
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Marietta  shot  this  out  straight  ahead 
at  the  helpless  little  man  wedged  in  be- 
tween the  bags  and  boxes;  and  then,  as 
the  two  sour-looking  women  dodged  down 
behind  their  boxes  and  bags,  he  hitched 
himself  round  and  sat  at  right  angles  with 
the  bony  elbows  and  the  rattling  tongue 
and  the  empty  head,  till  the  end  of  the 
ride;  while  the  spectacles  settled  sharply 
down  on  the  sharp  nose,  and  began  taking 
notes  preparatory  to  writing  a  sketch  which 
was  to  annihilate  our  genius,  and  prove  him 
a  brute  and  a  blackguard. 

The  stones  of  Rome  ceased  to  rattle  be- 
neath them,  and  the  conductor  awoke. 

The  play  began.  How  beautifully  the 
players  were  dressed ;  and  how  gorgeously 
the  stage  was  got  up,  to  be  sure ! 

There  was  a  row  of  street  lamps  hanging 
from  iron  posts  topped  with  crowns,  and 
great  picturesque  vases,  just  exactly  as 
you  see  in  first-class  pictures  of  old  Rome. 
The  pavement  was  so  like  a  picture,  or  so 
like  a  reality,  that  the  mind  hesitated  be- 
tween the  real  and  the  ideal,  and  you  could 
hardly  make  up  your  mind  whether  this 
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was  a  real  scene  that  looked  exactly  like  a 
picture  or  a  play,  or  a  play  and  a  painted 
stage  that  looked  exactly  like  a  real  scene 
in  life. 

There  was  a  door  that  opened  down  into 
the  ground,  and  people  were  coming  up 
out  of  the  earth,  and  going  down  into  the 
earth;  and  the  light  that  burned  above 
the  door  was  perfect ;  and  you  could  read 
the  sign,  "H6tel  Angleterre,"  and  you 
could  have  sworn  that  it  was  a  real  scene, 
and  then  not  believe  your  own  oath  after 
all- 
There  was  a  great  big  willow  tree  a  little 
to  the  right  of  the  door  as  you  entered,  and 
under  this  great  willow  tree  that  reached 
its  long  green  branches  half-way  across  the 
pretty  street,  there  was  a  great  stone  coffin 
all  covered  with  pretty  chiselled  figures, 
and  into  this  pretty  coffin  flowed  a  fountain 
of  cool,  sweet  water  that  flashed  and 
sparkled  in  the  bright  gaslight,  as  pretty 
girls  dipped  their  pretty  brown  hands  and 
filled  their  pitchers,  or  as  men  plunged 
their  buckets  and  drew  them  out  with 
water  for  their  horses. 
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There  ^wbb  jl  predj  beggmr-boy^  with  his 
foet  in  wmfikk  &steDed  with  red  silk  rib- 
boDE.  A  fiheg)£^in  ooaI,  mod  n  red  shirt  open 
in  ihe  bressu  joid  the  pretdest  faiot  thmt 
anQd  be.  Hcrw  well  he  played !  His  head 
WDold  drup  lo  csie  sde«  his  pretty  lips  po«zt 
msL  Is  ^TBBi  brown  eyes  half  hiding  under 
htt  bur -Sam  bad  Ytten  a  ^ortuDe  to  a  belle 
cEia^^n^z  and  saich  a  perfect  padios!  And 
iSussL  io^  2;:;^  diicided  laown  hand  wccild 
BSK  ;«ad^  od  ac2  aS:  32  was  a  tbmd 

dizL  eoKL  wi:L  zsi  t^^w^  isi  brass 

and  23  iCri^€Sw  asL^  ris  liraSds,  and  iss  tzizi- 

kes  aibouc  liut  zimsis^  acid  <9r<es-  {tbe  siKml> 


r 'Kt  ri  « v: 


no  dcabz,  huz  jAit  i&^ne$s  asid  sw^e«sest  link 
hand  that  €^^^£r  roadbed  ess  aaid  toocLed 
any  maiL'^^  h&asn  sad.  G^ieaitd.  Us  pocbtt  mmd 

tookaas  aHi^  psmies^  azud  laade  tdie  mum 
^ad  to  ^n^  xSbsoL. 

Then  t^sre  waft  the  esoidaicCDr.TcMcaBU 
tell  jost  ^xaecfy  how-  maoy 
one  had  handed  kmL  aa  he 
maznhnB^  hy  the  numbs*  csf 
to  the  maxLaft  he  hfln<fei^ 
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Then  the  driver.  He,  too,  had  climbed 
down  and  taken  his  post  by  the  side  of  the 
conductor,  who  was  handing  out  the  pas- 
sengers, and,  sUk  in  hand,  bowed  and 
bowed  as  if  he  were  working  at  a  pump- 
handle,  till  he  had  pumped  a  whole  handful 
of  coppers  from  the  passengers.  He  played 
his  piece  exceedingly  well,  and  was  exceed- 
ingly happy  as  he  climbed  up  to  his  box, 
and  resumed  his  reins,  and  began  again  to 
let  off  his  string  of  fire-crackers. 

"  Silk  must  be  cheap  in  Italy,"  thought 
Murietta,  as  he  watched  the  play,  "  else  the 
manager  would  be  bankrupt  in  a  single 
season." 

Then  there  came  another  carriage  on 
the  boards.  A  strange  carriage  it  was  in- 
deed, and  drawn  by  one  horse.  There  was 
a  driver ;  and  then  behind  him,  and  side- 
ways, sat  a  man  as  if  he  was  sitting  at  a 
piano.  There  was  the  music  and  all  before 
him ;  there  were  the  ivory  keys ;  the  man 
was  looking  up,  too,  as  if  for  some  particular 
fly  on  the  ceiling,  as  a  sort  of  key-note  by 
which  to  begin  his  performance. 

The  pretty  girls  kept  coming  and  going 
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to  and  from  the  pretty  marble  coffin,  and 
filling  their  pitchers ;  but  the  fire-crackers 
had  at  last  started  the  poor  Roman  horses, 
and,  lifting  their  hats  again  and  again,  the 
driver  and  the  conductor  disappeared  from 
the  stage. 

Then  the  man  at  the  piano  began,  and  he 
sang  and  played  in  the  soft  and  blended 
moonlight  and  lamplight  in  the  open  streets 
of  Rome;  and  the  pretty  girls  set  down 
their  pitchers  or  leaned  on  the  iron  rail 
around  the  marble  coffin,  and  looked 
dreamily  on  in  dozens,  and  listened  to  the 
song  and  music — for  it  was  indeed  a  piano, 
and  a  real  performer,  and  a  good  one  too. 

"  This,"  said  Murietta,  "  is  the  orchestra. 
I  like  the  play ;  I  like  the  actors ;  they  are 
all  men ;  there  is  not  a  woman  among  them 
— save  in  that  ballet  by  the  fountain,  with 
their  brown  earthen  pitchers  in  their  brown 
pretty  hands." 

What  a  variety  of  uniforms ! 

Out  there  by  the  fountain,  a  man  with  a 
waist  like  a  woman's,  with  a  sword  at  his 
side  with  the  she-wolf  and  her  twins  on  the 
great  brass  hilt,  walks  idly  up  and  down  in 
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a  red  sash  and  a  coat  so  full  of  buttons 
and  so  gorgeous  with  lace,  that  he  might 
in  America  be  taken  for  the  Lieutenant- 
General  of  the  armies  of  the  Great  Republic. 
That  man  in  the  gorgeous  clothes,  with  the 
sword,  and  a  waist  like  a  woman's,  and  a 
great  black  cocked  hat  with  a  storm  of  red 
cock's  feathers,  was  playing  the  part  of  a 
private  policeman. 

Then  the  conductor  had  a  uniform  with 
a  military  cap  with  a  gold  band ;  then  the 
driver  had  a  uniform  with  brass  buttons 
enough  for  an  American  brigadier.  Then 
the  first  clerk  also  had  a  uniform,  bright 
and  beautiful  with  buttons  and  cords  and 
tassels  and  medals,  as  if  he  had  been  an 
English  veteran  of  Waterloo* 

Then  there  was  the  head  porter !  he  also 
had  a  uniform  that  looked  as  if  its  wearer 
was  first  in  command  in  Italy.  Then  the 
second  porter  looked  as  if  he  might  be 
second  in  command;  and  then  the  third 
porter — ^and  that  was  **  boots,"  without  a 
doubt — had  also  a  uniform  about  equal  to 
those  first,  only  a  little  dimmed  by  time, 
not  by  labour,  for  these  men  never  work 
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hard  enough  to  hurt  their  clothes  in  the 
least.  And  all  this  play  took  place  at  the 
little  old  H6tel  Angleterre  away  down 
there  in  the  middle  of  old  Rome — one  of 
the  oldest  first-class  houses  in  all  the  city, 
but  not  one  of  the  best  by  a  great  deal. 

The  play  kept  on ;  the  scene  brightened, 
and  the  man  sang,  and  the  brown  girls 
leaned  and  listened  under  the  great  willow 
by  the  fountain,  or  plashed  their  brown 
pitchers  in  the  marble  coffin  and  laughed 
like  running  water. 

Murietta,  wearied  at  last,  turned  to  a 
porter.  A  porter  came  with  a  great  brush, 
dusted  the  traveller  down  in  the  open 
street,  struck  a  thousand  artistic  attitudes 
while  doing  it,  and  all  the  while  kept  time 
to  the  music  and  watched  the  play  with  all 
the  interest  of  a  child  at  its  first  circus. 

What  a  sunny-hearted  people  they  are  to 
be  sure ! 

Then  the  artist  slipped  a  copper  or  two 
in  his  hand,  and  the  porter  called  a  boy,  and 
the  boy  called  a  cab,  and  the  cab  drove  upon 
the  boards  with  a  str.ing  of  fire  crackers 
going    oflF    every    second,    and    Murietta 

I  M 
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stepped  into  the  little  basket,  bowed  to 
the  players,  said  "  Coliseum,"  and  as  the 
fire-crackers  flew  about  his  ears,  the  curtain 
— as  far  as  he  was  concerned — went  down 
on  the  first  act  he  had  witnessed  in  the  City 
of  the  CaBsars. 


CHAPTER   X. 

A   SCENE    IN   THE    COLISEUM. 

pNDER  the  Arch  of  Titus,  with 
'  the  images  of  the  golden  candle- 
I  sticks  brought  from  plundered 
aud  overthrown  Jerusalem,  and  then  down 
a  steep  and  stony  road  the  distance  of  a 
rifle-shot,  and  the  man  with  the  string  of 
fire-crackers  stopped  snapping  his  silk, 
looked  back  over  his  shoulder  at  Murietta, 
waved  his  hand  towards  a  structure  that 
towered  there  like  a  dome  of  Yosemite, 
and  Murietta  got  out  of  the  little  basket 
trap,  handed  the  silent  man  with  the  silk 
and  fire-crackers  a  franc,  and  passing 
through  an  arch  that  a  ship  might  sail 
under,  stood  in  the  Coliseum. 

This  entrance    was  at   the    west.     The 
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moon  was  just  then  trying  hard  to  get  up 
high  enough  in  the  east  to  look  into  the 
arena.  There  were  many  people  passing 
slowly  and  silently  around. 

On  the  left  hand  a  party  was  just 
arranging  to  go  up  with  the  guide  and 
mount  the  topmost  wall  to  the  north.  They 
were  lighting  torches,  and  laughing  and 
talking  so  loud  that  Murietta  knew  that  the 
American  was  abroad  and  in  Rome, 

There  was  a  great  black  cross  in  the  centre 
of  the  little  half-a-mile  circle  of  levelled 
ground,  and  there  were  people  coming  and 
passing  before  it,  and  kneeling  in  circles 
around  it,  and  rising  up  in  silence,  and 
passing  out,  bowed  and  penitent  and  silent 
as  they  had  ente^-ed. 

All  the  time  the  moon  to  the  east  was 
sliding  around  and  climbing  up  and  peeping 
over  the  loftiest  and  strongest  wall  that 
now  stands  up  to  tell  us  of  the  mighty 
builders  of  old. 

The  party  to  the  left  began  their  ascent, 
and  now  and  then  you  could  see  their 
torches  through  the  broken  arches,  and 
you  would   hear  an   owl  beat  his   wings 
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against  the  wall  as  he  flew  about  blinded 
and  awakened.  You  could  hear  the  Ame-( 
rican  shout  now  and  then  in  a  sort  of  war- 
whoop  of  triumph  as  he  gained  some  great 
height  and  got  a  particularly  good  view  of( 
Rome  and  the  Campagna  outside  the  walls  \ 
of  the  city. 

The  moon  at  last  seemed  to  get  her  chin 
up  over  the  edge  of  the  wall,  and  peeped 
in  like  a  great  round-faced  country  girl  full 
of  curiosity. 

A  little  party  of  priests  in  black  came 
by,  walked  across  the  ground  sacred  to 
the  Christian  Martyrs,  and  did  not  even 
whisper.  Then  a  Capuchin  monk,  bare- 
headed and  in  sandals,  with  a  rope  around 
his  waist  binding  to  his  thin  and  emaciated 
frame  his  one  long  brown  garment,  the 
only  thing  he  is  permitted  to  wear,  walked 
slowly  from  station  to  station  around  the 
edge  of  the  arena,  and  said  a  prayer  at  each 
as  he  passed. 

What  a  pitiful  face  was  his !  He  was 
literally  starving  to  death.  If  these  Capu- 
chin monks  in  sandals  and  brown  robes 
bound  up  with  hen^en  cords  do  not  get  to 
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heaven  they  will  be  losers  indeed,  for  earth 
to  them  can  only  be  a  torment  and  cruci- 
fixion. 

I  have  seen  pictures  of  these  pious  men 
where  they  are  made  merry  with  wine,  red- 
faced  and  riotous  with  good  living,  fat  from 
over  feeding,  and  sitting  drunk  at  the  wine- 
tap  in  their  cellars.  These  men  have  no 
wine-cellars.  Their  cellar  is  a  little  wooden 
basket  or  box  which  they  carry  on  the  arm, 
and  lifting  the  lid  from  door  to  door,  they 
take  home  whatever  men  have  left  from 
their  breakfasts  or  dinners  or  suppers. 
They  eat  what  others  refuse  to  eat.  They 
have  no  store  here.  They  are  not  per- 
mitted to  lay  in  store.  They  live  from  day 
to  day,  depending  on  the  charity  of  the 
world. 

When  these  men  rise  at  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning  and  go  shivering  to  prayers  in 
this  one  brown  garment,  often  two  or  three 
years  old  and  threadbare  and  full  of  rents, 
they  do  not  know  what  they  are  to  have 
for  breakfast,  or  where  that  breakfast  is  to 
come  from. 

You  may  listen  all  day  and  you  will  not 
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and  Murietta  got  out  of  the  little  basket 
trap,  handed  the  silent  man  with  the  silk 
and  fire-crackers  a  franc,  and  passing 
through  an  arch  that  a  ship  might  sail 
under,  stood  in  the  Coliseum. 
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Then  the  driver.  He,  too,  had  climbed 
down  and  taken  his  post  by  the  side  of  the 
conductor,  who  was  handing  out  the  pas- 
sengers, and,  sUk  in  hand,  bowed  and 
bowed  as  if  he  were  working  at  a  pump- 
handle,  till  he  had  pumped  a  whole  handful 
of  coppers  from  the  passengers.  He  played 
his  piece  exceedingly  well,  and  was  exceed- 
ingly happy  as  he  climbed  up  to  his  box, 
and  resumed  his  reins,  and  began  again  to 
let  off  his  string  of  fire-crackers. 

"  Silk  must  be  cheap  in  Italy,"  thought 
Murietta,  as  he  watched  the  play,  "  else  the 
manager  would  be  bankrupt  in  a  single 
season." 

Then  there  came  another  carriage  on 
the  boards.  A  strange  carriage  it  was  in- 
deed, and  drawn  by  one  horse.  There  was 
a  driver ;  and  then  behind  him,  and  side- 
ways, sat  a  man  as  if  he  was  sitting  at  a 
piano.  There  was  the  music  and  all  before 
him ;  there  were  the  ivory  keys ;  the  man 
was  looking  up,  too,  as  if  for  some  particular 
fly  on  the  ceiling,  as  a  sort  of  key-note  by 
which  to  begin  his  performance. 

The  pretty  girls  kept  coming  and  going 
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to  and  fipom  the  pretty  marble  coffin,  and 
filling  their  pitchers ;  but  the  fire-crackers 
had  at  last  started  the  poor  Roman  horses, 
and,  lifting  their  hats  again  and  again,  the 
driver  and  the  conductor  disappeared  from 
the  stage. 

Then  the  man  at  the  piano  began,  and  he 
sang  and  played  in  the  soft  and  blended 
moonlight  and  lamplight  in  the  open  streets 
of  Rome;  and  the  pretty  girls  set  down 
theu-  pitchers  or  leaned  on  the  iron  rail 
around  the  marble  coffin,  and  looked 
dreamily  on  in  dozens,  and  listened  to  the 
song  and  music — for  it  was  indeed  a  piano, 
and  a  real  performer,  and  a  good  one  too. 

"  This,"  said  Murietta,  "  is  the  orchestra. 
I  like  the  play ;  I  like  the  actors ;  they  are 
all  men ;  there  is  not  a  woman  among  them 
— ^save  in  that  ballet  by  the  fountain,  with 
their  brown  earthen  pitchers  in  their  brown 
pretty  hands." 

What  a  variety  of  uniforms ! 

Out  there  by  the  fountain,  a  man  with  a 
waist  like  a  woman's,  with  a  sword  at  his 
side  with  the  she-wolf  and  her  twins  on  the 
great  brass  hilt,  walks  idly  up  and  down  in 
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'  heaven  they  wiU  be  losers  indeed,  for  earth 
to  them  can  only  be  a  torment  and  cruci- 
fixion. 

I  have  seen  pictures  of  these  pious  men 
where  they  are  made  merry  with  wine,  red- 
faced  and  riotous  with  good  living,  fat  from 
over  feeding,  and  sitting  drunk  at  the  wine- 
tap  in  their  cellars.  These  men  have  no 
wine-cellars.  Their  cellar  is  a  little  wooden 
basket  or  box  which  they  carry  on  the  arm, 
and  lifting  the  lid  from  door  to  door,  they 
take  home  whatever  men  have  left  from 
their  breakfasts  or  dinners  or  suppers. 
They  eat  what  others  refuse  to  eat.  They 
have  no  store  here.  They  are  not  per- 
mitted to  lay  in  store.  They  live  from  day 
to  day,  depending  on  the  charity  of  the 
world. 

When  these  men  rise  at  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning  and  go  shivering  to  prayers  in 
this  one  brown  garment,  often  two  or  three 
years  old  and  threadbare  and  full  of  rents, 
they  do  not  know  what  they  are  to  have 
for  breakfast,  or  where  that  breakfast  is  to 
come  from. 

You  may  listen  all  day  and  you  will  not 


A  Scene  in  the  Coliseum.  167 

hear  one  of  these  brown  men  speak.  You 
may  look  a  lifetime,  perhaps,  and  you  will 
not  see  one  of  them  smile. 

The  mournful  Capuchin  kept  on  his  silent 
and  solitary  round  of  penance,  and  the 
people  came  and  went  from  under  the 
shadow  of  the  great  black  cross  in  the 
centre  of  the  sacred  ground,  while  away  up 
yonder,  almost  against  the  stars,  a  Comanche 
savage  in  the  garb  of  a  Christian  shouted 
his  delight  at  having  at  last  attained  the 
topmost  rock  of  the  Coliseum. 

Then  through  the  eastern  arch,  looking 
out  toward  the  gate  of  St.  John  Lateran, 
there  came  a  party  of  peasants  who  had 
just  entered  here  on  their  way  to  market. 
They  had  made  a  long  journey  on  foot  from 
the  hills  away  out  yonder  twenty  miles 
across  the  Campagna,  and  were  very  tired. 
They  huddled  up  close  together  and  seemed 
half  afraid.  Perhaps  this  was  their  first 
visit  to  Rome,  for  the  peasants  of  the  moun- 
tains had  ever  a  terror  of  this  city. 

There  were  old  men  and  young  men,  old 
women  and  young  women,  and  they  all 
bore  loads  on  their  backs  in  great  baskets. 
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heaven  they  will  be  losers  indeed,  for  earth 
to  them  can  only  be  a  torment  and  cruci- 
fixion. 

I  have  seen  pictures  of  these  pious  men 
where  they  are  made  merry  with  wine,  red- 
faced  and  riotous  with  good  living,  fat  from 
over  feeding,  and  sitting  drunk  at  the  wine- 
tap  in  their  cellars.  These  men  have  no 
wine-cellars.  Their  cellar  is  a  little  wooden 
basket  or  box  which  they  carry  on  the  arm, 
and  lifting  the  lid  from  door  to  door,  they 
take  home  whatever  men  have  left  from 
their  breakfasts  or  dinners  or  suppers. 
They  eat  what  others  refuse  to  eat.  They 
have  no  store  here.  They  are  not  per- 
mitted to  lay  in  store.  They  live  from  day 
to  day,  depending  on  the  charity  of  the 
world. 

When  these  men  rise  at  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning  and  go  shivering  to  prayers  in 
this  one  brown  garment,  often  two  or  three 
years  old  and  threadbare  and  full  of  rents, 
they  do  not  know  what  they  are  to  have 
for  breakfast,  or  where  that  breakfast  is  to 
come  from. 

You  may  listen  all  day  and  you  will  not 
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hear  one  of  these  brown  men  speak.  You 
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Then  through  the  eastern  arch,  looking 
out  toward  the  gate  of  St.  John  Lateran, 
there  came  a  party  of  peasants  who  had 
just  entered  here  on  their  way  to  market. 
They  had  made  a  long  journey  on  foot  from 
the  hills  away  out  yonder  twenty  miles 
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this  one  brown  garment,  often  two  or  three 
years  old  and  threadbare  and  full  of  rents, 
they  do  not  know  what  they  are  to  have 
for  breakfast,  or  where  that  breakfast  is  to 
come  from. 

You  may  listen  all  day  and  you  will  not 


A  Scene  in  the  Coliseum.  167 

hear  one  of  these  brown  men  speak.  You 
may  look  a  lifetime,  perhaps,  and  you  will 
not  see  one  of  them  smile. 

The  mournful  Capuchin  kept  on  his  sUent 
and  solitary  round  of  penance,  and  the 
people  came  and  went  from  under  the 
shadow  of  the  great  black  cross  is  the 
centre  of  the  sacred  ground,  while  away  up 
yonder,  almost  against  the  stars,  a  Comanche 
savage  in  the  garb  of  a  Christian  shouted 
his  delight  at  having  at  last  attained  the 
topmost  rock  of  the  Coliseum. 

Then  through  the  eastern  arch,  looking 
out  toward  the  gate  of  St.  John  Lateran, 
there  came  a  party  of  peasants  who  had 
just  entered  here  on  their  way  to  market. 
They  had  made  a  long  journey  on  foot  from 
the  hills  away  out  yonder  twenty  miles 
across  the  Campagna,  and  were  very  tired. 
They  huddled  up  close  together  and  seemed 
half  afraid.  Perhaps  this  was  their  first 
visit  to  Rome,  for  the  peasants  of  the  moun- 
tains had  ever  a  terror  of  this  city. 

There  were  old  men  and  young  men,  old 
women  and  young  women,  and  they  all 
bore  loads  on  their  backs  in  great  baskets. 
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precisely  as  do  the  Mexican  peasants  and 
the  California  Indians.  These  baskets  are 
pointed  at  the  bottom,  and  broaden  out 
towards  the  top.  You  see  these  same 
baskets  in  Como,  in  the  Tyrol,  and  in  Swit- 
zerland. 

There  was   something  beautiful  in  the  " , 
trust  and  faith  and  sen^e  of  security  with 
which  these  half  wild  people  of  the  moun- 
tains gathered  about  this  cross,  and  bowed 
their  heads  and  invoked  their  God. 

The  women  had  their  hair  in  pretty 
braids,  but  the  long,  black,  and  bushy  hair 
of  the  men  fell  down  in  gloomy  folds  about 
their  shoulders  and  pushed  up  in  great 
shocks  about  the  brows,  as  if  determined,  Id 
push  the  black  and  brigandish  hat,  feather 
and  all,  from  the  head  of  its  proud  and 
artistic  owner. 

The  feet  of  all  were  bound  in  sandals 
made  from  the  skins  of  the  buflFalo  bull  of 
the  Pontine  marshes,  and  the  legs  were 
wound  up  in  some  kind  of  cloth  and  bound 
in  a  plaid  work  of  many  coloured  stripes. 
How  beautiful  were  these  women  kneeling 
there,  crouching  close  to  husband,  parent, 
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or  lover,  as  if  in  fear  that  the  old  story  of 
Romulus  and  the  Sabines  might  be  repeated. 

Go  out  yonder  to  Tivoli,  an  old  town, 
old  when  Rome  was  young,  that  overlooks 
the  Campagna  and  that  overlooks  Rome, 
that  looks  over  Rome  and  on  and  into  the 
Mediterranean  Sea,  although  twenty  miles 
to.  the  east,  and  ask  any  peasant  there,  no 
matter  how  wild  and  savage  he  may  be, 
how  ignorant  or  stupid,  about  Rome  and 
the  people  of  Rome. 

The  hands  of  the  peasant  go  up,  and  he 
prays  for-  deliverance.  Rome  to  him  is  a 
'  sort  of  purgatory.  No,  no,  no,  he  would 
not  go  to  Rome  for  the  world !  The  men 
of*  Rome  are  robbel's,  the  women  have 
neither  virtue  nor  beauty.  And  then  if  you 
have  a  little  time  and  a  very  little  money 
to  spare  to  buy  two  cents'  worth  of  wine, 
he  will  sit  with  you  till  the  bottle  is  finished 
and  will  tell  you,  word  for  word,  of  this 
Rape  of  the  Sabines.  He  will  tell  it  to  you 
with  all  the  earnestness  and  mystery  and 
emphasis  of  a  Hamlet.  He  will  leave  his 
marble  bench  at  least  a  dozen  times  before 
the  bottle  or  the  story  is  finished,  to  play 
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the  piece,  to  show  you  just  exactly  how 
bad  the  people  are  in  Rome,  and  how  they 
do  these  things. 

What  is  very  remarkable  about  this,  and 
most  amusing,  is  the  fact  that  he  tells  it  as  if 
it  happened  only  within  the  last  year  or  two. 

No  wonder  these  weary  peasants  kneel- 
ing before  the  cross,  as  the  moon  still  kept 
climbing  up  and  reaching  out  and  peering 
over  as  if  to  get  a  good  look  at  them, 
huddled  up  close  together,  and  kept  look- 
ing from  under  their  dark  brows  at  any 
strange  footstep  that  came  near,  with  all 
the  look  of  a  wild  beast  for  the  first  time 
brought  to  look  into  the  face  of  man. 

Murietta  kept  close  in  the  shadow  of  the 
mighty  wall  and  out  of  the  full  of  the  moon- 
light, and  yet  stole  up  as  close  to  these 
people  as  possible,  for  to  him  they  had  a 
strange  interest.  He  looked  on  their  pic- 
turesque dress  and  their  savage  beauty 
with  something  more  than  the  interest  of  a 
painter.  To  him  they  were  but  a  counter- 
part of  the  people  with  whom  he  had  spent 
most  of  his  life.  They  were  to  him  in 
some  sense  brothers — men  who  knew  not 
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civilization  or  its  sins,  men  who  lived  close 
to  the  earth,  women  who  blossomed  down 
in  the  lowliest  fields,  and  he  felt  he  loved 
them  with  all  of  a  brother's  affection. 

The  moon  kept  climbing  and  climbing, 
and  peering  in  and  peeping  over,  till  it 
looked  right  straight  down  on  the  group  of 
gathered  worshippers  kneeling  under  the 
shadow  of  the  great  black  cross,  and  made 
a  picture  that  any  man  might  remember, 
carry  with  him  around  the  world,  hang  on 
the  walls  of  his  heart,  and  wear  it  there ! 
and  though  fire  and  flood  might  sweep 
away  all  that  he  possessed  in  the  world, 
still  that  picture  should  remain  and  rest 
and  refresh  its  possessor  whenever  he  chose 
to  open  his  heart  and  look  in  again. 

Higher  and  higher  the  moon  climbed  up, 
till  her  great  round  face  reached  high  over 
the  wall,  and  she  seemed  to  reach  and 
lean  and  look  and  peer  as  if  for  something 
back  in  the  shadow  that  she  could  not  see. 
Higher  and  higher  she  climbed,  and  looked 
and  leaned  and  reached  her  face  above  and 
over  the  walls,  and  down  as  if  she  would 
twist  her  neck  from  her  shoulders.     Up! 
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up!  up!  over  the  wall  and  down.  And 
then  she  saw  her!  and  then  she  touched 
her  with  her  fingers,  and  the  lady  rose  up 
and  came  forth  into  the  full  light,  and 
moved  in  silence  on  towards  the  cross, 
with  her  head  held  down  in  her  hands,  her 
maid  following  after,  and  a  man  back 
yonder  in  the  corner  of  the  Coliseum 
with  his  enormous  chin  just  visible  in  a 
bar  of  moonlight  that  fell  through  a  rent 
in  the  eternal  wall.  A  little  slender  man 
stood  beside  him — a  shadow,  an  echo. 

Murietta  started.  He  stepped  back  into 
the  shadow  of  the  wall,  and  the  beautiful 
countess  went  on,  slowly  on,  with  her 
hands  to  her  bended  face,  towards  the  cross 
and  the  supplicants  before  it.  This  woman 
did  seem  so  beautiful,  she  seemed  so  sad, 
so  weirdly  beautiful  and  pitiful — the  scene 
was  so  strange,  so  inspiring,  so  full  of  soul 
and  sentiment,  so  complete — that  Murietta 
leaned  against  a  jutting  spur  of  the  wall 
and  grew  tranquil  from  the  greatness  and 
perfection  and  fulness  of  the  occasion. 

He  heard  a  sob  as  the  woman  passed, 
and  in  the  moonlight  streaming  full  on  her 
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face  he  saw  something  glistening  like  dia- 
monds from  her  fingers.  She  was  weeping 
as  if  her  heart  would  break. 

The  big  man  came  out  from  the  shadow, 
and  the  little  man  came  also,  and  they 
stood  there  scowling  on  the  scene  before 
them. 

"  Come  !  enough  of  this  nonsense  to- 
night." 

The  man  with  the  big  chin  had  tried  to 
say  this  in  a  subdued  voice,  but  the  roar 
of  the  lion  was  only  subdued  to  a  growl, 
and  his  voice  sounded  as  if  it.  had  been 
that  of  a  lion  of  old  lying  there,  waiting  for 
the  blood  of  a  Christian,  growling  that  he 
had  been  kept  waiting  a  moment  for  his 
prey — and  the  peasants  trembled. 

"  Come  !  enough  of  this  nonsense  to- 
night," said  the  echo. 

But  the  count  spoke  in  a  kinder  tone,  a 
sort  of  softened  echo,  and  he  even  lifted 
his  hat  as  he  spoke.  The  admiral  frowned, 
and  then  the  count  took  down  his  hand, 
and  tried  to  frown  also  and  look  terrible. 

"  Come !  Come  away  from  among  these 
beasts;  you'll  get  fleas  on  you." 
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The  peasants,  startled,  huddled  together 
a  moment,  prayed  devoutly,  and  then  began 
to  rise  and  resume  their  loads. 

"  Come  away,  will  you?  You'll  get 
fleas  on  you,"  said  the  little  count,  and  the 
countess,  also  startled  by  the  terrible  voice, 
rose  up,  turned  her  face  from  the  men 
without  answering  or  even  looking  in  their 
direction,  and  walked  rapidly,  with  her 
head  down  and  her  face  half  concealed, 
towards  the  eastern  portal. 

"  That's  the  way  to  do  it,"  growled  the 
admiral  to  the  count  as  the  two  followed 
after  her. 

"  That's  the  way  to  do  it,  I  suppose," 
said  the  count,  and  they  followed  the 
countess  through  the  archway,  and  the 
three  were  gone. 

Murietta  was  full  of  emotion.  Here 
;  was  something  to  do  better  than  go  to 
battle.  Here  was  a  woman  certainly  suf- 
fering, certainly  being  persecuted  to  death ; 
a  sort  of  dreamer  possibly  who  had  not 
any  practical  sense,  and  so,  perhaps,  knew 
not  how  to  proceed  to  extricate  herself 
from  the  toils  that  held  her  in  her  prison. 
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All  of  the  best  part  of  Marietta's  nature 
was  being  aroused  again. 

Here  is  a  man  to  be  punished— a  woman 
to  be  avenged!  But  how?  What  will  be 
the  result?  The  result!  He  laughed  at 
himself,  and  began  to  despise  himself 
that  he  could  stop  to  ask  the  result  or 
weigh  the  danger  when  a  lady  needed  his 
help.  He  walked  on  out,  mechanically 
following  the  long  line  of  peasants  on  their 
way  to  market. 

All  roads  lead  to  Rome.  The  carters 
drove  off  in  advance ;  the  peasants  followed, 
and  then  Murietta  came  on  slowly  after. 
He  stopped  as  he  came  up  to  the  Arch 
of  Titus.  There  was  an  old  woman  on 
the  left  under  the  shadow  of  the  arch, 
stretching  a  little  tin  cup  with  a  few  cen- 
times in  it,  and  calling  out,  "Blind!  blind! 
blind ! " 

He  stopped,  after  stepping  up  close  to 
her  with  some  pence  in  his  hand,  and 
stepped  back.  There  was  an  old  man  on 
the  other  side  of  the  arch  who  seemed  not 
only  to  have  his  eyes,  but  to  be  very  com- 
fortable as  well  as  something  of  a  merchant. 
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The  peasants,  startled,  huddled  together 
a  moment,  prayed  devoutly,  and  then  began 
to  rise  and  resume  their  loads. 

"  Come  away,  will  you?  You'll  get 
fleas  on  you,"  said  the  little  count,  and  the 
countess,  also  startled  by  the  terrible  voice, 
rose  up,  turned  her  face  from  the  men 
without  answering  or  even  looking  in  their 
direction,  and  walked  rapidly,  with  her 
head  down  and  her  face  half  concealed, 
towards  the  eastern  portal. 

"  That's  the  way  to  do  it,"  growled  the 
admiral  to  the  count  as  the  two  followed 
after  her. 

*'  That's  the  way  to  do  it,  I  suppose," 
said  the  count,  and  they  followed  the 
countess  through  the  archway,  and  the 
three  were  gone. 

Murietta  was  full  of  emotion.  Here 
was  something  to  do  better  than  go  to 
battle.  Here  was  a  woman  certainly  suf- 
fering, certainly  being  persecuted  to  death ; 
a  sort  of  dreamer  possibly  who  had  not 
any  practical  sense,  and  so,  perhaps,  knew 
not  how  to  proceed  to  extricate  herself 
from  the  toils  that  held  her  in  her  prison. 
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All  of  the  best  part  of  Marietta's  nature 
was  being  aroused  again. 

Here  is  a  man  to  be  punished — a  woman 
to  be  avenged !  But  how  ?  What  will  be 
the  result?  The  result!  He  laughed  at 
himself,  and  began  to  despise  himself 
that  he  could  stop  to  ask  the  result  or 
weigh  the  danger  when  a  lady  needed  his 
help.  He  walked  on  out,  mechanically 
foUowing  the  long  line  of  peasants  on  their 
way  to  market. 

All  roads  lead  to  Rome.  The  carters 
drove  off  in  advance ;  the  peasants  followed, 
and  then  Murietta  came  on  slowly  after. 
He  stopped  as  he  came  up  to  the  Arch 
of  Titus.  There  was  an  old  woman  on 
the  left  under  the  shadow  of  the  arch, 
stretching  a  little  tin  cup  with  a  few  cen- 
times in  it,  and  calling  out,  "Blind!  blind! 
blind ! '' 

He  stopped,  after  stepping  up  close  to 
her  with  some  pence  in  his  hand,  and 
stepped  back.  There  was  an  old  man  on 
the  other  side  of  the  arch  who  seemed  not 
only  to  have  his  eyes,  but  to  be  very  com- 
fortable as  well  as  something  of  a  merchant. 
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The  peasants,  startled,  huddled  together 
a  moment,  prayed  devoutly,  and  then  began 
to  rise  and  resume  their  loads. 

"  Come  away,  will  you?  You'll  get 
fleas  on  you,"  said  the  little  count,  and  the 
countess,  also  startled  by  the  terrible  voice, 
rose  up,  turned  her  face  from  the  men 
without  answering  or  even  looking  in  their 
direction,  and  walked  rapidly,  with  her 
head  down  and  her  face  half  concealed, 
towards  the  eastern  portal. 

"  That's  the  way  to  do  it,"  growled  the 
admiral  to  the  count  as  the  two  followed 
after  her. 

"  That's  the  way  to  do  it,  I  suppose," 
said  the  count,  and  they  followed  the 
countess  through  the  archway,  and  the 
three  were  gone. 

Murietta  was  full  of  emotion.  Here 
was  something  to  do  better  than  go  to 
battle.  Here  was  a  woman  certainly  suf- 
fering, certainly  being  persecuted  to  death; 
a  sort  of  dreamer  possibly  who  had  not 
any  practical  sense,  and  so,  perhaps,  knew 
not  how  to  proceed  to  extricate  herself 
from  the  toils  that  held  her  in  her  prison. 
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All  of  the  best  part  of  Marietta's  nature 
was  being  aroused  again. 

Here  is  a  man  to  be  punished — a  woman 
to  be  avenged!  But  how?  What  will  be 
the  result?  The  result!  He  laughed  at 
himself,  and  began  to  despise  himself 
that  he  could  stop  to  ask  the  result  or 
weigh  the  danger  when  a  lady  needed  his 
help.  He  walked  on  out,  mechanically 
following  the  long  line  of  peasants  on  their 
way  to  market. 

All  roads  lead  to  Rome.  The  carters 
drove  off  in  advance ;  the  peasants  followed, 
and  then  Murietta  came  on  slowly  after. 
He  stopped  as  he  came  up  to  the  Arch 
of  Titus.  There  was  an  old  woman  on 
the  left  under  the  shadow  of  the  arch, 
stretching  a  little  tin  cup  with  a  few  cen- 
times in  it,  and  calling  out,  "Blind!  blind! 
blind ! '' 

He  stopped,  after  stepping  up  close  to 
her  with  some  pence  in  his  hand,  and 
stepped  back.  There  was  an  old  man  on 
the  other  side  of  the  arch  who  seemed  not 
only  to  have  his  eyes,  but  to  be  very  com- 
fortable as  well  as  something  of  a  merchant. 
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The  peasants,  startled,  huddled  together 
a  moment,  prayed  devoutly,  and  then  began 
to  rise  and  resume  their  loads, 

"  Come  away,  will  you?  You'll  get 
fleas  on  you,"  said  the  little  count,  and  the 
countess,  also  startled  by  the  terrible  voice, 
rose  up,  turned  her  face  from  the  men 
without  answering  or  even  looking  in  their 
direction,  and  walked  rapidly,  with  her 
head  down  and  her  face  half  concealed, 
towards  the  eastern  portal. 

"  That's  the  way  to  do  it,"  growled  the 
admiral  to  the  count  as  the  two  followed 
after  her. 

"  That's  the  way  to  do  it,  I  suppose," 
said  the  count,  and  they  followed  the 
countess  through  the  archway,  and  the 
three  were  gone. 
•j  Murietta  was  full  of  emotion.  Here 
I  was  something  to  do  better  than  go  to 
battle.  Here  was  a  woman  certainly  suf- 
fering, certainly  being  persecuted  to  death ; 
a  sort  of  dreamer  possibly  who  had  not 
any  practical  sense,  and  so,  perhaps,  knew 
not  how  to  proceed  to  extricate  herself 
from  the  toils  that  held  her  in  her  prison. 


A  Scene  in  the  Coliseum.  175 

All  of  the  best  part  of  Murietta's  nature 
was  being  aroused  again. 

Here  is  a  man  to  be  punished — a  woman 
to  be  avenged!  But  how?  What  will  be 
the  result?  The  result!  He  laughed  at 
himself,  and  began  to  despise  himself 
that  he  could  stop  to  ask  the  result  or 
weigh  the  danger  when  a  lady  needed  his 
help.  He  walked  on  out,  mechanically 
following  the  long  line  of  peasants  on  their 
way  to  market. 

All  roads  lead  to  Rome.  The  carters 
drove  ojffin  advance ;  the  peasants  followed, 
and  then  Murietta  came  on  slowly  after. 
He  stopped  as  he  came  up  to  the  Arch 
of  Titus.  There  was  an  old  woman  on 
the  left  under  the  shadow  of  the  arch, 
stretching  a  little  tin  cup  with  a  few  cen- 
times in  it,  and  calling  out,  "  Blind !  blind ! 
blind ! " 

He  stopped,  after  stepping  up  close  to 
her  with  some  pence  in  his  hand,  and 
stepped  back.  There  was  an  old  man  on 
the  other  side  of  the  arch  who  seemed  not 
only  to  have  his  eyes,  but  to  be  very  com- 
fortable as  well  as  something  of  a  merchant, 
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The  peasants,  startled,  huddled  together 
a  moment,  prayed  devoutly,  and  then  began 
to  rise  and  resume  their  loads. 

"  Come  away,  will  you?  You'll  get 
fleas  on  you,"  said  the  little  count,  and  the 
countess,  also  startled  by  the  terrible  voice, 
rose  up,  turned  her  face  from  the  men 
without  answering  or  even  looking  in  their 
direction,  and  walked  rapidly,  with  her 
head  down  and  her  face  half  concealed, 
towards  the  eastern  portal. 

"  That's  the  way  to  do  it,"  growled  the 
admiral  to  the  count  as  the  two  followed 
after  her. 

"  That's  the  way  to  do  it,  I  suppose," 
said  the  count,  and  they  followed  the 
countess  through  the  archway,  and  the 
three  were  gone. 

Murietta  was  full  of  emotion.  Here 
)  was  something  to  do  better  than  go  to 
battle.  Here  was  a  woman  certainly  suf- 
fering, certainly  being  persecuted  to  death ; 
a  sort  of  dreamer  possibly  who  had  not 
any  practical  sense,  and  so,  perhaps,  knew 
not  how  to  proceed  to  extricate  herself 
from  the  toils  that  held  her  in  her  prison. 
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All  of  the  best  part  of  Murietta's  nature 
was  being  aroused  again. 

Here  is  a  man  to  be  punished — a  woman 
to  be  avenged !  But  how  ?  What  will  be 
the  result?  The  result!  He  laughed  at 
himself,  and  began  to  despise  himself 
that  he  could  stop  to  ask  the  result  or 
weigh  the  danger  when  a  lady  needed  his 
help.  He  walked  on  out,  mechanically 
following  the  long  line  of  peasants  on  their 
way  to  market. 

All  roads  lead  to  Rome.  The  carters 
drove  ojff  in  advance ;  the  peasants  followed, 
and  then  Murietta  came  on  slowly  after. 
He  stopped  as  he  came  up  to  the  Arch 
of  Titus.  There  was  an  old  woman  on 
the  left  under  the  shadow  of  the  arch, 
stretching  a  little  tin  cup  with  a  few  cen- 
times in  it,  and  calling  out,  "  Blind !  blind ! 
blind ! " 

He  stopped,  after  stepping  up  close  to 
her  with  some  pence  in  his  hand,  and 
stepped  back.  There  was  an  old  man  on 
the  other  side  of  the  arch  who  seemed  not 
only  to  have  his  eyes,  but  to  be  very  com- 
fortable as  well  as  something  of  a  merchant, 
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for  he  had  roasted  chestnuts  and  apples  and 
almonds  for  sale. 

Murietta  turned  and  gave  this  man  the 
pennies,  and  passed  on  almost  cursing  the 
wretched  old  woman  with  the  tin  box. 

"No,  no,  no!  I  loved  her  in  a  grand 
proud  way.  I  did  not  persecute  her.  I 
stood  far  ojff  content  to  know  that  she  lived 
and  was  happy.  I  did  not  even  speak  to 
her.  I  scattered  roses  in  her  path.  And 
what  came  of  it?  "  , 

He  set  his  teeth  together  as  he  said  this, 
and  set  his  face  and  his  heart  against 
woman. 


CHAPTER   XL 


AN  INTERLUDE. 


^§(HE  curtain  rose  in  a  little  square 
down  in  old  Rome  not  a  great 
way  from  the  Tiber.  There 
Was  a  fountain  playing  there  in  the  centre 
of  the  piazza.  A  great  bright  fountain  it 
was,  spouting  up  and  spilling  down  in  a 
great  granite  sarcophagus  big  enough  to 
make  a  bed-room. 

The  pretty  girls,  like  pictures,  were 
coming  and  going  here  with  their  pitchers 
of  water ;  and  gay  young  men  were  leaning 
about  over  the  iron  rails  around  the  foun- 
tain, and  bantering  the  pretty  brown  girls, 
who,  as  they  laughed,  showed  the  whitest 
teeth  to  be  found  anywhere  in  the  world. 

Here  a  merchant  trundled  a  barrow,  and 
there  an  old  woman  bore  a  basket  of  fruits 

I  N 
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or  nuts  upon  her  head.  Two  men  were 
gambling  over  yonder  in  a  corner  of  the 
stage  with  its  great  palace  for  a  background, 
and  throwing  out  their  hands  and  guessing 
the  number  of  fingers  that  would  be  opened 
in  the  outstretched  hand.  They  were  just 
a  little  noisy,  and  as  drunk  as  ever  you  see 
a  Roman. 

The  peasants  from  the  mountains,  whom 
we  have  seen  in  the  Coliseum,  enter  in  a 
long  line,  bending  under  their  heavy  loads 
and  the  fatigue  of  their  long  journey. 

An  old  peasant  leads  the  party.  He  has 
been  here  before ;  and,  with  a  dagger  but 
half  concealed  in  his  belt  and  another  in 
the  thongs  of  his  sandal,  feels  that  by  the 
divine  interposition  of  the  Holy  Virgin, 
and  the  help  of  these  two  weapons,  he  will 
be  abie  to  get  through  his  marketing  and 
get  out  of  Rome  alive. 

They  are  again  grouped  together  here, 
and  do  not  look  unUke  the  time  they  knelt 
before  the  cross.  It  is  growing  late;  yet 
in  these  beautiful  autumn  nights  business 
as  well  as  pleasure  holds  long  reaches  to- 
wards the  to-morrow. 
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Other  actors  come  around  this  group, 
and  they  begin  to  nibble,  to  bite  a  little, 
to  run  back,  come  again,  dart  off,  throw  up 
their  hands,  make  speeches,  shout,  thunder, 
curse,  run  away  swearing  to  never  come 
back  or  buy  a  single  thing  of  these  bri- 
gands from  the  mountains,  and  then  the 
same  moment  turn  on  the  heel,  come  back, 
throw  down  the  money,  take  up  the  article 
and  so  disappear. 

"  How  much  for  these  poor  little  lean 
fowb  ?" 

**  These  fat,  plump  young  spring  chickens 
are  worth  two  francs  a-piece/' 

"Maria!  Maria!  Holy  Mother!  Rome 
is  full  of  chickens.  Rome  is  eaten  up  with 
chickens.  Rome  is  ruined  with  chickens 
at  half  that  price.  In  fact,  signor,  in  con- 
fidence I  will  tell  you,  the  Syndicate  is 
about  to  pass  a  law  forbidding  chickens  to 
be  brought  into  Rome  at  all.  They  breed 
the  cholera  —  the  cholera,  signor!  And 
when  they  pass  that  law,  what  then  will  you 
do  with  your  poor,  lean,  little,  half-sick, 
hungry  little  chickens?  tell  me  that!" 

''  Then  since  you  are  so  kind  as  to  tell 
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me  all  this,  take  them  for  one  franc  and  a 
half." 

"One  franc  and  a  half!"  Again  the 
hands  go  up.  This  excellent  actor  stands 
on  one  leg,  he  turns  round  like  a  top,  he 
looks  right  and  left,  sighs  pathetically  at 
the  old  man  from  the  mountains,  and  bids 
him  good-night. 

"But  what  will  you  give,  signor  mer- 
chant ?  " 

"Give?  Give?  What  wiU  I  give? 
Signor,  I  do  not  want  your  chickens.  I 
should  be  ruined  if  I  bought  a  jingle 
chicken.  I  should  starve.  I  could  not  eat 
your  chickens — your  chickens  would  eat 
me  !  Ha,  ha  !  Your  chickens  would  eat 
me  !  But  listen — "  and  here  the  splendid 
actor  bows  low,  looks  sharp  around  him 
as  if  to  be  sure  that  no  one  hears — "  I  will 
give  you  half  a  franc,  since  it  is  you,  and 
become  a  bankrupt ! " 

"  They  are  yours." 

And  now  that  the  business  is  done  the 
men  part.  The  two  actors  have  played  ear- 
nestly and  well;  and  now  they  give  way 
to  others  on  the  boards. 
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"  The  mutton,  I  tell  you,  is  spoilt.  I 
vnil  have  you  arrested — I  will  have  you 
thrown  in  prison — the  prison  of  the  Capi- 
toline  where  St.  Paul  was  kept  and  where 
Jugurtha  perished — for  bringing  spoilt 
meat  into  the  city." 

"  Spoilt,  signor?  Spoilt !  I  killed  this 
mutton  at  noon." 

"  At  noon  yesterday?  " 

"  No  ;  to-morrow ! " 

"  Five  soldi ! "  And  five  fingers  go 
straight  up,  and  the  man  tiptoes  with  ex:- 
citement. 

"  Ten  ! "  And  the  other  actor  springs 
to  his  feet,  and  throws  both  hands  in 
the  air. 

"Six!" 

"  Nine ! " 

''Seven!" 

"  Eight ! " 

"  Seven  and  a  half!  " 

"  It  is  yours ;  take  it  and  be  satisfied." 

The  merchant  shoulders  his  leg  of  mutton 
and  leaves  the  stage,  looking  back,  walking 
sideways,  stepping  high,  bowing  as  if  in 
acknowledgment  of  the  applause. 
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"And  what  will  the  little  old  woman 
take  for  her  little  old  pig  ?  " 

'' This  plump  little  pig  which  I  have 
brought  to  market  to-day  is  my  heart's 
blood !  It  is  a  late  spring  pig,  three 
months  old,  and  fat  as  a  chestnut." 

The  merchant  took  the  pig  in  his  hands, 
inspected  it,  and  shook  his  head. 

"  Very  sorry — but  that  is  a  valley  pig! 
You  mountain  people  steal  from  the  valley 
people.  You  stole  that  pig,  mother  ?  You 
stole  that  pig,  and  I  have  a  mind  to  turn 
you  over  to  that  captain  of  the  police  !  " 

"Stole  that  pig?  The  Holy  Mother! 
Stole  my  dear  little,  darling,  darling  pig ! 
Ah,  signor,  signor !  how  could  you  say  so  ? 
Why,  I  have  had  that  pig  in  my  house, 
signor,  in  my  house !  in  my  house  for  years 
and  years ! " 

This  accomplished  actor  failed  in  fight- 
ing the  old  woman,  and  strange  as  it 
may  seem,  paid  her  her  price;  and  the 
peasants  having  sold  their  wares  and 
fruits  and  meats,  gather  up  their  things 
in  their  baskets,  load  up  as  they  pass 
down  the  stage  with  such  things  as  they 
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need  in  their  wild  and  simple  homes, 
and  prepare  to  pass  out  of  the  gates  of 
Rome  by  midnight ;  for  they  will  not  con- 
sent to  sleep  within  the  walls  of  the  sinful 
city. 

There  a  man  has  strung  a  dozen  loaves 
of  bread  on  a  string  and  swung  this  around 
him,  and  stands  in  the  most  graceful  pose, 
throwing  back  his  black  hair,  as  he  stands 
there  waiting  for  his  companions. 

There  a  woman  has  taken  a  great  bar  of 
iron  on  her  head.  It  is  enough  to  load  a 
mule.  It  is  from  the  mines  of  England, 
and  will  be  borne  on  this  woman's  head  to 
the  tops  of  the  Apennines,  and  there  made 
by  some  cunning  hands  into  knives  and 
scissors  and  shears,  and  all  things  that 
these  simple  people  want,  for  they  will  not 
buy  such  things  of  the  Romans. 

Looking-glasses,  beads,  gay  coloured 
shawls,  scarfs,  handkerchiefs — all  these  are 
flowing,  folding,  falling  about  the  heads, 
shoulders,  waists,  of  the  happy  mountain 
peasants  as  they  stand  there  in  Une,  wait- 
ing till  their  full  force  is  ready  to  move,  so 
that  not  one  of  their  number  may  be  left 
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behind,  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  ter- 
rible Romans. 

There  is  an  organ-grinder  with  a  piano 
on  a  wheelbarrow,  playing  over  yonder, 
and  down  in  that  crowd  some  man  in  white 
clothes  and  in  a  Panama  hat,  with  an  in- 
strument under  his  arm,  is  picking  the 
strings  and  singing  the  most  villainous 
Spanish  song  you  ever  heard. 

The  line  moves  on ;  the  orchestra  plays ; 
the  curtain  falls ;  and  the  play  in  Rome  is 
over  for  to-night. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

AN    INNOCENT    DUEL. 

URIETT  A  arose  at  mid-day,  still 
worn  from  travel  and  wearied  in 
mind  from  the  excitement  of  the 
scene  at  the  Coliseum  the  evening  before. 

As  he  dressed,  he  began  to  ask  himself 
if  he  really  wished  to  leave  Rome  and  again 
enter  the  arena  of  war.  He  found  that  he 
did  not. 

"And  is  it  because  the  countess  is  here?  " 
He  looked  honestly  and  earnestly  in  his 
heart,  and  then  answered  himself^  "No,  it 
is  not  because  the  countess  is  here.  I  am 
perfectly  certain  of  that." 

"  And  then  is  ifc  because  Annette  is  not 
here?" 

He  snapped  his  fingers  for  a  sort  of  de- 
fiant negative ;  threw  down  the  brush,  took 
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up  his  hat,  and  sauntered  out  into  the  heart 
of  Rome. 

There  is  something  singularly  relaxing  in 
the  atmosphere  here.  For  the  first  day  you 
are  all  excitement.  You  lie  down  to  sleep. 
You  sleep  and  sleep  and  sleep  as  if  you 
never  would  awaken;  and  then  when  you 
do  waken,  you  only  do  it  in  half.  You 
seem  to  be  never  thoroughly  awake  in 
Rome.  So  it  was  with  Murietta  this  morn- 
ing. He  looked  over  the  fields  of  action, 
remembered  perfectly  well  what  had  been 
his  plans  the  day  before,  and  wondered 
why  he  was  now  so  dull  and  indifferent. 
He  began  to  despise  himself. 

This  man's  nature  was  contradictory. 
That  is,  he  was  not  always  alike  by  a  great 
deal.  To-day  he  was  all  impetuosity — all 
passion ;  to-morrow  he  might  be  all  repose, 
all  peace. 

He  was  as  sudden  and  stormy  at  times 
as  a  mountain  flood  of  Mexico ;  he  also  was 
as  suddenly  exhausted.  To-day  the  tide 
was  out,  the  flood  had  exhausted  its  force, 
and  the  man  was  dull  and  indifferent  in 
body  and  in  mind. 
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Still  he  resolved  to  go  on  to  Spain,  and 
plunge  into  the  war  as  he  had  first  proposed 
on  leaving  Naples.  He  tried  to  laugh  at 
the  enigmatical  position  of  the  Countess 
Edna,  and  by  so  doing  come  to  despise 
her.  The  remembrance  of  her  pitiful  face 
brought  tears  to  his  eyes. 

Then  he  recalled  the  scorn  of  the  lady 
on  the  pier  of  St.  Paul  by  the  sea  at  Naples. 
After  all,  did  she  really  know  him?  he 
asked  himself.  Might  it  not  have  been 
that  she  took  him  for  one  of  the  thousand 
tourists  met  at  every  turn,  a  stranger? 

"Yes,"  he  answered,  "and  that  rapa- 
cious bovine  mentioned  in  the  nursery 
tale,  and  so  often  alluded  to  by  doubting 
Thomas's,  might  have  devoured  the  grind- 
ing stone.  But  it  is  not  at  all  probable 
that  she  did." 

Then  he  laughed  to  himself  and  thought, 
"  No,  no ;  whatever  others  may  do  I  will 
not  cheat  myself." 

He  quickened  his  pace,  and  soon  stood 
before  a  dingy  old  palace,  bearing  above 
its  portal  the  banner  and  crest  of  Spain. 

The  porter  limped  upstairs,  bowing  all 
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the  time  and  looking  back  and  showing  his 
teeth  in  the  friendliest  fashion  to  Marietta, 
for  besides  the  card  he  bore  also  a  little 
five-franc  note. 

The  porter  limped  down,  like  a  robin  of 
a  fi-osty  morning,  on  one  leg;  and  Marietta 
went  up. 

The  secretary  of  legation  received  him 
in  that  most  obsequious  manner  peculiar 
to  all  men  in  subordinate  positions  in  the 
Latin  countries.  He  would  scarcely  be 
seated  in  his  presence. 

"But  I  wish  to  see  his  excellency  the 
Minister  of  Spain  to  the  Court  of  Italy.'* 

"  But  his  excellency — his  excellency  is 
— not — is  not — Really,  Signor  Murietta,  it 
is  but  two  o'clock." 

"  And  at  what  time  can  I  hope  to  have 
my  card  sent  to  his  excellency?" 

"  Well,  really,  we  rise  early  here  in 
Rome.  At  home  you  know  we  rise  at 
four;  here  his  excellency  kindly  sacrifices 
himself  to  the  cares  of  office  and  the  for- 
tunes of  his  country,  and  may  be  seen  as 
early  as  three  o'clock." 

The  polite  clerk  bowed  as  he  said  this — 
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bowed  very  low  and  very  profoundly,  and 
shut  his  eyes  and  held  his  breath  at  the 
very  mention  of  such  a  sacrifice  on  the 
part  of  a  high-born  Spaniard.  The  secre- 
tary was  perfectly  certain  that  this  was 
the  liveliest  Spaniard  and  the  widest  awake 
Spaniard  in  all  Europe. 

"  I  will  wait/'  said  Murietta  at  last,  and 
began  to  roll  a  cigarette. 

"  Good,  good,  that  is  best ;  you  are  the 
first  here ;  you  will  certainly  be  the  first  to 
see  his  excellency  by  right  of  priority — to 
say  nothing  of  your  name." 

Murietta  bowed.  The  secretary  rolled  a 
cigarette,  lighted  it,  put  it  in  his  mouth, 
and  blew  it  out  in  smoke  through  his  nose; 
as  if  his  nose  was  a  sort  of  double-barrelled 
shot  gun  to  be  loaded  up  with  paper  and 
discharged  with  smoke. 

Then  there  was  a  silence.  Through  the 
smoke  Murietta  saw  that  the  coat  of  the 
kind  secretary  was  literally  threadbare. 
The  furniture  was  so  poor  it  was  reduced 
in  many  cases  to  perfect  skeletons.  There 
was  a  sofa  standing  on  three  legs  like  a 
poor  broken-down  horse.     It  looked  as  if 
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it  had  been  led  and  was  standing  before 
the  door  of  the  soap  factory,  waiting  to  be 
knocked  on  the  head  and  cut  into  chunks, 
and  boiled  into  jelly  and  converted  into 
cakes  of  first-class  fashionable  Windsor 
soap.  The  curtains  were  of  another  cen- 
tury. The  carpet  looked  as  if  it  had  been 
marched  over  by  the  iron  feet  of  Time  for 
a  thousand  years.  The  secretary  was  in- 
deed very  poor;  therefore  he  tried  to  be 
very  agreeable. 

He  loaded  his  mouth  with  paper  again, 
touched  a  match  to  the  fuse,  and  turning 
round  toward  Murietta  fired  his  double- 
barrelled  shot-gun  right  at  his  breast. 
Murietta  too  had  loaded  up,  and  elevating 
his  nose  gave  the  secretary  as  good  as  he 
had  sent.  Then  they  both  loaded  up  again ; 
and  the  innocent  duel  went  on  till  the 
dusty  old  clock  began  to  point  toward 
the  time  when  his  excellency  would  allow 
a  card  to  be  sent  into  his  presence. 

"  Rome  is  filling  up  rapidly,"  observed 
the  secretary. 

"Ah!" 

"Yes,  yes.  Rome  you  see  is  a  great 
bowl — a  great  basin.     Rome   is    set  out 
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here  like  a  tub  under  the  great  heavens. 
Well,  it  rains;  and  Rome  fills  up.  No? 
You  do  not  catch  my  figure?  Well,  look 
here.  Rome  has  a  great  wall,  a  great 
round  wall ;  that  wall  suggests  the  rim  of 
a  basin  or  bowl.  Good.  Now  it  rains; 
that  is,  you  people,  you  travellers,  you 
pour  into  Rome.  You  rain  down  upon  us. 
Ha !  ha !  You  fill  us  up  Kke  a  flood.  Ha ! 
ha!  Now  you  understand?  You  see — " 
and  here  the  secretary  bowed  over  toward 
the  artist  as  if  about  to  tell  a  great  secret — 
"  you  see  I  have  written  novels.  I  owe, 
in  fact  and  in  confidence,  I  owe  my  position 
here,  as  secretary  of  legation  of  the — 
of  the — of — of  Spain! — to  the  fact  that 
I  was  once  a  novelist — well,  men  who 
write  novels  fall  into  a  habit  of  using 
these  figures,  and — and  you  will  pardon 
me. 

A  profound  bow,  and  then  a  silence. 
Then  the  guns  were  loaded,  fired;  and 
still  his  excellency  did  not  appear. 

"  Spain  certainly  is  not  in  need  of  my 
help  if  her  minister  has  so  much  time  for 
repose,''  mused  Murietta,  and  he  began  to 
be  terribly  bored. 
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"  Yes,  Rome  is  filling  up.  You  can  go 
out-I  go  out  of  a  morning,  and  I  put 
my  finger  on  the  rim  of  the  basin— that 
is,  the  wall — ^and  I  say,  *  She  filled  up  that 
much  last  night.'  Then  I  walk  down 
the  Corso,  and  I  note  the  density  of 
the  crowd  there,  and  I  say,  'Ah,  how  it 
did  rain  yesterday  and  all  last  night!* 
I  go  up  to  the  basin's  rim,  and  I  reach 
my  hand,  and  I  say,  *  it  is  so  high.'  Ha ! 
ha!  Rome  will  soon  be  full  up  to  the 
top  of  the  basin's  rim,  and  then  she  will 
pour  over  and  spill  out,  and  people  will 
flow  on  in  a  sort  of  river  to  Egypt  and  on 
to  Palestine.  And  so  it  goes  on,  and  so  it 
will  continue  to  go  on  for  years,  centuries, 
long  after  you  and  I  have  gone  the  great, 
great  journey." 

The  secretary  stopped,  wiped  his  eyes, 
and  waited  for  the  artist  to  answer.  But 
Murietta  meant  business  rather  than  sen- 
timent, and  he  sat  silent,  still  waiting  for 
the  great  minister. 

"  But  the  great  balls,  receptions,  court, 
and  all  that,  do  not  commence  just  yet — 
they  will  not  be  until  the  princess  and  the 
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beauty  of  ths  city,  Miss  Annette  B.,  return 
from  Naples." 

The  kind  secretary  sprang  up  in  alarm. 
If  he  had  struck  the  artist  in  the  face  he 
could  not  have  startled  him  more  than  he 
did  by  the  mention  of  this  name.  But  it 
was  only  momentary. 

'*Pray  pardon  me,  I  am  nervous  this 
morning.  Worn  from  travel  and  not  strong, 
never  strong  now,  and — and — Yes,  yes.  I 
have  seen  this  lady,  Miss  Annette  B.,  but 
do  not  know  her.  I  do  not  know  \ev  at  all. 
She  does  not  know  me.  Does  she  then 
live  in  Rome?'* 

The  kind-hearted  secretary  and  novelist 
sat  down,  and  bowing  again,  began  to  roll 
another  cigarette,  preparatory  to  telling  all 
he  knew  of  Miss  Annette  B. 

"  Yes — oh  yes,  the  lady  lives  in  Rome. 
You  go  up  the  Corso  towards  the  Capito- 
line.  Near  the  farther  end  you  come  upon 
great  palaces,  the  finest  old  palaces  in  all 
Rome.  Well,  on  the  left  hand,  just  before 
you  come  to  the  palace  of  the  Cardinal 
Bonaparte — which  is  on  the  right — you 
will  see,  opening  from  the  Corso,  a  pretty 
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court.  This  court  is  a  sort  of  drive,  a 
place  where  you  turn  your  carriage  or 
your  horses,  show  off  the  points  of  your 
courser  as  your  lady  leans  from  the  iron 
balcony,  and  from  a  safe  distance  listens 
and  calls  back  little  replies.  Well,  this 
court  is  set  all  around  with  bushes,  briars, 
lilies,  roses,  in  season  and  out  of  season. 
It  is  a  sort  of  paradise.  You  can  see  it 
from  the  Corso  any  time  you  pass-that  is, 
every  time  between  twelve  and  twelve, 
when  the  great  gates  are  not  shut.  Yes,  a 
sort  of  paradise,  and  there  lives  the  one 
fair  woman  of  Rome." 

"  The  one  fair  woman  of  the  world," 
almost  groaned  the  artist,  for  now  he  saw 
how  immeasurably  she  was  above  him  and 
how  hopeless  was  his  love. 

"  Rome  would  not  be  Rome  without 
her,"  continued  the  secretary. 

"  The  world  would  not  be  the  world 
without  her,"  thought  Murietta,  and  yet  he 
was  perfectly  certain  that  he  hated  her. 

"  Ah  I "  thought  he,  ''  if  she  had  only 
proved  to  be  poor.  If  she  had  only  been 
an  artist,  an  artist's  daughter,  a  soldier's 
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daughter — anything  I  had  her  life  led  upon 
any  ground  at  all  where  our  souls  might 
meet  with  understanding,  then  it  had  been 
better  for  me,  and  I  should  have  hoped. 
Now  I  am  perfectly  certain  she  knew  me. 
Her  companions  are  princesses ;  her  home 
is  a  palace.  I  shall  never  see  her  any 
!  more.  Curse  that  indolent  minister  !  " 
^  The  secretary  loaded  up  again,  Murietta 
1  did  the  same,  and  the  double-barrelled 
-  guns  were  fired  right  in  each  other's  faces, 
but  at  a  good  distance,  and  the  duel  did  no 
further  harm  than  giving  the  room  the  ap- 
;  pearance  of  having  inhaled  a  breath  of 
London  fog. 

"  Then  she  is  an  Italian  ? '' 

"  Bless  me,  no." 

"Ah,  I  remember  now  you  told  me — 
Spanish?  " 

"  Spanish  ?  I  told  you  no  such  thing.  I 
only  wish  she  was.  She  would  be  an 
honour  even  to  his  excgllency  the  Minister 
of  Spain."  Here  the  secretary  bowed  pro- 
foundly again,  again  shut  his  eyes,  and 
again  caught  his  breath. 

"  Then  she  is — " 
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"  American." 

^  The'devil !  " 

"  Ah,  but  she  is,  and  the  rarest  of  the 
race.  You  find  her  name,  or  the  name  of 
her  family,  in  every  decade  of  the  country's 
history  for  centuries  back.  And,  do  you 
know,  she  herself  is  not  without  a  history?  " 

Murietta  rolled  a  cigarette,  put  it  to  his 
lips,  touched  a  match,  and  shot  it  through 
his  nose  in  a  single  breath.  He  twisted  up 
another  in  an  instant,  put  it  between  his 
teeth,  touched  it  off,  and  blew  out  a  hurri- 
cane of  smoke  before  him.  From  behind 
this  barricade,  which  hung  there  as  a  sort 
of  defence  against  whatever  arrows  the 
good  secretary  might  innocently  aim  at 
his  breast,  he  said : 

"  Tell  me — ^tell  me  all  you  know." 

"  Well,  as  to  that,  I  know  but  little,  save 
the  fact  that  she  has  a  history.  This  his- 
tory— ^mind  you,  I  did  not  say  I  knew  the 
history;  I  only  said  she  had  a  history. 
That  is  all  I  know — that  is  all,  perhaps, 
that  the  secretary  of  the  Spanish  Legation 
has  a  right  to  know." 

And  here  the  cautious  novelist  looked  up 
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at  the  clock,  rose  hastily,  pulled  at  a  bell 
till  he  pulled  a  small  boy  in  lace  and  but- 
tons into  his  presence,  handed  a  card  to 
the  small  boy  in  lace  and  buttons,  and  went 
on — 

"  She  has  herself  been  in  battle  time  and 
again." 

Murietta  half  rose  out  of  his  chair. 

"  Yes,  it  is  said  that  on  one  great  occa- 
sion she  saved  a  great  battle  to  her  section 
of  the  sundered  country,  and  won  the  love 
and  eternal  admiration  of  all  the  State." 

"  Ah,  then,  there  is  blood  in  her  veins — 
there  is  fire  in  her  blood — there  is — " 

The  minister  entered  with  a  cigarette  in 
full  smoke.  He  was  a  small,  fat  man,  and 
moved  slowly  and  with  a  great  deal  of  im- 
portance. He  puffed  away  like  a  little 
steamboat  against  a  hard  stream,  and  fairly 
blew  sparks  from  his  smoke-stack  as  he 
pulled  and  puffed  at  his  cigarette. 

"  Yes,  Signor  Murietta  shall  have  letters 
to  my  Mend  the  comandante  at  Barcelona. 
He  is  my  very  dear  friend,  and  will  do  all 
he  can  for  you.  Mr.  Secretary,  you  will 
draw  up  letters  to  that  effect." 
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The  ministtT  filled  a  chair,  after  first  ex- 
amining its  legs,  and  back,  and  arms.  He 
shut  his  eyes,  rested,  reflected,  rolled  a 
cigarette,  looked  up  to  the  ceiling,  and  went 
on — 

"  But  you  see  you  cannot  get  into  Bar- 
celona now.  Besides,  you  must  be  pre- 
pared not  to  find  my  friend  in  command. 
The  truth  is,  the  Government  is  very  active, 
and  it  removes  its  leaders  every  few  days. 
They  want  new  blood,  you  see.  No,  you 
■^  cannot  get  into  Barcelona  now.  You  had 
better  go  to  Madrid  at  once.  I  have  sent 
a  great  many  gentlemen  to  Madrid." 

'*  And  what  can  I  do  at  Madrid  ?  " 

"  What  can  you  do  ?  Why  wait,  as  the 
others  do.  As  fast  as  the  officers  are  killed 
off",  vacancies  occur.  You  sit  down  there ; 
you  wait  your  turn.  If  the  war  keeps  on, 
in  a  few  years  at  furthest  you  will  find 
yourself  at  the  head  of  your  regiment." 

"  I  prefer  to  go  to  Barcelona.  When  can 
I  have  my  letters?  " 

"  Oh,  in  a  week  at  furthest ;  and  if  you 
are  in  great  haste  to  depart,  my  secretary 
can  have  them  placed  in  your  hands  within 
s  day  or  two." 
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Murietta  bowed  before  this  little  man, 
this  decrepit  representative  of  a  decrepit 
government  in  the  decrepit  chair,  and 
shaking  the  hand  of  the  secretary,  went  out 
thoroughly  disgusted,  and  perfectly  certain 
that  he  had  no  business  in  Spain. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 


DOWH  THE  TIBEE. 


,  H  Y  he  went  straight  to  the  Corso 
and  took  that  end  of  it  leading 
towards  the  Capitoline,  Murictta 
would  not  even  have  confessed  to  himself. 

He  soon  came  to  the  great  pakcos,  passed 
on  up  the  street  among  the  crowds  of 
people  sauntermg  along  in  the  middle  of 
the  street,  as  in  all  Italian  towns,  without 
regard  to  the  pavement,  and  jierfectly  fear- 
less of  the  slow  coaches  and  carriages  that 
moved  good-naturedly  through  the  crowd, 
and  saw  the  open  court  leading  into  the 
great  palace,  as  described  by  the  secretary. 
He  lifted  his  hat,  walked  on  past,  turned 
on  his  heel,  walked  back  again,  again  lifted 
his  hat,  crossed  the   street,    stood    there. 
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looked  a  long  time  at  the  imposing  palace, 
and  then  walked  on  towards  the  Capitoline. 

"  It  is  utterly  impossible.  Not  only  that, 
but  it  is  idiotic  to  entertain  the  thought  of 
such  a  thing.  I  am  tired.  I  have  worked, 
and  fought,  and  travelled,  and  done  much 
for  others — ^little  for  myself.  I  will  sit 
down  and  rest.  I  will  step  aside,  let  the 
world  go  by,  and  watch  its  actions.  Doing 
nothing  myself,  bearing  no  part  in  the  play, 
no  interest  in  it,  no  care  further  than  to  be 
amused,  I  will  laugh  at  its  mistakes,  and 
mock  at  its  calamities." 

So  mused  Murietta  as  he  walked  on  to- 
ward the  Capitoline.  He  went  there  as  a 
wild  beast  would  have  gone  under  the  same 
circumstances. 

Turn  a  herd  of  wild  cattle  into  a  field ; 
they  all  run  at  once,  bellowing,  to  the 
highest  part  of  the  field,  to  take  a  look  at 
their  surroundings.  A  -wild  deer  in  a  park, 
antelopes,  and  all  sorts,  will  do  precisely 
the  same  thing.  A  bear  will  climb  the 
stoutest  tree.  A  wolf  will  sit  down  on  the 
highest  place  he  can  find,  and  howl  all  night. 

At  the  base  of  the  broad  step  you  will 
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see,  to  the  right,  and  in  fact  almost  at  your 
shoulder,  for  it  is  mounted  on  the  end  of 
the  balustrade,  a  tiger  in  blue  marble. 
Mount  these  steps,  crossing  to  the  other 
side,  and  you  will  find  there  the  little  she- 
wolf,  a  harmless  kind  of  coyote,  no  bigger 
than  a  sheep-dog,  and  quite  as  innocent. 
It  is  the  wonder  of  the  dozens  of  little  boys 
for  ever  climbing  up  and  leaning  over  the 
balustrade.  It  is  under  the  eye  of  a  hand- 
some policeman,  with  a  sword  by  his  side, 
mounted  by  a  bronze  figure  of  the  she-wolf 
of  old  and  her  twins,  and  in  a  cocked  hat 
with  a  perfect  storm  of  red  cock's  feathers, 
and  it  is  kept  at  the  city's  expense. 

There  are  the  mighty  marble  figures  of 
Castor  and  Pollux,  found  aft^r  a  thousand 
years,  broken  up  and  in  bits,  beneath  a 
ruined  palace.  They  are  looking  straight 
down  upon  the  she-wolf,  and  stand  beside 
their  great  marble  horses  in  Une  with  "him 
who  first  showed  his  imperial  successors 
the  road  to  heaven."  There  is  the  museum 
to  the  left  where  the  "  Djdng  Gladiator" 
and  the  hideous  old  brass  wolf— 

'^  The  thnnder-Btricken  nurse  of  Borne/' 
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are  kept,  and  from  that  high  balcony  over- 
looking all  Rome,  the  new  king  proclaimed 
his  presence  and  authority  to  the  people  of 
Rome. 

A  mighty  mounted  figure  in  bronze, 
Marcus  Aurelius,  long  thought  to  be  Con- 
stantine,  stands  in  the  centre  of  the  stony 
square  that  tops  the  Capitoline,  and  a 
fountain  pours  from  a  group  of  grand  and 
imposing  marbles  to  the  left. 

Murietta  passed  these,  climbed  the  steps 
to  the  right,  passed  under  a  high  arch, 
through  a  long  passage  into  a  narrow,  dirty 
street,  read  the  sign  which  some  enter- 
prising rascal  had  put  up  at  the  entrance 
to  a  garden : 

"  This  is  the  entrance  to  the  Tarpeian  Rocky  ^ 

— and  passed  on  down  a  flight  of  steps  to 
a  narrow  street  running  along  the  side  of  a 
steep  hill. 

A  pretty  Roman  woman  was  standing 
on  the  steps,  with  a  little  boy  in  a  cap 
which  showed  that  he  belonged  to  the  new 
schools  established  by  the  Government. 
This  woman  had  a  pleasant  face.     The  boy 
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was  perfectly  beautiful.     There  was  a  sign 
over  the  door. 

"  You  have  apartments  to  let?" 

"  Yes,  signor." 

"Can  I  see  them?" 

The  woman  lifted  her  brows  a  little. 
No  doubt  she  was  thinking,  "  This  man  has 
committed  a  crime  and  wishes  to  hide. 
What  else  could  bring  him  to  this  part  of 
the  town  ?" 

Then  she  said — 

"  Will  you  so  honour  me?" 

And  leading  the  way  she  climbed  two 
flights  of  stairs,  pushed  open  a  door,  passed 
into  a  little  hall  with  a  fine  view  of  St. 
Peter's  and  Monte  Mario  from  the  window, 
to  the  north,  and  then  opening  a  door  to 
the  south  side  of  the  hall,  bade  the  artist 
enter. 

A  brick  floor,  the  least  bit  of  crazy  fur- 
niture. It  was  a  cell.  There  was  a  bed- 
room adjoining.  A  little  iron  bedstead,  a 
stand,  a  chair,  a  rush  mat  to  protect  the 
feet  from  the  dusty  bricks  as  you  got  in 
and  out  of  bed,  and  that  was  all. 

While  they  talked  of  the  views  from  the 
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windows,  the  fine  air,  and  all  that,  a  sister 
came  and  stood  by  the  side  of  the  pretty 
matronly  Roman  woman.  Then  as  they 
talked  of  bed  and  board  another  sister  came 
and  stood  in  the  room.  Then  he  asked  the 
price.  As  he  did  so  another  pretty  Roman 
gu'l,  with  curls  all  about  her  face,  came  in, 
and  stood  and  looked  in  silence  with  her 
great  chestnut  eyes  on  the  stranger. 

This  charmed  him.  This  would  not  be 
a  cheerless  home  at  all.  He  could  buy 
carpets  and  get  a  heater  for  the  rooms,  and 
from  this  lofty  look-out  watch  the  world 
go  by,  and  laugh  when  he  could  and  weep 
when  he  must. 

He  counted  down  the  fifty  francs  for  a 
month,  and  was  perfectly  content.  The 
pretty  girls  began  to  arrange  the  rooms  as 
he  directed,  and  to  laugh  like  so  many 
fountains  as  they  moved  about. 

Returning  to  his  hotel,  he  was  about  to 
enter  a  cab  to  return  to  his  lodgings,  when 
the  formidable  woman,  the  special  corre- 
spondent in  gold  spectacles,  stretched  out 
her  bony  arm  as  a  sort  of  barrier.  \ 

"And  you  are  going?" 
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"  Going." 

"  Where,  where  ?  The  world,  papers  I 
represent,  will  wish  to  know  where," 

"  Down  the  Tiber." 

"  Ah,  down  the  Tiber,  down  the  Tiber. 
Now  we  shall  have  some  famous  pictures 
to  be  called  *  Views  on  the  Tiber.'  Am  I 
not  correct?  Yes,  yes,  I  will  so  state  it  in 
my  next." 

And  as  Murietta  climbed  into  the  cab 
she  whipped  out  a  note-book,  scribbled  a 
second,  and  then,  as  if  fearing  he  would 
escape,  threw  out  the  long  arm  again, 
clutched  his  leg,  and  held  him  fast. 

"  You  will  not  forget  my  plan  for  ship- 
ping pictures  to  America.  My  plan  is,  you 
remember,  to  establish  a  regular  line  of 
ships  for  taking  pictures  regularly  every 
month  from  Rome  to  the  States.  That 
will  giv^  room  for  our  American  artists  to 
work.  That  will  encourage  them.  It  will 
encourage  you,  will  it  not  ?  Only  fancy,  a 
shipload  of  pictures  every  month!  That 
will  keep  at  least  half  of  the  American 
artists  in  steady  work.  Think  of  it,  think 
of  it!     It  is  Ja  great  humanitarian  move- 
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ment,  A  thought,  it  is,  worthy  of  yourself. 
In  fact,  in  my  next  I  shall  so  state  it. 
That  will  give  it  more  weight;  perhaps 
that  will  get  the  matter  before  Congress 
— ^get  a  subsidy — in  fact,  make  a  fortune. 
Think  of  it,  think  of  it !  It  will  pay ;  I  tell 
you  it  will  pay.  Besides  the  pictures  we 
would  ship  statuary.  The  statuary  would 
serve  for  ballast  to  the  ship.  We  could 
ballast  every  ship  with  statuary  by  Ameri- 
can artists.  That  would  also  give  room 
for,  and  employment  to,  the  American 
sculptors.  Think  of  it,  think  of  it !  It  is 
valuable,  worthy  of  your  co-operation.  It 
will  pay,  it  will  pay.  Pictures  and  marble, 
marble  and  pictures,  by  the  shipload." 

The  fearful  woman  here  whipped  out  her 
note-book  again,  and  began  to  write.  The 
little  actor  on  the  box,  who  had  seen  all 
this  and  understood,  though  he  did  not 
understand  a  word,  now  let  oflf  his  double 
string  of  fire-crackers,  and  while  the  fearful 
woman  clutched  after  Murietta  and  still 
called  out  that  it  would  ''  pay,"  he  drove 
from  under  the  shadow  of  the  ''Angleterre," 
and  into  the  Via  Montenare  by  the  Theatre 
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of  Marcellus.  Here  Murietta  handed  his 
actor  with  the  fire-crackers  a  franc,  gave 
his  trunk  into  the  hands  of  a  man  who  sat 
there  mending  chairs,  and,  mounting  the 
rough  steps  that  led  up  under  the  shadow 
of  the  Tarpeian  Rock,  was  soon  inside  his 
cell,  looking  down  at  the  world,  watching 
it,  and  trying  to  kugh. 

He  fell  to  thinking  in  spite  of  himself, 
and  when  the  pretty  Roman  girl  brought 
him  his  tea,  and  only  roused  him  by 
touching  his  shoulder  and  telling  him 
his  toast  would  get  cold,  he  rose  up  in  a 
sort  of  stupor.  He  went  to  the  window, 
looked  out  on  the  Theatre  of  Marcellus,  up 
and  away  across  the  Tiber  to  the  dome  of 
St.  Peter's,  then  turned  to  the  pretty  girl, 
and,  remembering  that  he  had  come  there 
to  be  cheerful,  tried  to  laugh.  The  pretty 
Roman  girl  shook  her  head,  opened  her 
eyes  very  wide,  looked  at  the  artist  side- 
ways, and  then  went  out. 

The  four  sisters  grouped  their  pretty 
heads  together  and  shook  their  curls  doubt- 
ingly,  for  the  prettiest  one  had  told  them 
that  when  the  man  laughed  there  were 
ears  in  his  eyes. 


CHAPTER    XIV. 


NEW  ANTIQUITIES. 


|OWEVER  much  Marietta  pro- 
fessed to  like  his  tower  on — or 
rather  under  —  the  Tarpeian 
Rock,  and  however  much  he  tried  to  per- 
suade himself  that  it  was  just  what  he 
wanted  and  that  he  was  just  where  he 
ought  to  be,  and  that  he  was,  finally,  very- 
philosophic  and  perfectly  happy,  he  certainly 
was  very  miserable. 

Gaze  as  he  would  from  his  window  out 
on  the  fresh  green  trees  that  topped  the 
Palatine  Hill  just  visible  over  the  lower    \ 
end  of  the  Capitoline,  he  kept  all  the  time     ( 
thinking  of  her.     Do  what  he  might,  turn     - 
where  he  would  through  the  labyrinths  of 
old  Rome  where  the  Jews  had  been  penned 


210  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

up  for  a  thousand  years,  and  where  Time 
had  sat  down  in  a  hopeless  siege  before  old 
tufa-built  battlements — he  all  the  time  saw 
that  one  woman,  and  thought  of  her  and 
only  her.  He  had  thought  of  her  all  his 
life.  But  then  he  had  thought  of  her  with 
hope.     Now  it  was  only  with  despair. 

How  different  all  things  seemed ! 

Hope  is  high.  All  life,  all  things,  glit- 
ter in  the  sun ;  and  the  world  goes  by  as 
to  the  march  of  music.  When  Hope  lies 
down  and  dies,  then  it  is  night.  You  can- 
not move;  you  cannot  see.  You  want  to 
curse,  and  die  too. 

Yet  this  man  was  not  altogether  a  child 
in  his  weakness.  He  made  strong  eflforts 
to  rally.  Like  an  old  Greek  thrown  down 
in  battle,  he  would  still  fight,  still  endea- 
vour to  rise,  to  throw  off  the  weight  that 
was  crushing  him,  and  go  on  to  the  end,  if 
only  to  see  what  that  end  might  be.  He 
would  wait  for  the  to-morrows  as  they 
should  come  filing  by  in  line  one  after  the 
other,  if  only  to  see  what  they  had  to  give. 

He  had  the  two  little  cells  carpeted,  and 
this  gave  them  a  more  cheerful  face.    There 
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was  no  stove,  no  fireplace ;  what  was  to  be 
done  ? 

He  spoke  to  the  pretty  padrona. 

"Ah  no;  there  are  no  stoves  or  fire-; 
places  in  all  this  part  of  Rome." 

"  But  what  am  I  to  do  for  a  fire  ?  the 
nights  begin  to  grow  chill  ?  " 

"  I  will  show  you." 

She  tripped  out  under  her  great  folds  of 
rich  black  hair,  and  brought  in  a  little 
earthen  pot  with  a  handle  bent  over  the 
top  like  a  flower-basket,  and  held  it  up 
warm  and  glowing  with  its  little  handful  of 
burning  charcoal. 

"  There !  that  is  the  Roman  fireplace. 
See  here !  "  She  stepped  to  the  bed-room, 
threw  back  the  blankets,  parted  the  sheets, 
and  ran  the  smooth  glazed  bottom  of  the 
little  basket  of  burning  coal  over  the 
sheets. 

She  held  it  up  again.  "  See !  Here  we 
set  the  tea-pot ;  there  we  boil  our  kettle ; 
here  we  broil  the  meat ;  here  we  warm  our 
hands.  This  is  fireplace,  parlour-stove, 
cook-stove,  and  warming-pan." 

She  held  the  little   basket   of   fire  up 
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admiringly,  and  then  handed  it  to  Marietta, 
who  set  it  down  in  the  middle  of  his  little 
parlour,  and  soon  felt  the  room  grow  warm 
and  comfortable.  The  pretty  Roman  woman 
looked  in  through  the  half-opened  door,  as 
he  sat  there  warming  his  hands  and  won- 
dering at  this  primitive  contrivance,  and 
laughed.  Not  knowing  what  else  to  do, 
Murietta  laughed  also. 

"  What  a  singular  man  ! "  thought  the 
little  head  as  it  moved  away  under  the  great 
folds  of  midnight  hair.  And  then  she 
tripped  away  downstairs  singing  an  opera 
as  she  went. 

There  was  a  gentle  tap  at  the  bed-room 
door  at  ten  in  the  morning. 

"  Avanti !  " 

The  door  pushed  open;  a  pretty  little 
Roman  woman  entered  with  a  little  tray 
held  high  up,  as  it  is  always  held  in  Italy ; 
and  she  bowed  and  smiled  and  blushed  and 
then  laughed  like  a  schoolgirl. 

There  was  a  little  steaming  pot  of  tea,  a 
roll  of  bread,  and  a  little  platter  of  butter. 
She  wheeled  up  a  little  stand  by  the  bed- 
side, set  her  tray  there,  and  all  the  time 
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talking  in  a  light  laughing  way,  she  seemed 
to  fill  the  whole  house  with  sunshine. 

Murietta  was  delighted ;  he  rose  up  like 
a  bolstered  invalid,  poured  out  the  steam- 
ing tea,  broke  bread,  and  as  the  pretty 
little  woman  stood  by  under  her  storm  of 
black  hair,  he  said,  "  Dolce  far  niente^^^  and 
laughed  also. 

And  then  he  looked  at  this  woman's 
dress,  this  pretty  woman  who  stood  by  his 
bedside  waiting  to  serve  him,  or  rather  he 
looked  at  her  want  of  dress,  and  was 
amazed.  Good  gracious !  Her  arms  were 
bare  almost  to  the  shoulders.  Her  shoulders 
were  bare  almost  to  anywhere.  She  was 
hardly  dressed  at  all.  The  dress  across 
her  bosom  reached  and  tiptoed  and  tried 
hard  to  get  up  and  hide  her  beauty,  but  in 
vain.  The  truth  is,  she  was  dressed  almost 
as  scantily  as  a  belle  at  a  fashionable  ball- 
room. And  yet  she  did  not  blush  or  seem 
ashamed. 

"  Ah  yes,  she  had  been  to  church,  to 
mass ;  they  had  all  been  to  church.  They 
never  missed  going  to  church  on  the  Sun- 
day.    And  this  was  Sunday." 
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The  artist  rose  up,  and  went  down  the 
crooked  lane  and  down  the  crazy  stone 
steps  with  grass  springing  up  all  along 
between  the  kerbs.  He  came  to  the  Via 
Montenare.  What  a  crowd  of  people !  And 
such  people !  They  were  wild  as  Indians. 
They  were  clad  in  sheepskins  and  blue 
woollen  clothes  spun  and  woven  on  the 
primitive  looms  that  were  in  use  ere  Rome 
had  a  name  or  a  place  on  the  Palatine. 

The  tight  blue  breeches  of  the  men 
reached  down  to  the  knee.  There  they  were 
met  by  long  hose  wound  and  bound  tight 
as  drums  by  cords  and  thongs  that  showed 
the  muscle  to  a  fine  advantage.  The  feet 
were  bound  in  sandals  made  of  the  buffido 
skin.  The  hair  hung  long  and  bushy  down 
the  back  or  about  the  shoulders,  and  the 
head  was  covered  by  a  tall  bell-crowned 
hat,  with  braid,  black,  and  ornamented  by 
at  least  one  feather.  This  hat  always  sat 
jauntily  on  the  side  of  the  head,  and  you 
felt  certain  that  the  man  had  just  come 
upon  the  boards  before  you,  and  you 
always  kept  expecting  him  to  begin  to  say 
his  piece.     There  was  always  a  long  large 
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cloak  in  the  possession  of  each  of  these  wild 
actors,  but  you  could  never  see  them  wear 
them.  They  were  generally  hung  over  the 
left  shoulder,  sometimes  out  on  the  arm  as 
a  soldier  wears  a  shield.  It  is  safe  to  say 
that  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  in  any 
thousand  of  these  men  had  a  knife  up  his 
sleeve  or  down  his  leg. 

What  a  splendid  set  of  savages  they  were 
to  be  sure ! 

Tall,  supple,  nervous,  bright-eyed  and 
restless,  they  swayed,  crowded,  pushed 
through  the  streets  together,  talked, 
laughed,  bantered  the  black-eyed  women, 
and  seemed  quite  at  home  in  the  dirty 
narrow  little  piazza  of  Montenare. 

But  these  men  never  ventured  into  the 
new  and  civilized  part  of  the  city.  Even 
where  they  were,  they  kept  close  together, 
looked  warily  at  every  man  dressed  in  the 
modern  style,  and  did  not  at  all  mix  with 
the  people  of  Rome. 

These  were  the  men  of  the  Campagna 
and  of  the  lower  Tiber.  They  poured  into 
the  city  from  seven  in  the  morning  till  two 
in  the  afternoon ;  and  then  the  tide  began 
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to  set  back.  Before  the  sun  was  down, 
there  was  not  one  of  their  number  to  be 
found  in  the  city. 

They  seemed  to  be  innumerable.     They 

filled  up  the  narrow  roads  and  streets  for 

miles  and  miles.     They  always  came  into 

the  city  by  the  gate  of  St.  Paul.      They 

would    not    enter    by    any    other.     The 

wrongs  and  oppressions  of  the  city  for  two 

thousand  years  cannot  be  forgotten.    These 

wild  men  still  beheve  that  Rome  is  Rome. 

They  cannot  understand  that  there  is  any 

law  or  obedience  to  law  in  the  city.     That 

is   the  reason  they  carry  knives  in  their 

sleeves,  and  carry  their  cloaks  on  their 

arms  like  shields,  and  always  enter  at  the 

same  gate,  and  pour  in  like  an  army  of 

barbarians  about  to  sack  the  city,  and  stick 

together  iq  a  soUd  mass,  and  always  return 

before  nightfall  and  in  a  close  body  as  they 

come. 

You  see  them  only  on  Sunday,  and  at 
these  certain  hours,  and  in  this  certain 
street,  and  under  the  dark  and  solemn 
shadows  of  the  Theatre  of  Marcellus.  If 
you  remain  up  on  the  Corso  and  in  new 
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Rome,  you  will  not  see  one  of  these  people 
in  a  life-time. 

Sometimes  as  they  enter  you  will  see  a 
woman  in  the  mass  laden  down  with  pro- 
duce for  traffic,  and  you  will  see  also  hun- 
dreds of  little  mules  and  asses  moving  along 
with  only  their  legs  below  and  their  ears 
above,  visible  from  out  the  load  of  fruit  or 
vegetables  being  borne  into  the  city  for  sale. 
But  the  men,  like  the  true  Indians,  refuse 
to  bear  loads.  They  step  high  and  free, 
their  heads  thrown  back  as  if  they  walked 
the  stage  and  were  about  to  act  a  tragedy ; 
their  hands  are  on  their  knives ;  their  shields 
are  on  their  arms. 

As  they  return,  you  will  see  every  ass 
and  every  mule  loaded  with  bread.  All  the 
bread  for  miles  and  miles  around  the  city, 
is  baked  in  Rome. 

This  bread  for  the  peasants  is  black  and 
ugly  and  sour.  It  is  baked  in  a  hoop  or 
circle,  a  hole  in  the  centre  like  a  grinding- 
stone.  Through  this  hole  a  rope  is  passed, 
and  twenty,  thirty,  forty  cakes  are  strung 
together,  and  then  swung  around  the  neck 
of  a  mule  or  over  a  woman's  shoulders. 
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There  is  nothing  in  Rome  or  out  of  Rome 
so  wild,  so  picturesque,  so  interesting,  as 
this  herd  of  half-tamed  people  pouring  out 
of  Rome  on  their  way  to  their  little  huts 
and  their  homes  in  caves  and  old  ruins, 
away  out  on  the  desolated  and  desert-Uke 
Campagna.  Where  did  these  people  come 
from?  Who  are  they,  and  what  will  they 
accomplish?  Is  this  the  blood  of  Brutus 
you  see  here  in  this  stern,  proud  face  ?  Is 
that  woman  in  gay  and  beautiful  colours  a 
daughter  of  Cornelia?  Did  that  man's 
fathers  found  the  city  of  London,  or  over- 
throw Jerusalem? 


CHAPTER    XV. 


B£AL  COUKTESSSS. 


|URIETTA  mused  at  his  window, 
which  took  in  a  comer  of  the 
Palatine  HilL  There  was  a 
gentle  lap  at  the  half-open  door,  and  the 
eldest  of  the  four  sisters  entered.  She 
came  in  softly,  silently,  sweetly,  as  if  she 
had  been  a  ray  of  the  Italian  sun. 

"  You  are  very  welcome.  It  is  lonesome 
here.  Sunday  is  a  busy  day  in  Rome,  and 
I  know  no  one,  and  have  nothing  to  do.'' 

He  handed  a  chair  to  the  pretty  woman 
under  the  great  tent  of  black  and  abundant 
hair,  and  she  sat  down  by  the  half-open 
door.  Then  one  of  the  other  pretty  women 
in  another  tent  of  black  and  abundant  hair 
came,  and  he  handed  her  a  chair,  and  also 
told  her  she  too  was  welcome. 
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Murietta  was  just  about  to  open  conver- 
sation, when  another  sister  entered,  and 
taking  a  proffered  chair,  sat  down  in  a  line 
just  like  the  others.  And  then  the  other 
came.  The  same  languid,  dreamy  expres- 
sion, the  same  quiet  refinement,  the  same 
action  in  all.  You  could  not  tell  them 
apart  any  more  than  you  could  separate 
them.  If  one  sister  made  her  appearance, 
you  had  as  well  set  out  the  four  chairs  all 
in  a  line  first  as  last. 

"  And  you  are  Romans?" 

The  ladies  looked  at  each  other  and 
smiled.  They  had  evidently  come  in  on 
this  Sunday  afternoon  to  see  what  manner 
of  man  this  stranger  was. 

"And  has  your  family  been  long  in 
Rome?" 

"  About  two  thousand  years.  Perhaps  a 
great  deal  more,  but  that  is  as  far  back  as 
we  can  trace  our  family  with  certainty." 

Murietta  was  a  little  disgusted.  He  had 
heard  something  very  much  like  this  before 
in  France. 

"But  you  don't  mean  to  say  that  you 
find  your  name  so  far  back  as  that?  " 
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"  It  is  simply  a  fact  which  we  have  but 
little  interest  in,  and  mth  which  we  have 
nothing  to  do,"  answered  the  elder  gently. 
*'  When  you  come  to  know  that  there  are 
beggars  in  Rome,  and  plenty  of  them  too, 
whose  fathers  are  named  in  history  as  the 
friends  or  foes  of  Caesar,  you  may  under- 
stand how  little  interest  we  take  in  the  fact 
that  our  family  has  been  known  in  Rome 
for  twenty  centuries." 

"  Then  you  are  of  the  titled  people — of 
the  old  patrician  families?" 

"  Our  family,"  gently  sighed  the  elder, 
"  was  always  one  of  rank.  Revolutions,  in- 
vasions, persecutions,  confiscations,  and  so 
on,  left  it  poor.  Not  being  fortunate 
enough  to  ever  have  a  pope  in  the  family, 
we  find  that  when  it  has  come  our  turn  to 
represent  our  house,  it  is  poor  indeed,  and 
even  its  name  is  covered  up  and  obscured 
by  newer  names  that  now  have  the  ear  of 
the  world  and  of  Rome." 

"  Then  you  ladies  are  people  of  rank?  " 
"  Countesses  in  our  own  right." 
There  was  a  touch  of  tenderness  in  the 
words  of  these  beautiful  women,  and  their 
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quiet  dignity  had  much  to  say  in  their 
favour. 

"  And  your  father?  " 

"  0  yes,  our  dear  good  father.  You  have 
not  seen  him  yet.  He  is  at  church  still,  for 
he  is  very  religious.  And  then  you  will 
not  see  him  in  the  week,  for  he  works  very 
hard,  and  comes  home  late,  and  rises  and 
goes  down  to  his  work  very  early." 

"  And  do  tell  me,  please,  what  he  finds 
to  do  in  Rome  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  makes  antiquities." 

The  black  eyes  looked  at  each  other, 
looked  across  at  Murietta,  danced  a  cotillion 
about  the  room,  and  the  elder  beauty  went 
on.  "  He  has  a  little  shop  in  the  Theatre  of 
Marcellus,  down  across  the  Via  Montenare. 
It  is  only  a  stone's  throw  distant ;  and  I  go 
with  him,  and  I  work  with  him  too,  and  I 
return  with  him.  The  good,  good  father ! 
how  kind  and  patient  he  is !  " 

The  black  eyes  danced  and  glistened 
again,  but  this  time  with  tears. 

"Antiquities?" 

"Oh  yes!  shall  I  teU  you? " 

"WiU  you  tell  me?" 
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"  Certainly ;  why  not  ?  Well,  we  make 
ancient  coins.  We  have  also  some  Etruscan 
vessels  on  hand  which  were  made  last  year ; 
but  the  best  things  to  sell  are  coins." 

"Coins?'' 

"  Yes,  old  copper  coins,  as  far  back  even 
as  the  Etruscans.  But  the  best  ones  to  sell 
are  those  of  the  Roman  Emperors.  And 
the  best  emperor  to  sell  is  Vespasian." 

"And  the  worst?" 

"The  worst  is  Nero.  I  can't  at  all 
make  it  out,  but  nobody  buys  Nero.  A 
handsome  man,  too,  he  is ;  at  least  we  make 
him  so ;  but  somehow  the  English  have  a 
prejudice  against  Nero,  and  he  will  not  sell 
at  all.  We  lost  a  great  deal  of  money  on 
Nero,  ajid  shall  probably  have  to  melt  him 
over  again  and  make  him  into  Vespasian." 

"And  how  in  Heaven's  name  do  you 
make  them  look  so  old  ?  " 

Murietta  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and 
held  up  a  coin  which  he  had  bought  that 
very  morning  from  a  wretched  old  man  who 
professed  to  have  found  it  in  a  field. 

The  ladies  looked  at  each  other  and 
laughed. 
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"  Ah,  I  see  Pietro  has  been  busy  selling 
his  wares  on  Sunday.  It  is  wrong.  That 
is  too  bad.  But  I  will  tell  you.  This  coin 
you  see  is  one  we  made  last  week.  You  will 
observe  that  it  is  very  light.  Well,  it  is 
not  copper,  but  composition,  a  kind  of 
bronze.  It  is  made  very  porous,  is  still 
malleable,  and  will  take  the  impression  of 
the  ugly  misshapen  stamp  designed  for  it. 
Now  it  is  thrown  into  boiling  oil,  then  it  is 
cast  a  moment  into  acids,  then  it  is  boiled 
in  a  kettle  of  copperas  and  other  composi- 
tion till  it  takes  on  this  ancient  coat  of 
green,  and  is  ready  for  the  market." 

"  And  you  will  make  a  fortune  at  this?" 

"  A  fortune?  We  barely  make  our  bread. 
There  is  too  much  competition.  Every  man 
may  embark  in  the  business  who  chooses. 
There  is  no  secret  among  the  trade  about 
making  these  coins  that  is  not  known  to  all, 
and  no  one  gets  any  more  than  barely  pays 
for  his  labour." 

"  And  is  it  not  dishonest?  " 

"  Dishonest  ?  Can  it  be  possible  that  the 
thousands  and  hundreds  of  thousands  who 
buy  these   coins  can  really   suspect   that 
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they  are  real  ?  Why,  they  must  know  that  / 
there  are  more  copper  coins  carried  out  of  / 
Rome  every  year  than  could  have  been 
found  at  any  time  within  the  walls  of  all 
old  Rome !  The  traveller  wants  them ;  we 
produce  them.  I  do  not  see  the  difference 
between  this  and  any  other  kind  of  manu- 
facture. If  we  thought  it  wrong  or  thought 
any  one  defrauded,  we  certainly  should  not 
follow  it.  Yet  I  do  not  see  what  else  we 
could  find  to  do  in  Rome.  It  is  a  hard, 
hard  place  for  the  poor." 

"  You  make  only  coins?  " 

"  No,  we  make  tear  bottles,  also." 

"Tear  bottles?" 

"  Yes,  and  also  a  few  Egyptian  antiqui- 
ties. But  these  do  not  sell  so  well.  We 
made  an  Egyptian  sphinx,  and  then  an 
Egyptian  cat;  but  we  had  to  melt  them 
both  up  again,  and  so  turned  them  into 
bronze  and  sold  them  for  Vespasians." 

"And  so  you  make  these  pretty  little 
tear  bottles  too?" 

"  Tear  bottles!  oh  yes!"  laughed  the 
pretty  countesses  in  their  own  right  in  a 
chorus,  and  the  great  black  eyes  danced 

1  Q 
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another  cotillion  around  the  room;  "  Yes, 
we  make  tear  bottles  thousands  and  thcm- 
sands  of  years  old.  We  sometimes  see  old 
Pietro  selling  our  newest  and  best  pattern 
of  old  tear  bottles,  and  we  stand  by,  and 
hear  the  English  purchaser  tell  just  how 
old  it  is,  the  age  in  which  it  was  cast,  the 
kind  of  foreign  workman  who  came  to 
Rome  on  purpose  to  make  it,  and  all  about 
it  fi'om  beginning  to  end — while  old  Pietro 
bows  his  head  before  such  wisdom  and 
such  knowledge  about  his  country,  and 
says  never  a  word." 

"  But  this  peculiar  glint,  this  shade,  this 
rose  and  vermilion  hue?  "  Here  Murietta 
fished  out  of  his  vest  pocket  a  little  bottle 
which  he  had  bought  that  very  day,  and 
handed  it  to  the  elder  sister.  The  ladies 
laughed  again,  and  again  the  eight  bright 
black  eyes  danced  a  cotillion  around  the 
hand  of  the  artist. — "  This  rose  hue,  I  say, 
cannot  be  counterfeited?  Glass,  I  am  told, 
only  takes  that  shade  after  it  is  buried  for 
ages  from  the  light." 

Again  the  pretty  ladies  laughed,  and 
they  all  rose  up  and  stood  in  a  row,  and 
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then  stood  around  the  artist,  who  also  rose 
up;  and  they  all  made  little  speeches  and 
all  got  quite  eloquent,  and  on  the  very 
best  possible  terms  with  the  simple  artist 
who  had  been  buying  their  wares,  which 
old  Pietro  had  been  selling  that  morning 
while  he  should  have  been  at  church. 

A  sabre  rattled  on  the  narrow  stone  step, 
and  a  door  was  heard  to  open  on  the  left 
side  of  the  stairway. 

Murietta  listened,  and  looked  inquiringly 
at  the  little  array  of  countesses. 

"Prince  Trawaska." 

"Who?" 

"  That  is  the  Prince  Trawaska,"  repeated 
the  eldest  countess,  while  the  younger  sister 
blushed  and  modestly  looked  out  of  the 
window  toward  the  Palatine  Hill.  .. 

"  Yes,  the  prince  has  taken  a  room  with 
us  along  with  Count  Paolini.  You  see  the 
prince  has  only  the  pay  of  a  captain  in  the 
Italian  army,  and  it  is  not  enough  to  keep 
a  gentleman  who  has  been  gently  reared, 
so  he  is  always  embarrassed,  and  has  come 
to  live  with  us." 

"  And  then  I  have  countesses  for  com- 
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panions  and  landladies  and  a  prince  for  my 
next-room  neighbour?" 

"  True.  But  the  prince  is  very  proud, 
and  might  not  prove  so  friendly  after  all. 
He  goes  to  Court,  and  fights  duels,  and 
drinks  wine  till  he  is  drunk,  and  in  fact 
is  a  perfect  prince  and  high-class  gentle- 
man." 

And  the  Count  Paolini?"  queried  the 
artist,  as  he  swung  his  cloak  over  his  arm 
preparatory  to  going  out. 

There  were  only  six  black  eyes  in  the 
cotillion  this  time,  for  the  two  eyes  of  one 
of  the  pretty  countesses  fell  down  and 
began  to  number  the  stripes  on  the  carpet 
as  soon  as  the  name  of  the  count  was  men- 
tioned. 

"Well,  Paolini  is  a  lieutenant,  a  fine, 
handsome  fellow,  and — ask  sister  if  he  is 
not!"  and  here  three  ladies  laughed,  and 
one  looked  down  in  silence,  the  soul  of  love 
and  of  truth. 

The  artist  threw  his  cloak  over  his 
shoulder,  and  the  four  ladies  disappeared, 
laughing,  looking  back,  lifting  their  hands, 
turning  their  heads  as  only  Italians  can. 
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just  as  if  they  had  been  playing  a  great 
piece,  and  had  been  encored  to  the  echo, 
and  were  now  modestly  trying  to  escape 
applause  and  admiration. 

Down  the  narrow  stone  stairs  that  only 
the  wind  had  swept  for  centuries,  and  fold- 
ing his  cloak  about  him,  the  artist  passed 
on  under  the  little  lamp  that  burned  in  a 
niche  in  the  wall  at  the  feet  of  the  blue 
Madonna,  and  then  down  the  rough  steps, 
and  under  the  ugly  arch  he  stood  in  the 
Via  Montenare. 

"A  prince  and  a  count  for  next-room 
neighbours.  A  count  and  a  prince,  and 
two  of  my  pretty  countesses  in  love  with 
them,  and  the  fortune  of  all  four  tied  up 
in  a  little  bag  of  brass  Vespasian  pennies. 
Well,  that  is  pretty  enough!"  mused  the 
artist,  as  he  walked  on  under  the  shadow 
of  the  Tarpeian  Rock.  "A  pretty  story  it 
would  make — and  it  means  either  romance 
or  mischief." 

Murietta  rattled  his  ancient  Vespasian 
copper  against  the  little  tear  bottle  in  his 
pocket,  and  laughed.  ''  Ha,  ha ;  I  am 
learning  the  lives  and  the  ways  in  Rome ! " 
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The  peasants  were  melting  away,  and 
flowing  like  a  flood  down  the  Tiber  and 
out  through  the  gate  of  St.  Paul. 

There  was  an  old  woman  sitting  up 
against  the  ancient  and  battle-beaten  wall 
of  the  Theatre  of  Marcellus.  She  had  a 
pair  of  scales  in  her  right  hand,  held  up 
and  out  as  if  she  was  a  sort  of  wrinkled 
ghost  of  the  ancient  figure  of  Justice.  Be- 
fore her,  on  the  ground,  sat  a  long  willow 
basket  divided  into  three  compartments.  In 
the  left-hand  compartment  were  stumps  of 
cigars  in  a  very  £air  state  of  preservation. 
In  the  middle  compartment  were  stumps 
that  had  been  trodden  on  and  flattened 
out  and  soaked  for  a  night  or  two  in  rain 
and  sewerage.  The  other  end  held  a  third, 
and  if  possible  a  still  worse  quality  of  to- 
bacco. 

"  Ah,"  grumbled  a  man  who  was  driv- 
ing a  hard  bargain  with  this  old  woman, 
"I  do  not  mind  it  so  much  if  you  sell  me 
cabbage  leaves  for  tobacco  if  they  are  only 
nice  cabbage  leaves.  But  when  you  sell 
me  cabbage  leaves  for  tobacco  and  the 
leaves  are  rotten,  then  I  do  not  like  it." 
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These   stumps   are   gathered   from  the 
streets  of  Rome   by  boys  and  girls  who 
seem  to  make  it  their  only  business.     At 
evening,  midnight,    or  morning,  you  will 
see  men  gliding  along,  bowed  over,  looking 
do\vn,  pushing  a  lamp  before  them,  groping 
under   carriages,  squeezing  themselves  in 
between  walls   and  in  the  filthiest  places 
you  can  think   of.      They  have  a  leather 
bag  by  their  side  and  they  look  like  devils. 
They  are  homeless  degraded  sons  of  the 
Caesars  picking  up  cigar  stumps  which  the 
barbarous  Briton  throws  away  in  the  street. 
Take  a  walk  or  drive  some  day  on  the 
Pincian   Hill  or   in  the  Borghese  with  a 
half-finished  cigar  in  your  teeth.     Pretty 
soon  you  will  see  the  black  eyes  of  some 
one  watching  you  from  behind  a  bust  of 
Columbus  or  Archimedes.     You  move  on, 
and  the  black  eyes  follow  you  from  tree  to 
tree,  from  bust  to  bust.     Your  carriage  is 
followed  as  a  shark  follows  a  ship  when  a 
man   is  dying.      Your   cigar   is   finished, 
thrown  aside;   the  black  eyes  follow  it,  a 
man  darts  forward,  and  it  is  scarcely  al- 
lowed to  touch  the  ground. 
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Sometimes  you  may  see  an  Italian  count 
or  a  Polish  prince  watching  that  cigar  with 
a  very  hungry  interest.  This  count  or 
this  prince,  as  the  case  may  be,  is  not  a 
merchant,  not  he !  he  would  scorn  to  do  a 
thing  so  degrading.  Still  he  often  lifts 
his  eyes  to  the  unfinished  cigar,  and  won- 
ders when  the  Western  barbarian  will  have 
done  with  it.  This  count  or  prince  is  well 
dressed.  His  clothes  may  be  a  bit  thread- 
bare. His  hat  may  have  come  into  fashion 
and  gone  out  of  fashion  for  half-a-dozen  sea- 
sons ;  yet,  for  all,  he  is  fairly  dressed,  and 
walks  with  all  the  air  of  a  gentleman,  a 
prince,  or  a  count. 

He  follows  that  burning  cigar  as  if  it  were 
a  beacon  light.  He  takes  cuts  across  the 
drive,  and  seems  to  be  looking  at  this  bed 
of  flowers,  or  admiring  that  work  of  art  in 
the  gardens  of  the  capital  of  Italy.  Yet 
his  eyes  are  lifted  patiently  to  his  beacon 
light,  and  he  watches  always  and  waits  his 
time. 

At  last  you  lean  back,  take  out  your 
cigar-case,  bite  off  the  end  of  a  new  cigar 
like  an  indolent  man  as  you  are  to  ride  in  a 
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carriage  in  Rome,  and  lighting  it  by  the 
old  stump  twirl  it  about  in  your  fingers, 
and  toss  the  stump  to  the  side  of  the  road. 

The  prince  and  the  beggar  are  face  to 
face.  But  the  prince  strides  right  ahead 
as  if  he  would  tread  upon  the  base-bom 
gatherer  of  cigar  stumps,  and  the  poor  ple- 
beian is  driven  from  his  rightful  prey  by 
the  Italian  count  or  the  Polish  prince. 

The  Polish  prince  or  the  Italian  count 
walks  straight  on,  and  looks  high  up  as  if 
he  was  reading  the  mystical  signs  on  the 
Egyptian  obelisk,  and  had  never  seen  a 
cigar  stump  in  all  his  life. 

He  is  stepping  across  the  spot  where  the 
smoke  of  a  cigar  stump  comes  stealing  up 
through  the  grass  by  the  side  of  the  drive. 
His  eyes  are  still  on  the  obelisk;  he  has 
quite  frightened  the  beggar  away ;  but  the 
beggar  has  turned  from  behind  a  statue 
of  Silence,  and  seeing  the  lofty  gaze  and 
kingly  step  of  his  rival  for  that  cigar  stump 
begins  to  hope  that  it  is  his,  and  that  the 
prince  had  never  thought  of  it  at  all. 

Suddenly  the  prince  stops.  He  has 
dropped  his  handkerchief.     He  tears  him- 
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self  from  the  contemplation  of  the  mystical 
obelisk,  and  stoops  to  recover  his  handker- 
chief. He  rises,  looks  furtively  about, 
walks  on,  takes  a  turn  behind  a  statue  with 
an  enormous  nose  and  a  wreath  of  bay 
about  its  brow,  and  then  he  reappears.  He 
looks  the  happiest  of  men ;  for  lo !  he  is 
smoking  a  cigar. 

Leaving  this  wrinUed  old  tobacco  mer- 
chant  and  her  customer,  Murietta  sauntered 
up  the  Via  Montenare  toward  the  blue 
tiger  on  the  lower  end  of  the  balustrade, 
leading  up  the  steps  to  the  top  of  the 
Capitoline  Hill. 

About  half-way  up  this  walk  you  come 
to  a  little  square  to  the  right.  For  a 
wonder,  this  square  has  neither  fountain, 
obelisk,  tower,  nor  figure  of  any  kind.  It  is 
a  square  piazza  paved  with  cobble-stones, 
and  between  these  stones  in  places  the  grass 
sometimes  grows  up  as  long  as  your  hand. 

All  aroimd,  or  at  least  on  three  sides  of 
this  square,  you  see  rows  of  tables.  Around 
these  tables,  beneath  the  broad  umbrella 
that  is  always  kept  hoisted  against  either 
rain  or  sun,  you  often  see  whole  families  of 
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peasants.  They  are  talking  earnestly  to  an 
old  man  with  a  pen  in  his  hand,  and  paper 
spread  before  him. 

Sometimes  you  see  a  modest  servant  girl 
come  up  the  street  from  out  the  poor 
quarter  of  Rome.  She  has  a  piece  of  paper 
and  an  envelope  in  her  hand,  and  you  see 
her  hesitate  at  the  edge  of  the  square,  look 
all  around,  and  from  the  mass  of  old  men 
under  the  umbrellas,  she  picks  out  her 
scribe. 

This  is  the  only  place  of  this  kind  in 
Rome.  In  Naples  you  will  find  at  least 
fifty.  This  shows  pretty  clearly  the  differ- 
ence between  the  education  of  the  two 
cities. 

Leave  the  street  by  which  you  enter,  the 
only  way,  in  fact,  by  which  you  can  enter, 
and  cross  the  piazza,  and  enter  the  narrow 
bit  of  a  street  that  leads  up  there  boldly 
against  that  high  bluff  but  half  a  pistol- 
shot  distant. 

Upon  the  wall  to  the  left  as  you  enter 
you  will  see  written  "  Via  Tarpeia." 

This  is  the  real  Tarpeian  Rock.  There 
is  another  place    in    the  city   called   the 


236  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

Tarpeian  Rock,  nearly  half  a  mile  from  this. 
They  charge  you  a  franc,  and  show  you  a 
garden,  and  tell  you  a  history  which  the 
enterprising  Yankee  proprietor  learned 
from  an  American  school-book. 

Here  is  a  perfect  spider-web  of  clothes- 
lines under  this  gloomy  precipice  where  the 
sun  never  shines,  and,  odd  as  it  seems,  you 
always  see  the  pretty  black-eyed  women 
hanging  out  clothes  in  this  shade.  The 
houses  are  low,  and  do  not  reach  half-way 
up  the  sand-stone  rock,  which  is  topped  with 
pretty  gardens,  in  which  are  set  palaces  and 
simimer-houses  and  beautiful  villas. 

At  the  base  of  this  rock,  besides  the 
pretty  women  here,  you  see  cats.  Here 
they  sit,  humped  up,  their  tails  curled  about 
their  toes,  and  their  eyes  shut  as  if  asleep. 
You  attempt  to  take  hold  of  them,  and  they 
somehow  are  all  the  time  just  out  of  your 
reach.  They  sit  on  the  mouldy  walls,  the 
mouldy  window-sills,  on  the  mossy  tiles ; 
black  cats,  gray  cats,  tortoise  and  cinnamon, 
sitting  there  and  sitting  there  and  sitting 
there  for  ever  with  their  eyes  shut,  and 
their  tails  curled  about  their  toes. 
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The  German  goes  down  to  France  and 
back  again;  the  king  of  Italy  comes  to 
Rome  and  goes ;  the  Pope  retreats  to  his 
prison  with  its  nine  thousand  rooms,  and 
yet  these  cats  sit  there  for  ever  in  the 
shadow,  for  ever  in  the  damp  of  the  Tarpeian 
Rock,  with  their  eyes  shut,  and  their  tails 
curled  around  their  toes— black,  and  gray, 
and  tortoise,  and  cinnamon — cats ;  nothing 
but  cats ! 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  PINK  LADY  IN  ST.  PETEE'S. 

lURIETTA  did  not  enter  St. 
Peter's  the  first  day,  as  do  most 
travellers.  He  stood  before  it. 
Nor  did  he  enter  the  second  day,  nor  the 
third,  nor  the  fourth.  No,  not  for  many 
days.  This  magnificent  temple  had  been 
to  him  a  sort  of  Mecca.  He  hovered  about 
it  now ;  he  feared  almost  to  enter  it.  He 
looked  at  it  fi'om  the  Campagna.  He  ad- 
mired its  symmetry  and  airy  proportions 
from  the  mountains  of  Tivoli  twenty  miles 
away.  He  looked  down  on  the  great  dome 
from  Monte  Mario,  and  felt  for  a  long  time 
content  to  remain  without. 

At  last  he  entered — and  was  disappointed. 
It  seemed  but  a  small  affair  after  all.  He 
had  expected  too  much. 
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The  walls  and  columns  were  hung  in  red, 
for  it  was  a  festal  day,  and  the  effect  was 
anything  but  grand.  The  place  was  black 
with  people  moving  through  and  through^ 
and  there  was  a  sound  of  voices  as  if  it  were 
a  second  Babel.  He  walked  to  the  further 
end.  It  was  like  walking  to  church  from 
your  country  seat  The  place  began  to  look 
more  as  he  had  expected  to  find  it.  He 
walked  back  towards  the  great  leather 
apron. 

Murietta  was  a  devout  Christian,  and 
had  dipped  his  fingers  in  the  bowl  of  holy 
water,  which  is  supported  by  reclining 
cherubs  against  the  pillars  to  the  right  and 
left  as  you  enter.  These  cherubs  at  first 
sight  seemed  to  be  no  bigger  than  your 
hand.  Now,  as  he  looked  at  them  again, 
they  began  to  grow  and  expand,  and  expand 
and  grow,  till  they  grew  to  be  larger  than 
a  gro^vn  man. 

He  walked  back  and  stood  beneath  the 
dome. 

The  people  went  and  came,  poured. past, 
talked  loud,  knelt  and  prayed  in  silence, 
stood  up  and  prayed  aloud,  or  admired,  or 
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condenmed,  or  disparaged.  There  were  at 
least  a  hundred  voices  singing  to  the  left, 
and  many  deep-throated  instruments  filled 
the  place  with  melody. 

"  Do  you  see  the  angel  that  holds  the 
pen?''  said  one  man  with  an  eye-glass  and 
long  whiskers  and  black  clothes,  and  a  red- 
covered  guide-book  in  his  hand. 

Another  man — a  tall,  lean,  hungry-look- 
ing man,  with  a  mournful  face  and  a  thread- 
bare coat,  with  an  umbrella  under  his  arm 
— ^took  off  his  spectacles,  rubbed  them, 
looked  up,  and  then  fi-om  under  his  spec- 
tacles said,  "  Do  you  see  that  pen  in  the 
hand  of  the  angel  away  up  yonder  at  the 
base  of  the  dome?" 

"  Yes,''  said  a  tall  bony  woman  in  gold- 
rimmed  glasses. 

The  spectacles  came  down ;  the  long  neck 
relaxed;  the  long,  lean  figure  that  had 
reached  and  tiptoed  and  towered  up  above 
the  crowd,  came  down,  an  umbrella  went 
up,  jammed  tight  up  under  the  arm  like  an 
arrow  in  rest,  and  the  bow  bent  as  if  it  was 
about  to  shoot. 

**  Well,  that  pen  looks  just  precisely  the 
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size  of  an  ordinary  goose-quill,  in  an  ordi- 
nary hand,  does  it  not  ?  " 

"  Yes,  doctor,  yes,"  answered  the  tall, 
thin  Special  Correspondent,  stretching  her 
long  neck  up  and  above  the  mass  of  people. 

"  Well,"  answered  the  missionary  of  Na- 
ples, as  he  shot  his  arrow  down  into  the 
floor  and  sprang  up  like  a  bow  let  loose, 
"well,  that  pen  is  just  fifteen  feet  long, 
fifteen  feet  long !  Just  think  of  it !  fifteen 
feet  long!"  and  at  every  emphatic  "fifteen" 
he  shot  his  catapult  against  the  floor  till  it 
trembled  with  the  concussion. 

"  Such,  madam,  is  St.  Peter's !  You  see 
a  column  here  that  does  not  look  so  big  after 
all.  Good.  Look  at  the  man  beside  it: 
he  does  not  stand  knee  high  to  the  statue 
there  that  only  looks  to  be  life-size. — Ah, 
my  friend !  delighted  to  see  you." 

The  missionary  had  caught  sight  of  Mu- 
rietta,  who  had  been  thrown  by  the  tide  of 
people  at  his  elbow. 

"Ah,  so  delighted  to  see  you!"  The 
umbrella  went  up,  and  the  tombstone  face 
with  its  weeping  willows  came  down,  but 
not  so  far  down  as  of  old.     And  then  the 
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face  did  not  look  so  much  like  a  monument 
as  it  did  before.  The  missionary  had  evi- 
dently been  having  some  good  fortune. 
The  man  had  been  dining;  the  new  moon 
was  filling  up;  the  bow  was  a  little  stiff; 
even  the  umbrella  did  not  seem  so  long 
and  lean  as  before ;  it  seemed  to  have  got 
8ome  meat  on  its  ribs  as  well  as  the  mis- 
sionary. 

If  you  want  a  man  to  bow  right  well, 
leave  him  a  little  hungry ;  don't  let  him  be 
too  fat;  that  will  make  him  stiff.  The 
politest  man  in  the  world,  in  the  matter  of 
})0W8  at  least,  is  a  man  who  wants  a  dinner. 
Perhaps  that  is  why  certain  Italian  and 
French  adventurers  are  so  very  civil. 

"  Yes,"  continued  the  tombstone,  as  it 
leaned  on  the  umbrella  like  a  man  who 
feels  that  he  is  at  last  of  some  importance, 
"  yes,  I  have  been  persuaded  to  leave  for  a 
season  the  onerous  duties  of  my  post,  and 
journey  through  Southern  Italy  for  my 
health.  And,"  (here  he  bowed  profoundly 
to  the  "  Special,")  "  I  am  now  in  the  hands 
of  this  gifted  lady  and  her  good  friends 
from  Boston;  and  I  gather  bones." 
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"  Gather  bones !"  scowled  Murietta. 

"  Yes,  yes ;  bones  and  other  antiquities ; 
but  bones  is  my  speciality.  You  see,  at 
Naples  I  had  got  together  several  very 
fine  specimens,  among  which  I  may 
mention  a  thigh-bone  of  Saint  Thomas, 
the  left  radius  of  the  elder  Pliny,  the  os 
frontis  of  Saint  Helena,  once  Empress  of 
Constantinople ;  also  a  very  well-preserved 
cast  of  a  baby  found  in  the  streets  of  Pom- 
peii. Heaven  raised  me  up  a  friend,  a  gen- 
tleman of  fortune,  who  desired  to  finish 
this  collection.  That  is  now  my  mission. 
We  hope  to  get  among  the  Capuchins  and 
carry  off  one  of  their  best  specimens  of 
dried  monks.  As  for  the  Catacombs,  I  shall 
be  perfectly  at  home  there,  and  trust  me  to 
get  hold  of  a  few  bones  of  Saint  Cecilia." 

The  umbrella  shot  down ;  the  tombstone 
shot  up;  and  the  missionary  again  ad- 
dressed himself  to  the  Special  Corre- 
spondent. 

The  music  rose  and  rolled  and  sounded 
through  the  vast  edifice,  and  then  came 
softly  back  and  died  away  as  other  notes 
followed,  as  wave  follows  wave  upon  the 
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beach.  The  priests  were  passing  here  and 
there  with  lighted  candles.  A  thousand 
people  moved  here  and  there  with  red  books 
held  up  before  them,  and  they  read  aloud 
as  they  walked,  and  looked  up  and  about, 
and  wondered  and  uttered  exclamations  as 
they  went. 

There  were  figures,  men  and  women,  who 
ran  against  each  other,  and  talked  in  loud, 
harsh  tones:  they  held  these  red-covered 
books  up  before  them  as  if  they  had  been  a 
sort  of  lamp  to  their  feet. 

Murietta  wearied  of  this.  To  him  it  was 
revolting.  Here  were  all  things  that  ought 
to  inspire  devotion — that  did  inspire  devo- 
tion in  the  Latin.  In  the  Saxon  it  seemed 
to  excite  something  half  akin  to  contempt. 

"Do  you  see  those  mighty  twisted  co- 
lumns of  bronze  that  support  the  canopy 
above  the  sacred  relics,  and  the  eternal 
lamps  that  lead  down  to  the  vault  ?  "  said 
one.  "  Well,  those  columns  are  made  of 
the  melted  doors  of  the  Pantheon." 

"  Ah  yes,"  answered  another,  reading 
aloud  from  the  guide-book  as  he  bustled 
up  against  a  fat  man  who  was  also  reading 
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aloud;  "ah  yes,  and  this  floor,  the  very 
floor  of  St.  Peter's,  was  plundered  from  the 
Baths  of  Caracalla." 

Murietta  had  turned  to  go  away  and  find 
the  quiet  of  the  great  piazza.  His  mind 
was  sad,  fevered,  excited.  He  had  been 
thinking  again  of  his  ideal.  Even  now,  as 
he  walked  towards  the  great  leathern  doors 
that  kept  constantly  thundering  their  pro- 
test against  the  rude  crowd  that  pushed 
and  rushed,  and  went  and  came,  he  shook 
his  hair  as  if  to  shake  ofi*  this  confusion 
and  sacrilegious  tumult.  And  then  he 
sighed,  and  said,  "  I  scattered  roses  in  her 
path  as  she  rode  that  morning  up  the  fiery 
mountain.  But  then  in  the  dusk  by  the 
sea  she  turned  her  face  away,  and  she  did 
not  answer  me." 

He  moved  on  toward  the  door,  with  his 
head  held  down,  and  his  hat  in  his  hand. 

There  were  a  hundred  people — peasants, 
princes,  merchants,  pirates,  brigands, 
priests,  all  kinds  and  all  classes — kneeling 
before  and  praying  to  the  statue  of  St. 
Peter. 

The  missionary  had  got  the  point  of  his 
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umbrella  in  between  the  toes  of  a  cherub 
weeping  at  a  tomb,  and  was  trying  to  split 
them  off  as  a  relic  of  St.  Peter's.  The 
passing  stranger  smiled  at  his  efforts;  but 
one  good  Samaritan  from  his  own  country 
came  slily  up  to  him,  slipped  a  hammer  into 
his  hand,  and  then  as  the  organ  pealed  its 
deepest  surge,  he  struck  the  little  cherub 
on  its  marble  toes  with  all  his  might,  and 
the  burglary  was  accomplished. 

Murietta  passed  on  towards  the  door 
disgusted.  There  was  a  row  of  people 
standing  before  the  figure  of  St.  Peter: 
they  were  waiting  their  turn  to  kiss  his 
sacred  toe.  A  devotee  would  step  up  to 
the  toe,  which  is — or  was  before  it  was  so 
much  worn  away  by  pious  lips — set  out  a 
little  way  over  the  pedestal,  and  leaning, 
would  wipe  or  hastily  brush  the  toe  with 
his  handkerchief,  and  then  touching  the 
toe  with  his  lips,  would  bend  the  head  a 
little  more  and  touch  the  foot  with  his 
forehead;  then  he  would  wipe  the  toe  as 
he  passed  on,  for  the  man  or  woman,  the 
prince  or  peasant,  who  was  waiting  his 
turn  behind  hun. 
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There  were  mothers  with  their  little  chil- 
dren. They  had  in  some  cases  borne  these 
children  on  their  backs,  hundreds  of  miles 
from  out  the  mountains  all  the  way  to 
Rome  on  foot,  only  to  touch  their  little  lips 
to  this  sacred  toe  of  St.  Peter,  and  thus 
secure  and  insure  an  entrance  into  heaven. 
Sometimes  a  devotee  would  tiptoe  up,  reach 
over,  and  kiss  the  other  foot ;  but  as  a  rule 
they  were  content  to  touch  the  one  which 
stood  reached  out  and  on  a  level  with  the 
lips. 

Murietta  turned  to  look  at  this  as  he 
passed.  To  hun  it  had  a  meaning  and  a 
beauty.  'Twas  Faith,  and  Hope,  and 
Charity.  A  prince  of  the  north  was  kneel- 
ing now,  and  with  him  was  a  bishop  from 
South  America,  and  an  ex-king.  They  were 
gorgeously  dressed,  and  were  very  pious 
and  very  penitent.  As  they  approached  to 
kiss  the  sacred  toe,  the  crowd  gave  way, 
the  peasants  stepped  back  and  left  an  open 
space  and  the  place  free  to  the  pious  pilgrims 
who  had  come  so  far  to  invoke  the  pity  of 
St.  Peter. 

But  there  was  one  who  did  not  give  way. 
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She  stood  close  up  by  the  statue.  She 
lifted  up  her  face  and  looked,  with  her  gold 
spectacles,  right  into  the  face  of  St.  Peter. 
Then  dipping  into  her  pocket,  she  fumbled 
among  guide-books,  note-books,  maps,  relics, 
and  antiquities,  and  brought  forth  a  little 
carpenter's  rule,  and  calmly  proceeded  to 
measure  the  foot  of  St.  Peter,  as  if  to  cal- 
culate how  much  of  it  had  been  kissed  away. 
Perhaps  the  ex-king  thought  this  singu- 
lar instrument  in  the  hands  of  this  singular 
woman  was  a  kind  of  cross,  or  sacred  sym- 
bol of  worship.  At  all  events,  he  bowed 
his  head  and  reached  his  lips  as  the  woman 
laid  her  rule  along  the  foot  and  measured 
to  the  toe. 

The  lips  of  the  ex-king  touched  and 
kissed  the  brass  end  of  the  carpenter's  rule 
held  in  the  hand  of  the  ex-schoolmistress  of 
Connecticut.  Extremes  meet.  The  world 
is  round. 

Murietta  had  almost  reached  the  door 
when  the  great  leathern  apron  fluttered 
and  thundered  louder  than  before. 

He  started  back  and  stood  leaning,  almost 
falling,  against  the  feet  of  the  cherub  that 
supports  the  bowl  of  holy  water. 
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The  beautiful  Countess  Edna,  the  lady  \ 
in  pink,  had  entered,  and  was  standing 
there,  with  her  great  brown  eyes  wide  open,  , 
and  wandering  i,  a  sort  of  dreamy  wonder 
about  her. 

How  beautiful  she  was!  Ah,  how  more 
than  beautiful!  The  rose  and  sea-shell 
colour  of  her  face  and  neck,  the  soft  baby 
complexion,  the  sweet  surprise  on  her  face, 
the  old  expression  of  inquiry  and  longing, 
the  lips  pushed  out  and  pouting  full  and  • 
^  longing  for  love,  the  mouth  half  opened 
as  if  to  ask  you  the  way  into  some  great 
brave  heart  where  she  could  enter  in 
and  sit  down  and  rest  as  in  some  sacred 
temple. 

She  stood  there  like  a  fluttered  bird. 
Her  maid  was  near  her.  A  man  stood  be- 
hind her.  Murietta  did  not  move.  He  did 
not  dare  to  move  for  fear  of  disturbing  the 
vision  before  him.  He  had  thirsted  for  this 
sight  all  his  life.  It  had  been  to  him  an 
ideal  that  he  had  despaired  to  see.  It  had 
never  taken  any  real  shape  in  his  mind. 
Unlike  Annette,  he  could  never  have 
painted  this  woman  before  he  saw  her. 
But  now  that  he  saw  her  standing  thus,  in 
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this  new  light,  he  knew  that  he  had  seen 
her  away  down  deep  in  the  well  of  his  soul, 
even  from  his  cradle  up. 

She  stood  still  as  in  a  dream.  Her  face 
now  began  to  grow  more  radiant  as  the 
organ  rose  and  rolled  and  died  away  and 
swelled  again,  and  a  half  smile  played 
over  the  beautiful  baby  face.  The  lips 
whispered  as  if  to  things  unseen.  Her 
soul  was  like  an  opening  rose. 

Then  the  organ  pealed  again,  and  the 
woman  moved.  She  stepped,  she  turned, 
she  whirled.  Her  face  was  beaming,  and 
her  eyes  were  full  of  a  new  and  uncommon 
lustre. 

She  whirled  as  in  a  dance.  Her  pink 
robes  traHed  and  swept  the  glossy  marble ; 
her  pink  feet  shot  in  and  out  and  kept 
time  to  the  music ;  and  her  pretty  hands 
swayed  as  she  spun,  and  whirled,  and  glided 
around  and  around;  and  the  diamonds 
shone  on  her  fingers  as  the  little  hands 
waved  in  the  dreamy  movement  of  the 
waltz. 

Her  faithful  maid  followed  her  in  her 
giddy  dance,  and  as  she  stopped,  radiant, 


The  Pink  Lady  in  St.  Peter's.      251 

smiling,  pushing  out  her  pretty  mouth,  half 
opening  her  lips  as  if  to  take  her  breath, 
she  lifted  her  black  lace  mantle  about  her, 
pushed  back  the  golden  fold  of  hair  that 
had  fallen  about  her  face,  but  did  not  say  a 
word. 

People  were  all  a-wonder.  Priests  were 
coming  forward  by  the  dozen.  All  this 
had  been  done  in  a  moment,  but  it  was  not 
a  thing  to  be  tolerated  or  passed  over. 

A  priest  stood  before  her.  She  handed 
him  some  money. 

"  For  your  poor,  father." 

The  priest  bowed  himself  before  the  lady 
and  melted  away  into  the  crowd. 

Then  came  another,  a  sterner  and  an 
older  priest.  She  looked  at  him  and  smiled. 
He  was  melted  away  even  without  a  bow. 
There  was  a  little  consultation  among  the 
priests  as  they  stood  behind  a  massive 
column  under  the  monument  of  the  Queen 
of  Sweden. 

Then  three  priests,  headed  by  one  of 
dignity  and  authority,  came  to  the  beautiful 
Countess  Edna  as  she  walked  on  slowly 
toward  the  statue  of  St.  Peter. 
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The  priests  moved  on  in  a  circuit  and 
came  up  before  her. 

"  I  have  brought  you  some  money/'  said 
this  wonderfiil  woman  in  a  voice  low  and 
soft  and  sweet  as  the  far-off  sound  of  the 
silver  trumpets  that  are  heard  no  m6re  from 
the  mighty  dome  above  the  sacred  statue 
which  she  was  approaching. 

She  stretched  out  her  hand,  smiled,  and 
the  angry  priests  were  angry  no  longer,  but 
they  too  melted  away,  and  were  no  more 
seen. 

Murietta  had  followed  her  without  know- 
ing it.  He  followed  her  as  he  would  have 
followed  any  other  most  beautiful  thing  in 
all  the  world.  If  it  had  been  possible  for 
that  most  beautiful  thing  to  come  in  any 
other  form  than  that  of  woman,  he  would 
have  followed  that  also  just  the  same.  He 
felt  that  the  beautiful  was  to  him  a  sort  of 
special  property  to  look  upon.  He  knew 
how  very,  very  few  there  are  in  the  world 
who  know  what  beauty  is.  He  knew  per- 
fectly well  how  rare  was  perfect  beauty. 
He  knew  the  rareness  of  this  occasion,  and 
knew  it  would  never  happen  again  in  the 
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world  to  him.  Yet  he  did  not  know  he 
followed  her.  If  he  had  asked  himself 
where  he  was  standing,  and  had  not  taken 
heed  to  look  about  him,  he  would  have 
answered  that  he  was  resting  still  against 
the  chubby  little  cherub  that  puffed  its  fat 
cheeks  above  the  bowl  of  holy  water. 

The  lady  stopped  before  the  image  of  St. 
Peter ;  but  it  was  evident  that  her  feelmgs, 
as  she  contemplated  it,  were  not  those  of 
devotion.  There  was  a  touch  of  pity,  a 
touch  of  tenderness  in  her  face  as  she  saw 
the  poor,  ragged,  ignorant  wretches  from 
the  fields  bow  before  this  image,  and  rise 
and  kiss  the  cold  and  unanswering  metal. 

A  rough  hand  touched  her  arm.  She 
started  as  if  she  had  been  stung  by  a  snake, 
and  uttered  a  cry  of  pain. 

Murietta  sprang  forward  and  almost 
caught  her  in  his  arms. 

"  I  am  a  man,"  thundered  a  voice  that 
came  from  out  the  crowd  close  by,  *'  I  am  ^ 
a  man  who  carries  his  heart  in  his  hand." 
The  great  chin  thrust  itself  in  between  the 
lady  and  Murietta,  just  as  she  was  reaching 
her  hand  in  grateful  recognition. 
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"  I  am  a  man,  sir/'  continued  the  ad- 
miral, "  who  carries  his  heart  in  his  hand. 
You  know  me.  You  know  me  to  be  a 
blunt  but  honest  sailor;  and  I  tell  you 
candidly,  madam,  that  this  levity  in  this 
holy  temple  will  not  do." 

"My  dear,  it  will  not  do,"  echoed  the 
count,  who  came  in  behind  the  admiral. 

The  lady  was  overcome  with  embarrass- 
ment and  mortification. 

Then  she  laughed  like  an  Apennine  cas- 
cade. 

"  What !  this  holy  temple !  This  great 
hideous,  hollow  piece  of  architecture  that 
is  only  fit  to  be  seen  ten  miles  away  on  the 
Campagna.  This  sacred  temple  built  of 
other  temples  plundered  for  the  purpose — 
this  temple  with  every  stone  wet  with  blood 
and  tears  wrung  from  the  poor — from 
Christ's  poor ! " 

The  admiral  had  taken  a  book  from  his 
pocket  and  was  writing  as  fast  as  he  could. 

"What  are  you  doing  there?  " 

"  I  am  writing  down  all  this,  madam ;  all 
that  you  have  done  and  said  against  the 
holy  religion." 
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"  Holy  religion !  Holy  indeed  it  must  be 
that  can  harbour  such  monsters  as  you ! " 

She  tried  to  pass  as  she  spoke.  The  ad- 
miral caught  her  by  the  arm  and  wrenched 
it  as  he  set  his  teeth  with  rage. 

The  lady  screamed  with  fright  and  pain. 
The  coimt  timidly  remonstrated,  and  the 
ruffian  swore  as  if  he  had  been  a  pirate. 

A  crowd  was  gathering,  and  priests  came 
forward.  The  admiral  knew  too  much  to 
create  a  scene  there,  and  fell  back. 

"  Come  with  me,  Murietta,"  cried  the 
lady. 

Murietta  hesitated. 

"  I  am  a  man,  Murietta,  who  carries  his 
heart  in  his  hand.  How  do  you  do?  How 
do  you  do?  I  am  your  friend,  believe  me. 
I  am  your  friend.  A  rough  but  honest 
sailor." 

The  count,  with  his  old  politeness,  bowed 
and  smiled  as  was  his  custom. 

"  Come,"  cried  the  lady,  "  I  shall  die  here. 
I  cannot  breathe  this  atmosphere." 

"Murietta,"  growled  the  admiral,  "  mind 
what  you  do;  this  is  not  your  affiair." 

"  This  is  not  your  affiiir,  Signor  Murietta. 


\ 
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Please  to  be  careful  what  you  do,"  said  the 
count  as  he  bowed  and  smiled  once  more. 

"  Will  you  not  come  with  me  ?  I  need 
you." 

"  He  will  not  come,  madam,"  thundered 
the  admiral. 

**  I  need  you — I  need  you.  Are  you  a 
man  ?     0,  is  there  one  man  in  Rome  ?  " 

Murietta  was  by  her  side.  He  took  her 
hand,  passed  it  under  his  arm,  and  almost 
lifted  her  as  he  elbowed  his  way  to  the  door. 

His  face  was  red  with  anger.  He  had 
suddenly  grown  blind  with  rage. 

"  Two  men  against  one  woman ! "  He 
ground  his  teeth  as  he  said  this  to  himself, 
and  turned  on  the  edge  of  the  crowd  to 
look  back  and  see  if  he  was  followed. 

He  almost  wished  he  had  been  followed. 
He  would  perhaps  have  left  the  lady  stand- 
ing there  with  her  maid  beside  the  bowl  of 
holy  water  and— devout  Christian  as  he 
was — would  have  sprung  like  a  tiger  at  the 
throat  of  her  enemy. 

They  were  not  followed.  The  count  and 
admiral  were  perhaps  lost  in  the  crowd. 
Yet  had  they  truly  sought  to  find  the  lady 
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in  pink,  it  had  certainly  been  no  task  to  find 
her. 

He  dipped  his  fingers  in  the  holy  water, 
drew  a  long  breath,  and  his  sudden  impulse 
and  passion  had  passed. 

"  You  will  pardon  me,  sir.  Some  time  I 
may  teU  you  all.  I  meant  no  harm,  you 
see.  But  whenever  I  enter  St.  Peter's,  I 
am  always  seized  with  a  desire  to  dance.  It 
looks  so  much  like  a  great  ball-room  hung 
ready  for  the  dancers.  See !  how  gay !  how 
bright !  how  many-coloured  and  fantastic ! 
Why,  is  it  not  a  ball-room?  Do  you  not 
hear  the  music  plajdng  yonder?  Do  you 
not  see  the  dancers  moving  up  and  down  ? 
Why,  that  old  monk  there  in  that  fustian 
dress  is  already  drunk  with  wine,  and  the 
ball  is  only  just  begun ! " 

Murietta  looked  at  her  in  pity.  "  Surely, 
surely  she  is  mad,''  he  said  to  himself  as  he 
again  dipped  his  fingers  in  the  holy  water 
and  piously  crossed  himself  as  he  bowed 
his  head. 

She  suddenly  grew  very  grave.  "  I  am 
by  nature  a  devotee.  I  should  have  made 
a  good  Catholic,  a  good  fire-worshipper,  a 
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good  anything  that  demands  a  whole  and 
an  undivided  heart.  But  I  will  not  be  led. 
I  will  not  be  blindfolded,  or  at  least  I  will 
not  hold  up  the  scales  to  my  own  eyes. 
Look  here!    Do  you  see  this?" 

The  peasants  were  still  filing  past,  bow- 
ing before  and  kissing  the  foot  of  St.  Peter. 

"  Is  that  religion  ?  No !  Yes !  I  will 
answer  for  you.  It  is  on  the  part  of  the 
peasant.  On  the  part  of  the  priest,  who 
knows  better,  it  is  blasphemy.  Not  one  of 
those  poor  toilers  can  read.  Not  one  of 
them  knows  what  the  true  religion  is.  They 
are  the  poorest,  the  lowest,  the  most  miser- 
able beings  on  earth.  And  who  made  them 
so?  The  men  who  built  St.  Peter's.  What 
keeps  them  so?  St.  Peter's.  I  would  blow 
St.  Peter's  to  the  moon ! " 

Murietta  was  more  embarrassed  and 
puzzled  than  before.  They  were  moving 
towards  the  door.  He  did  not  answer  her, 
but  lifted  the  edge  of  the  great  leathern 
apron,  handed  the  priest  a  few  coppers,  and 
the  two  passed  out,  followed  by  the  maid, 
and  descended  to  the  carriages  at  the  foot 
of  the  great  circular  steps. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE    COUNTESS    AT    HOME. 

^HHE  countess  beckoned  Murietta 
'^  to  enter  the  carriage.  Little 
Sunshine  leaned  from  the  car- 
riage as  they  stepped  in,  and  with  his  face 
half  hidden  in  his  curls,  was  trying  to 
balance  a  little  balloon  that  had  hardly 
made  up  its  mind  whether  to  lie  down  on 
the  ground  or  rise  up  into  the  air. 

"  Writing  it  down !  writing  it  down ! " 
murmured  the  lady.  "  They  are  writing 
down  everything  I  do  or  say.  They  are 
getting  up  evidence  to  put  me  in  a  mad- 
house.    I — '' 

She  caught  the  eyes  of  little  Sunshine, 
reached  out  her  hands,  took  him  in  her  lap, 
set  him  down  between  herself  and  Murietta, 
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and  laughing  softly,  and  toying  with  his 
hair,  and  adjusting  her  dress,  she  made  a 
sign  to  the  maid  seated  before  her.  The 
maid  pulled  a  string ;  the  man  pushed  the 
driver ;  the  driver  drew  the  reins,  and  they 
sped  away  at  a  sharp  trot  over  the  little 
square  paving  stones,  around  the  end  of  the 
great  curving  colonnade  under  the  Vatican, 
and  out  through  the  gate  of  Saint  Angelo. 

Murietta  felt  bored  at  first,  after  fairly 
settling  himself  in  the  carriage,  and  was 
certain  that  now  he  was  to  hear  a  long  his- 
tory of  domestic  warfare,  that  could  only 
be  painful  and  unpleasant*  to  hear. 

She  lifted  her  face,  looked  up  at  Monte 
Mario  before  them,  and  pointing  with  her 
little  baby  hand,  said : 

"  It  was  on  that  mountain  the  French 
first  planted  the  cannon  which  drove  Gari- 
baldi from  Rome.  You  see  it  is  the 
highest  point  within  ten  miles  of  the  city. 
It  is  the  key  of  Rome.  It  is  Rome  herself. 
But  wonderful  as  it  is  to  tell.  Garibaldi  had 
not  mounted  a  single  gun.  Look  at  those  « 
black  cedars !  Well,  we  will  drive  up  ^* 
some  day,  and  I  will  show  you 
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tracks  of  the  cannon.  You  can  see  where 
those  red-mouthed  orators  stood  on  the 
summit  of  the  mountain,  and  talked  in  un- 
mistakable terms  to  the  dear  old  city 
below." 

"  What  an  oversight  in  the  Liberator!  " 

"  Ah,  just  what  you  might  expect  fi'om 

Garibaldi,     Garibaldi,  you  know,  never  was 

a  general.     He  is  only  a  colonel.     He  can 

handle  a  regiment  perhaps  better  than  any 

man    since    Ctesar.      Beyond  that,    he    is 

beyond  his  depth.     He  is,  however,   the 

next  best  man  in  Italy  after  the  king,  for 

he  is  honest  and  unselfish,  and  has  more 

political  ability  than  all  the  Mazzinis  that 

have  ever  been.      In  fact,  do  you  know, 

while  Garibaldi  led  his  men  to  battle,  that 

man  lay  hidden  away  in  an  old  garret  in 

the  Jew  quarter,  trembling  for  his  life." 

"  It  is  incredible!  " 

"  It  is  very  true  nevertheless." 

The    lady    again  played  with  the  long 

Bunny  hair  that    fell  from  the  little  head 

leaning  on  her  breast,  and   there  was   a 

silence. 

Murietta,  who  had  at  first   been  bored 
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with  the  fear  that  he  should  have  to  listen  to 
a  recital  of  wrongs,  now  began  to  fear  she 
would  not  -relate  her  story  at  aU,  and  tried 
in  a  desultory  sort  of  way  to  lead  back 
again  to  the  scene  in  St.  Peter's. 

She  seemed  not  to  understand  the  drift 
of  his  observations,  and  there  was  again  a 
silence. 

They  were  passing  up  close  to  the  bor- 
ders of  the  Tiber,  between  a  long  long 
avenue  of  locust  trees,  and  poplar,  and 
chestnut,  that  almost  shut  out  the  light. 
Men  were  treading  wine  by  the  roadside ; 
women  were  singing  as  they  gathered  corn 
from  the  yellow  shocks,  and  some  peasant 
minstrels  in  goatskins  piped  and  played 
as  the  carriages  passed,  and  caught  the 
pennies  thrown  them  as  they  danced,  and 
before  they  touched  the  ground. 

As  they  approached  Ponte  Malo,  leading 
away  towards  Florence,  they  came  upon  the 
Field  of  Mars  by  the  left  roadside,  and  close 
to  the  banks  of  the  turbid  river. 

The  field  was  full  of  soldiers.  Cannon 
were  booming  against  the  Sabine  hills,  and 
now  and  then  long  lines  of  riflemen  would 
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wheel  to  the  front,  and  the  rattle  of  mus- 
ketry would  make  strange  music  as  it  fell 
in  the  interrupted  rests  of  the  cannon  fired 
at  the  target  fixed  at  the  base  of  the  Sabine 
hills. 

The  horses  stepped  gingerly.  The  Ita- 
lian servants  lightened  up  as  if  they  took 
a  pride  in  this  mimic  battle  that  was  going 
on,  and  held  a  little  of  the  old  fire  that 
animated  men  when  Rome  was  Rome. 

A  little  man  with  a  waist  and  a  face  like 
a  woman's,  galloped  by  with  a  handful  of 
followers.  His  enormous  blond  moustache, 
such  a  big  moustache  on  such  a  little  face, 
looked  as  if  he  wore  a  coat  of  fur  about  his 
throat 

"  The  Crown  Prince  of  Italy,"  said  the 
countess.  "Look  at  that  face.  Do  you 
fancy  those  little  hands  can  hold  together 
the  unsettled  States  of  Rome,  when  the 
reins  fall  from  the  hands  of  his  great 
father  ? '' 

Murietta  only  answered  with  his  eyes. 

"  You  see,  the  king  is  great.  He  is 
really  great,  a  wonderful  man.  He  is  born 
out  of  his  time.     Not  in  advance  of  his 
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time,  understand,  but  at  least  a  thousand 
years  behind  it.  He  is  a  sort  of  wild  boar. 
A  perfect  grizzly  bear.  He  has  the  wiU 
and  the  strength  of  a  lion.  If  he  lives, 
Italy  lives;  if  he  dies,  Italy  is  worse  off 
than  when  under  the  popes." 

There  was  a  smell  of  powder  in  the  air 
as  they  passed  out  of  the  avenue  of  trees, 
and  turned  to  the  right  and  passed  under 
the  tower  of  Porta  Malo. 

They  passed  long  lines  of  peasants  bear- 
ing  wood  on  their  backs  to  Rome.  Some  of 
these  carried  loads  of  cork,  some  had  char- 
coal, some  had  willows  to  be  woven  into 
baskets.  Little  mules  drew  little  carts 
loaded  with  wine  for  the  city,  and  here 
and  there  a  shepherd  in  a  sheepskin  co4t, 
with  naked  legs,  led  a  sheep  or  a  goat  to 
the  city  to  be  sold  and  slaughtered. 

Now  and  then  they  would  meet  splendid 
equipages  on  their  way  out  to  the  Patadii 
or  to  the  grand  and  pleasant  drives  on 
Sabine  hills  beyond  the  Tiber. 

At  last  they  drew  up  close  to  the 
gate  of  Rome,  known  as  the  Porto  i 
Still  was  the   fair  lady  playing  w 
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golden  hair,  and  still  was  she  silent  on  the 
subject  of  which  Marietta  was  now  most 
curious  to  hear  her  speak. 

Perhaps  he  was  a  little  bit  vulgar  in  his 
curiosity.  He  was  even  now  ashamed  of  it, 
and  would  not  freely  admit  to  himself  that 
just  at  this  time  he  would  ^ve  a  great  deal 
to  have  her  teU  him  who  she  was,  and  by 
what  right  that  great  vulgar  sailiM*  sw<Hie 
at  or  even  spoke  to  her  at  alL 

They  drove  under  the  great  arch  with 
great  difficulty.  It  was  like  gmng  up 
against  the  current  of  a  very  swift  and 
narrow  stream,  for  the  people  were  pouring 
out  in  thousands  to  walk  in  the  Bor^iese 
or  to  cross  the  Tiber,  and  see  the  soldiers  at 
drill,  or  the  flocks  on  the  green  hiUs  beyond* 

The  Gorso  was  full  of  people  on  fiMt. 
These  people  walk  in  the  middle  of  the 
street  and  among  the  carriages  with  perfect 
impunity. 

These  Italian  cities  have  not,  or  had  not 
till  very  lately,  auy  side-walks  at  alL  They 
were  built  for  (mly  two  classes,  were  these 
dtiea  of  Itafy,  the  peasant  on  foot  and  the 
imiee  m  his  cMTiage. 
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Yet  this  crowd  will  part  as  the  carriages 
approach,  will  part  and  come  together,  and 
part  again,  and  flow  on  gaily,  pleasantly, 
laughingly,  like  a  stream  of  water  running 
among  the  rocks. 

Still  the  woman  in  pink  was  silent.  Still 
her  small  baby  hand  lifted  and  toyed  with 
the  golden  hair  that  fell  in  sunny  folds 
upon  her  breast. 

They  reached  the  palace  of  the  Cardinal 
Bonaparte,  and  Murietta  lifted  his  hat.  He 
kissed  his  hand  in  the  air  to  some  invisible 
object,  and  looked  as  though  he  really  had 
seen  a  face  that  he  loved. 

The  lady  looked  at  him  with  the  old 
wonder  in  her  wide  brown  eyes,  and  the 
colour  began  to  come  back  in  her  face. 

Then  the  colour  rose  to  the  fece  of  Muri- 
etta too,  and  they  both  looked  down  in 
the  carriage,  and  did  not  look  up  again  tiU 
they  passed  the  Via  Angelo  Custoda  and 
drove  under  an  arch,  and  entered  a  great 
court  and  stopped  at  the  bottom  of  great 
tuffa  steps,  so  wide  and  low  and  slanting 
that  you  might  drive  a  carriage  up  them. 

"  This  is  my  home,"  sighed  the  Countess 
Edna,  ^^  and  I  am  almost  afraid  to  enter  it.'' 
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Marietta  began  to  think,  "  Now  her 
story  will  be  told."  He  looked  at  her  in- 
quiringly. 

**  Yes,  I  live  here,  and  a  sad  sort  of  a 
life  it  is.  I  had  rather  live  alone  under  a 
tree.  Rather  live  in  a  hut,  a  peasant's  hut 
with  but  a  single  grape  vine  and  my  little 
boy  about  me — than  in  this  great  palace  in 
all  this  gilded  misery!" 

The  artist  began  to  be  ashamed  of  his 
vulgar  curiosity.  He  pitied  her  from  the  ; 
bottom  of  his  heart.  She  was  so  in  earnest, 
so  sad  yet  so  beautiful,  so  fashion^ed  for 
happiness,  so  willing  to  make  others  happy 
around  her. 

She  did  not  speak  again  till  they  had 
climbed  the  steps  and  were  standing  by 
the  massive  doors. 

"  I  want  to  say  a  word  or  two  to  you. 
ITou  will  come  in?  If  the  count  is  in,  or 
the  admiral,  you  will  wait  till  they  go,  or 
you  will  call  soon  again?  I  have  something 
to  say  to  you." 

The  little  hand  trembled  like  a  bird  that 
has  just  been  taken  in  the  toils,  as  it  with- 
drew from  his  arm. 
^^What  then  does  the  woman  DftftM^^' 
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thought  Murietta.  "  Here  she  has  let  all 
this  time  go  by  and  not  a  word  has  she 
uttered.  Now  at  the  last  moment,  she 
has  some  awful  secret  at  the  end  of  her 
tongue.  Was  ever  such  a  curious  thing  as 
woman  ?  " 

They  passed  through  the  ante-camera, 
hung  with  old  arms,  implements  of  the 
chase  and  of  the  field,  and  old  and  ugly 
busts  and  aged  pictures  and  moth-eaten 
tapestry  and  time-stained  walls. 

Then  a  smaller  hall,  then  a  great  tri- 
angular salon,  gorgeous  with  all  that  em- 
bellishes the  heart  of  the  palace  of  a  per- 
fect Italian.  Gilt  and  mosaics  everywhere. 
Pictures,  frescoes,  blood-red  carpets,  blood- 
red  curtains ;  vases,  flowers,  fragrant  herbs 
in  basketsful ;  and  about  the  windows  and 
in  the  corners  of  the  great  triangular  salon, 
built  in  this  shape  as  a  preservative  against 
the  evil  eye,  were  perfect  little  forests  of 
all  kinds  of  beautiful  and  fragrant  vines 
and  roses. 

The  lady  passed  through  this  and  led 
into  an  adjoining  room.  This  was  a  round- 
built  salon,  and  arched  overhead  like  the 
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heavens  and  painted  blue,  with  clouds  and 
a  moon  and  stars,  and  looking  at  it  you 
might  have  imagined  you  were  in  a  dimi- 
nutive world  of  your  own,  so  perfect  was 
the  painting  of  the  sky  and  clouds  and 
twinkling  stars. 

Gilt  and  glass  agam.  Carpets,  and  cur- 
tains,  and  forests  of  ferns  grouped  around 
against  the  painted  walls  of  the  curious 
little  salon. 

"Ah,  how  beautiful!''  cried  Murietta. 
"  And  do  you  not  think  it  a  beautiful  little 
retreat  ?  It  is  so  beautiful !  It  is  just 
such  a  house  as  I  shall  have — that  is,  if 
I  ever  have  a  house,"  hesitated  the  artist, 
looking  timidly  around.  "Yes,  I  shall 
have  a  house  just  like  this  room.  I  will 
build  a  house  with  one  great  big  room. 
Just  one  room ;  that  is  best.  I  do  not 
want  but  one  room.  That  is  the  way  the 
Indians  live,  and  it  is  the  best  and  the 
warmest  and  the  most  friendly  way  to  live 
in  the  world.  You  see  I  would  have  a  fire 
here."  He  sprang  to  the  centre  of  the 
salon  and  stamped  with  his  foot.  The  man 
was  getting  lively.     "  Yes,  I  would  have  a 
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fire  here  in  the  centre,  so  that  we  could  all 
get  around  it  in  a  good  and  a  friendly  way. 
That  is  as  the-JndiajMLhaiKe  it — it  is  the 
best  way — a  sort  of  wigwam.  And  there," 
he  pointed  up  at  the  top,  "  I  would  have 
a  hole — a  hole  for  the  light  to  come  in  and 
the  smoke  to  go  out." 

"  Hush,  hush,  for  Heaven's  sake !  They 
are  coming.  Don't  let  them,  don't  let  him, 
hear  you  talk  so.  They  will  write  it  all 
down  and  put  you  in  a  madhouse." 

She  had  come  up  to  the  artist,  stood 
close  beside  him,  laid  one  little  hand  on 
his  shoulder,  and  with  the  other  had  closed 
his  mouth. 

"  Listen,  I  cannot  say  more  now!"  She 
lifted  her  finger  in  the  air.  "But  there  is 
something  going  on  that  is  not  altogether 
right.  I  will  tell  you — I  will  tell  you  the 
first  possible  chance.  In  the  meantime, 
promise  me,  promise  me  solemnly  to  return 
soon." 

"  I  promise." 

Murietta  said  this  sullenly  and  with  a 
sense  of  humiliation.  The  excitement  had 
passed  away.     He  felt  that  he  had  talked 


The  Countess  at  Home.  271 

wildly  to  this  strange  lady  and  had  humi- 
liated  himself.  What  is  more,  he  felt  that 
he  had  for  a  moment  been  disloyal  to  his 
love,  to  his  ideal,  to  the  one  fair  woman  of 
whom  he  had  dreamed  all  his  life. 

It  seemed  to  make  no  diflference  at  all  to 
him  that  his  love  was  hopeless.  He  had 
loved  Annette  before  he  saw  her.  He  / 
could  and  would,  must  and  could  not  help 
loving  her,  even  after  she  had  scorned  him. 
He  had  now  this  day  allowed  the  one 
woman  of  his  life,  the  one  being  set  up  in 
his  heart,  to  be  shaken  for  a  moment  on 
her  pedestal.  He  was  ashamed  of  himself. 
He  wanted  to  go  up  into  the  mountains 
and  pray,  as  it  were.  He  wanted  to  be 
alone  again  and  bow  down  before  his  idol, 
and  make  a  new  covenant  to  love  none 
but  her. 

No,  he  would  not  sit  down.  He  was 
tired-  He  turned,  he  shook  the  beautiful 
pink  lady  out  of  his  heart — the  languid, 
the  moody,  the  loving  beauty — the  most 
worthy,  the  bravest,  and  the  best  wonaan, 
quite  out  of  his  heart — the  one  woman 
who  needed  his  help,  his  advice,  his  moral 
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support  —  and  turned  on  his  heel  and 
passed- out  and  down  and  into  the  streets. . 

As  he  passed  the  glorious  fountain  of 
Trevi,  he  threw  a  handful  of  French  and 
English  coins  into  the  water  and  made,  a 
wish. 

That  night  the  artist  sat  all  alone  before 
his  canvas  till  the  sun  rose  up  and  entered 
in  above  the  Capitoline. 

Then  he  was  not  alone,  for  on  his  canvas 
was  Annette,  looking  at  him,  looking  back 
at  him  over  her  shoulder,  turning  from 
him,  passing  away. 

Ever  she  stood  before  him  thus. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


AN  ITALIAN  DOCTOR. 


URIETTA  looked  at  his  new 
jgifiture_in  the  new  light  of  morn- 
ing with  a  singular  expression 
on  his  worn  and  weary  face.  He  turned  it 
to  the  light,  turned  it  away,  turned  it  side- 
ways, turned  it  in  every  conceivable  way ; 
still  it  did  not  please  him.  Surely  it  was 
not  the  fault  of  the  hand  that  fashioned  it, 
for  it  was  as  wonderful  in  its  execution  as 

• 

it  was  sudden.  It  was  such  a  likeness,  such 
a  beautiful,  matchless,  and  magnificent 
face.  You  could  only  see  the  face,  and 
yet  you  could  fancy  you  saw  the  lady,  saw 
her  moving,  gliding,  passing  away,  turning, 
looking  back  over  her  shoulder,  earnest, 
thoughtful,  full  of  soul — but  it  was  a  soul 
of  pity,  of  sympathy,  not  of  love. 
I  T 
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And  this  it  was  that  tormented  the  fe- 
vered brain  of  Murietta.  She  was  for 
ever  turning  away  from  him  ;  not  scdrn- 
fully,  not  suddenly  or  severely,  but  sadly, 
and  with  a  face  full  of  pity  for  him,  and 
-that  sort  of  sympathy  which  a  great  and 
good  soul  feels  for  an  inferior  one  when 
troubled. 

He  had  drawn  this  picture  in  a  state  of 
mind  that  made  him  almost  beyond  the 
reach  of  responsibility  for  his  acts.  He 
had  painted  this  by  the  dim  candle-light, 
and  in  a  single  night,  and  all  from  memory. 
Yet  he  had,  from  the  first  beginning  of  that 
picture,  determined  to  paint  quite  another 
position  and  quite  another  expression. 
Time  and  again  he  had  pictured  this  same 
face,  this  same  retiring,  sympathetic  face, 
looking  back  at  him  over  her  shoulder.  If 
he  had  painted  his  ideal  woman,  the  one 
who  had  been  set  up  in  his  heart  from  the 
first,  it  is  pretty  certain  he  had  painted  this 
same  picture,  and  painted  it  exactly  after 
this  fashion.  At  least  he  could  now  only 
image  her  in  that  way.  He  tried  to  recall 
the  time  when  she  had  not  been  turning 
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away  from  him,  looking  back  in  a  great 
sympathy — but  he  could  not. 

He  turned  the  picture  to  the  cold,  bright 
sunbeams  that  pitched  through  the  little 
window  down  over  the  Capitoline  Hill  once 
more,  and  walked  around  and  around  and 
around,  and  began  to  talk  to  himself  in  a 
low,  quiet  way.  Then  he  turned  the  pic- 
ture again.  This  time  he  smiled  and 
uttered  an  exclamation  of  delight. 

The  picture,  the  face  was  looking  at  him 
as  if  it  might  return,  as  if  it  had  stopped  in 
its  retreat  and  would  come  back,  and  lay 
its  hand  on  his  arm,  and  talk  to  him  in  a 
low,  sweet  way,  and  not  be  for  ever  turn- 
ing from  him. 

He  stepped  close  to  the  picture,  spoke  to 
it,  clasped  his  hands,  and  looked  eagerly  in 
the  face,  for  he  thought  he  saw  the  lips 
move,  and  he  waited  to  hear  her  answer 
him. 

The  door  softly  opened.  "  Did  you  call, 
signor  ?  "  He  turned  his  head  angrily  and 
beckoned  the  countess  from  the  room. 

The  dream  seemed  broken.  He  could 
not   get    the  face  to   look  at  him  again, 
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turn  it  as  he  would.    His  hands  were  cold ; 
his  head  was  in  a  fever. 

Around  and  around  and  around  he 
moved  and  turned  the  picture  in  every 
possible  light ;  yet  all  the  time  it  was  pass- 
ing away,  and  would  come  to  him  no  more. 

He  caught  up  a  dagger  that  lay  on  the 
little  table  at  his  side.  "  I  have  followed 
you — I  have  followed  you  for  a  thousand 
years.  Centuries  before  I  was  bom,  it 
seems  to  me,  I  sought  to  find  you  out 
among  the  millions  that  make  their  journey 
through  the  chartless  seas,  and  touch  the 
stars,  and  land  sometimes  to  rest  like  birds 
in  flight,  but  found  no  place  where  we 
might  rest  till  now. 

"  At  last  we  two  are  on  this  earth !  We 
two  have  touched  this  little  grain  of  dust 
that  rises  in  the  great  highway  of  stars 
from  the  wheels  of  Time ;  we  two  together ! 
and  yet  you,  after  all  my  years  of  weary 
waiting,  will  turn  away  and  come  to  me  no 
more !" 

He  folded  his  arms,  tucked  the  little 
blade  up  under  his  arm,  and  stood  before 
the  picture ;  and  he  looked  at  it,  and  bowed 
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forward,  and  he  listened,  and  he  seemed  to 
hear  it  speak — to  speak  to  him — ^to  answer 
back — and  to  turn  to  him.  Yet  all  the 
time  his  brow  grew  dark,  his  Ups  hot,  and 
his  breathing  short  and  quick. 

Suddenly  he  sprang  erect.  He  seemed 
to  have  heard  her  final  answer. 

The  blade  was  in  the  air.  He  struck  his 
foot  on  the  floor,  and  cried, — 

"  There,  go !  go !  I  command  you  to  go ! 
I  curse  you — I  kill —  There  !  take  that 
and  go  from  out  my  heart,  for  you  have 
been  my  bane  and  death ! " 

He  struck  the  dagger  through  the  pic- 
ture, and  leaving  it  there,  staggered  on  past 
it  through  the  open  door,  and  fell  with  his 
face  buried  in  his  bed. 

Nothing  is  so  hard  for  an  over-taxed 
mind  to  do  as  nothing. 

Murietta  all  these  months  past,  had  been 
attempting  to  rest.  The  result  was,  his 
mind  was  hard  at  work,  and  grew  more 
wearied  than  ever. 

The  mind  can  only  rest  at  work.  Lie 
down  to  sleep,  and  the  more  tired  you  are, 
the  more  certain  is  the  soul  to  take  strange 
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journeys,  and  vex  you  with  scenes  that  you 
would  not  see. 

Had  this  artist  had  the  strength  and 
the  determination,  after  first  meeting  with 
Annette,  to  quietly  find  out  some  pleasant 
English  village,  sit  down  there,  picture  old 
cathedrals,  lonesome  lanes,  and  stout  human 
faces,  he  had  rested  at  his  work  and  been 
very  well.  As  it  was,  he  travelled.  Just 
as  if  a  man  could  travel  away  from  him- 
self! 

And  now  at  last,  with  this  counter-cur- 
rent, this  beautiful  countess  with  her  pitiful 
face  and  all  her  troubles  crossing  his  path, 
appealing  to  him,  and  then  his  hard  life  and 
horrible  cell  on  the  shady  side  of  the  Tar- 
peian  Rock,  the  miasma  blowing  in  from 
the  Pontine  Marshes,  the  poisonous  air 
generated  in  the  wretched  Jew  quarter— all 
these  were  too  much.  The  artist  was  mad 
with  the  Roman  fever. 

As  he  lay  there,  the  beautiful  countess, 
in  her  strange  but  becoming  dress  of  rose 
and  pink,  was  before  him  all  the  time  and 
pleading  to  him  for  help. 

He  knew  perfectly  well,  insane  as  he  was 
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with  the  fever,  that  his  own  mind  now  was 
not  over  practical  and  cool.  He  felt  that 
his  life  and  soul  were  not  on  a  level  with 
the  world  around  him,  and  that  in  the  battle 
with  the  world  he  stood  at  a  sore  disadvan- 
tage. True,  he  might  be  above  them  all ; 
yet  to  be  alone,  to  be  Ufted  up,  is  to  be 
made  a  mark  for  every  archer's  arrow. 

If  you  would  have  peace  and  make  a  suc- 
cessful fight,  keep  down  in  the  open  plain,, 
and  on  a  level  with  your  fellows,  for  that  is 
best. 

He  now  remembered  more  vividly  than 
ever  before,  his  old  terror  of  the  madhouse. 
He  seemed  to  see  aU  his  friends,  all  the 
fearless  and  bold  and  original  men  who 
dared  speak,  live,  act,  as  they  believed  and 
for  themselves,  shut  up  by  the  great  ma- 
jority who  live,  act,  speak,  as  is  prescribed 
and  ordered  by  society. 

He  saw  himself  persecuted,  hunted  down, 
caught,  confined  in  a  damp  prison,  behind 
rusty  bars,  watched  by  a  set  of  imbeciles, 
pitied  by  a  set  of  well-regulated  philan- 
thropists, and  he  began  to  cry  out  in  his 
agony  of  mind.      He  half   awoke.      His 
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mind  settled  in  its  place  a  moment.  Yet 
the  countess  in  her  warm,  soft  attire  of  rose 
and  pink  was  before  him  still. 

Never  had  she  seemed  so  near  to  him 
before.  His  own  stormy  seas  had  thrown 
him  on  the  sands  at  her  feet. 

He  seemed  to  understand  her  now.  He 
pictured  himself  as  standing  in  her  place. 

He  remembered  how  terrible  it  had  been 
to  him  when  men  tried  to  make  him  appear 
insane.  Yet  he  was  a  man,  strong  enough, 
well  enough,  with  all  the  world  before  him, 
and  he  was  free  to  choose  his  time  of  going 
and  his  place  of  retreat. 

But  here  was  a  weak  and  helpless  woman, 
one  who  certainly  had  seen  nothing  at  all 
of  the  bad  side  of  life,  a  woman  with  a 
family,  bound  by  ties  of  man  and  God  to  a 
certain  person  and  to  a  certain  form  of  con- 
duct. And  this  won^an,  too,  was  being  per- 
secuted by  a  beast — a  sort  of  Caliban  and 
old  man  of  the  mountains  combined,  from 
whom  she  could  not  escape. 

He  saw  all  this  as  she  stood  before  him 
there,  and  his  heart  filled  fall  of  sympathy. 
He  seemed  to  stand  beside  her.     He  saw 
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that  their  souls  stood  very  near  together 
now  in  their  trouble,  and  he  questioned 
himself  why  he  could  not  reach  out  his 
hand  to  the  only  one  in  all  the  world  that 
stood  by  his  side  and  understood  him. 

Then  he  thought  of  Ajmatter"  He  saw 
her  as  he  had  seen  her  ten  thousand  times. 
She  was  still  in  his  heart,  the  one  great 
picture  there,  the  central  figure  on  its  walls. 
But  she  was  going  away,  it  seemed  to  him. 
She  was  looking  back  over  her  shoulder, 
turning  sharp  about  she  seemed  to  be. 
Yet  he  had  seen  her  ever  thus  before.  He 
thought  this  all  over,  and  tried  to  remember 
what  had  happened  that  morning  between 
them.  He  was  certain  he  had  just  been 
talking  to  her.  Even  now,  as  she  was 
turning  away,  passing  out  of  sight,  looking 
back,  her  lips  were  half  parted. 

Perhaps  she  had  just  been  saying  fare- 
well! 

This  thought  maddened  him.  He  sprang 
up,  shrieked  aloud  and  reached  his  hands 
in  the  air,  and  then  fell  back  moaning  in  his 
bed. 

A  little  lady  with  a  storm  of  black  hair 
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stood  before  him.  She  came  up  close  to  the 
bed, 

"  Come  here,  my  Soman  lady,  I  have  a 
story  to  tell  you/' 

The  little  countess  came  as  close  as  she 
dared  up  to  the  bedside  of  her  singular 
lodger. 

"  You  see  that  picture  there  with  the 
dagger  through  it?" 

He  partly  turned  in  his  bed  and  pointed 
to  the  picture  he  had  painted  that  night, 
and  which  he  had  been  talking  to  that 
morning.  "  Well,  she  has  gone  away. 
She  will  never  come  back  any  more.  You 
know  how  beautiful  she  was — how  good — 
how  gentle  she  was  to  all  of  us?" 

"  But  I  did  not  see  her." 

*'  Did  not  see  her  ?  Why,  she  was  here  all 
night.  And  you  did  not  see  her?  Well, 
she  has  gone  away  and  will  never  come 
back  any  more ! "  He  turned  on  his  side 
and  hid  his  face  in  his  hands. 

After  awhile  he  opened  his  eyes  and 
looked  up.  A  black-eyed  little  lady  with 
a  storm  of  black  hair  stood  beside  him. 

"  And  you  did  not  see  her?  " 
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**  See  whom?  " 

"  The  lady  that  I  painted  last  night,  the 
lady  that  I  was  talking  to  you  about." 

"  Nay,  you  have  been  talking  to  my 
sister." 

**  And  where  has  your  sister  gone  then  ?  " 

"  She  has  gone  with  the  prince  to  bring 
you  a  doctor,  for  you  are  very  ill." 

"Well,  what  an  idea!  Why,  you  see 
I  have  been  at  work  for  that  lady.  I  had 
to  finish  it  last  night.  I  finished  it!  I 
finished  it  without  raising  my  head.  My 
hand  is  so  tired  it  aches  as  if  it  would 
break.  And  then,  don't  you  think,  she 
went  off  in  a  rage  about  it?  See!  my 
dagger  is  through  it !  My  dagger  is  in  it 
up  to  the  hilt." 

The  little  countess  stood  back  to  the 
wall  as  the  man  rose  in  his  bed  looking 
straight  in  her  face. 

Then  he  reached  out  his  hand,  and  point- 
ing at  the  picture  and  wagging  his  finger, 
said, — 

"  I  scattered  roses  in  her  path.  I  fol- 
lowed her  by  sea  and  land.  I  waited  and 
watched  and  worked  for  a  thousand  years. 
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and  now  just  see  what  comes  of  it ! " 
Again  the  man  sank  back,  burning  to 
death  with  the  fever,  and  hid  his  face  in 
the  bedclothes. 

He  raised  his  face  again,  and  looked  at 
the  little  woman  in  black  and  abundant 
hair  who  stood  before  him. 

"  Was  it  wrong  ?  Do  you  think  it  was 
wrong  ?  " 

"  Wrong?  what  was  wrong?" 

"  Wrong  to  drive  the  dagger  through  her 
breast?" 

*'  Holy  Mother !  what  is  the  man  talking 
of?  "  The  little  woman  retired  back  to  the 
door. 

"  Talking  of?  Why  of  the  picture — the 
picture  I  was  just  telling  you  about." 

*'  Telling  me  ?  No,  you  must  have  been 
telling  my  sister." 

"  And  has  your  sister  gone  ?  " 

"  Yes,  for  a  moment." 

"  Where  ?  " 

"  To  bring  you  a  priest." 

"  Why  a  priest?  why?  '* 

"  0  signor,  you  are  so  very,  very  ill !  " 

Murietta  did   not  answer.     He  under- 


An  Italian  Doctor.  285 

stood  it  all  now,  and  stretched  himself 
back  in  his  bed  with  his  face  to  the  door, 
while  the  little  countess  stood  waiting  and 
watching,  and  ever  and  anon  looking  out  of 
the  door  and  listening  for  steps  on  the 
narrow  stone  stairs. 

There  was  the  rattle  of  a  sabre  on  the 
step.  The  door  opened  into  the  little  hall, 
and  then  into  the  little  salon  where  the 
picture  drooped  with  the  dagger  in  it  as  if 
it  had  wilted  in  the  sun. 

The  doctor  lifted  his  felt-bare  hat  and 
brushed  it  a  little  with  his  thread-bare 
sleeve  before  proceeding  to  settle  it  down 
on  the  little  table  by  the  picture.  At  the 
same  time  his  black  eyes  wandered,  or 
rather  danced,  about  the  room  as  if  to  take 
an  inventory  of  the  baggage  and  the  pro- 
perty in  sight. 

It  did  not  take  him  long.  There  was  a 
wrinkle  in  his  brow  when  he  had  finished. 
Then  he  looked  at  the  picture.  "  Ah !  an 
artist !  "  There  were  now  two  wrinkles  in 
his  brow.  He  looked  through  the  door 
into  the  bed-room,  saw  the  walls  hung 
with  strange  implements   of  the   savages. 
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and  said,  "  Ah !  an  American  artist ! " 
There  were  now  three  wrinkles  in  his  brow. 

This  man  wore  the  moustache  so  dear  to 
every  Italian.  But  his  moustache  seemed 
to  be  ashamed  of  itself,  and  was  all  the 
time  trying  to  hide  up  under  his  nose. 
His  eyes  were  black  and  small  and  unsatis- 
fied, and  stood  very  close  together  as  if 
they  too  wanted  to  take  shelter  under  the 
doctor's  nose.  There  was  nothing  particu- 
larly noticeable  about  the  man's  brow  save 
the  three  wrinkles  just  above  the  nose,  and 
the  thick  black  hair  just  above  the  wrinkles. 
He  was  a  tall,  thin  man  who  looked  as  if  he 
had  not  dined  for  years.  Across  his  arm 
was  a  little  leather  bag,  but  it  was  so  little 
and  so  light  that  it  did  not  seem  to  make 
the  least  impression  for  itself.  It  was  as  if 
a  big  leather- winged  bat  had  blown  out  of 
the  ruins  somewhere  and  lit  on  his  arm  as 
he  passed. 

Behind  the  doctor,  who  stood  in  the 
doorway,  now  taking  an  inventory  of  the 
baggage  in  the  bed-room,  stood  a  stout, 
heavy,  round-faced,  beardless  man,  whom 
Murietta   somehow   at  once    knew  to  be 
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Prince  Trawaska.  His  right  hand  rested 
on  the  hilt  of  his  sabre;  his  left  held  his 
cap,  which  he  kept  poising  and  turning 
lightly  in  the  air,  while  Marietta  measured 
him,  as  if  it  made  him  a  little  nervous  to  be 
looked  at. 

The  doctor  turned  his  head  to  the  prince 
in  light  blue  uniform,  all  ablaze  with  but- 
tons and  broad  gold  lace  and  glittering 
epaulettes. 

"  Why  do  you  bring  me  here  ?  " 

^^The  countess  said  the  man  was  mad 
with  the  fever." 

"  Mad  he  may  be ;  mad  he  is — but  I !  a 
professor!  an  Italian  physician,  doctor  to 
the  Duke  of  Montebello,  the  King  of  Naples, 
the  Duchess  of  Sicily !  But  this  man  has 
not  baggage  enough  to  pay  for  his  coffin !  " 

The  prince  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  Ah, 
but  he  has  friends,  perhaps.  We  can 
squeeze  his  friends.  Squeeze  his  friends, 
you  see?" 

"  His  friends  I  Does  a  man  who  has 
friends  hide  away  in  a  place  like  this  ? " 

"  But,"  urged  two  of  the  little  ladies  in  a 
breath,  '*  the  man  is  ill — he  is  a  stranger* 
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He  needs  you;  will  you  not  help  him? 
Besides,  he  is  a  good  man." 

"A  good  foreigner?  and  poor!"  The 
doctor  laughed  in  a  wicked,  a  devilish  sort 
of  a  way,  that  made  Marietta's  blood  run 
cold. 

"  But  if  you  will  please  to  help  him," 
pleaded  the  countess,  "  we  will  pay  you. 
We  will  pay  you  your  five  francs  every  time 
you  must  call." 

"  We  will  pay  you  your  five  francs  every 
day,"  cried  four  sweet  voices  at  the  door 
together. 

The  prince  twisted  and  twirled  his  cap 
more  nervously  than  before. 

"Well,"  said  the  doctor  after  a  long 
breath,  "  that  is — you  will  pardon  me,  but 
we  professional  men  are  overworked.  We 
are  imposed  upon  also."  He  turned  to  the 
four  little  ladies  all  there  together  (all  so 
perfectly  alike  that  even  their  lovers  some- 
times came  and  began  their  pathetic  tales 
of  love  and  left  them  off,  and  came  and 
began  again  to  one  of  the  four  who  had  not 
heard  the  beginning),  and  made  a  long  and 
elaborate  speech  of  thanks. 
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Murietta  lay  there  perfectly  conscious, 
hearing  and  understanding  every  word. 

The  Italian  knave  makes  more  mistakes, 
ten  to  one,  than  the  knave  of  any  race  in 
the  world.  This  he  owes  to  his  lively 
imagination.  He  is  all  the  time  jumping  at 
conclusions. 

"Then,  good  doctor,  you  will  attend 
him,  and  attend  him  at  once?" 

"  At  once/' 

The  little  leather-winged  bat  loosened 
itself  from  the  threadbare  sleeve  and  flut- 
tered down  into  the  doctor's  hand  as  he 
stepped  towards  the  bedside,  and  reached 
his  hand  to  take  and  feel  the  pulse  of  the 
artist. 

Murietta  drew  back  his  wrist,  raised  up 
on  his  elbow,  hitched  himself  back  in  bed, 
and  sat  bolt  upright  looking  the  man  full  in 
the  face. 

The  doctor  took  a  step  back,  and  the 
little  leather-winged  bat  fluttered  again 
back  to  its  perch  on  the  arm.  There  was  a 
little  table  or  stand  by  the  bedside,  and  on 
the  little  table  or  stand  lay  a  pistol. 

Murietta  raised  his  arm,  passed  his  hand 

1  u 
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across  his  brow  as  if  to  collect  his  thoughts. 
Then  he  let  his  hand  fall  carelessly  down 
at  his  side.  It  rested  very  near  the  butt  of 
the  pistol. 

"  Doctor,  what  is  your  fee  for  this  visit  ?  " 
The  prince  jerked  up  his  shoulders  till 
his  gorgeous  epaulettes  danced  and  rattled 
beneath  his  ears.  The  doctor's  moustache 
tried  to  hide  beneath  his  nose,  and  there 
was  nothing  visible  on  his  brow  but  the 
three  wrinkles. 

*^  What  is  your  charge  for  this  visit?  " 
The  prince  recovered  first.     These  men 
from  the  north  are  always  masters  of  them- 
selves even  under  circumstances  that  will 
crush  an  Italian. 

The  round  head,  with  the  big  ears  above 
the  gorgeous  epaulettes,  bowed  forward 
and  whispered  in  the  doctor's  ear. 

"  What  is  your  charge,  I  ask,  for  this 
visit?  "  The  artist  was  getting  loud  and 
excited. 

"  Fi — five — five  hundred  francs." 
The  fingers  of  the  artist  clutched  the  butt 
of  the  pistol.     The  thumb  threw  itself  over 
the  hammer. 
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"What  is  your  charge  for  this  visit,  I 
ask?  " 

"  Fi — five — hundred  francs." 

The  prince  leaned  forward  again.  The 
big  ears  were  blossoming  red  with  excite- 
ment. 

"  Gold — in  gold,"  whispered  the  prince, 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  all  over  the  room, 
*'  say  in  gold!  " 

"And  in  gold,"  cried  the  Italian  doctor 
boldly,  as  he  and  the  prince  advanced  to- 
gether towards  the  bed. 

CUck!  click! 

The  doctor  backed  against  the  prince, 
and  the  prince  backed  right  against  the 
wall. 

The  pistol  was  pointing  at  their  heads, 

"Five  francs?  Did  you  say  five  francs, 
doctor?" 

The  little  bull-dog  of  a  pistol  stuck  its 
nose  out,  thrust  it  forward,  way  out  in  the 
face  of  the  two  men  as  if  it  was  just  about 
to  bark,  as  if  it  was  positively  anxious  to 
bark.  It  seemed  as  if  it  could  hardly  keep 
from  barking  right  out.  It  seemed  to  say, 
"  0,  if  you  will   only  say   five  hundred 
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francs,  so  that  I  can  bark  at  you,  I  will  be 
so  glad.  0,  do  say  five  hundred  francs! 
Please  say  five  hundred  Jfrancs ! " 

The  men  trembled  together  till  a  sabre- 
point  rattled  against  the  stone  floor,  and 
the  brass  image  of  the  she-wolf  on  the 
soldier's  belt  was  pressed  deep  into  the  body 
of  its  wearer  by  the  cowering  form  of  the 
shivering  doctor. 

The  big  ears  had  faded,  and  were  now  as 
pale  as  paste. 

"  Five,"  hissed  the  soldier. 

"  Fi — five,"  said  the  doctor  catching  his 
breath. 

The  pistol  settled  down  on  the  standi 
but  the  hammer  was  still  lifted.  It  lay. 
there  like  a  little  bull-dog  showing  its  teeth 
as  if  it  still  was  positively  anxious  to  bark. 

"  Countess ! " 

A  little  woman  came  close  up  to  his  side* 
A  true  old  Roman  was  she !  One  of  the 
mothers  of  the  new  Italy. 

"  You  will  write  a  receipt  in  full  for  five 
francs,  for  this  doctor  to  sign." 

"  And  it  is  to  be  gold,"  said  the  soldier. 

The    little    buU-dog    sprang  up  again 
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into  the  air.     And  the  soldier  went  to  the 
wall. 

"Yes;  gold  then,"  said  the  artist,  "the 
man  does  not  want  the  currency  of  his 
country.  Give  him  gold,  and  let  him  be- 
gone." 

^  The  trembling  hand  of  the  doctor  wrpte 
his  name. 

Then  the  man  caught  up  his  little  leather 
bag  on  his  left  arm  and  stood  puUing  his 
moustache  with  his  right  hand. 

The  prince  muttered  something  doggedly 
and  thick  with  oaths. 

The  doctor  then  handed  his  receipt  back 
to  the  artist,  who  would  not  take  it. 

"  Have  you  a  stamp?  " 

The  doctor  coloured  up,  fumbled  in  his 
pocket,  and  brought  forth  a  stamp.  He 
pasted  this  on  the  receipt,  and  once  more 
held  it  out  towards  the  artist. 

"  No,  doctor,  not  yet !  That  will  not  do. 
You  may  be  a  very  good  Italian  doctor ; 
but  you  are  not  a  good  Italian  lawyer.  Be 
so  good  as  to  take  the  pen  and  write  the 
date  and  the  initials  of  your  name  across 
the  stamp.     There !  that  will  do !  " 
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The  little  buU-dog  settled  down  on  the 
table  by  the  bedside,  but  it  still  showed  its 
teeth. 

"  Countess,  you  will  hand  this  man  the 
doctor  five  francs  in  gold,  and  you  will  tell 
him  he  need  not  come  to  visit  me  any 
more." 

The  countess  smiled  a  smile  of  satisfaction 
and  perfect  triumph.  She  handed  him 
the  money;  and  the  doctor,  turning  to 
Murietta,  wished  him  health  and  good  day, 
and  bowing,  took  up  his  hat,  and  passed 
out. 

"  Call  back  the  doctor !  "  cried  Murietta. 

The  soldier  who  was  just  passing  out  of 
the  door,  brought  the  doctor  back,  pushed 
him  into  the  room,  but  was  very  careful  to 
remain  outside  himself. 

"  You  have  got  your  money,  have 
you?" 

"  Yes,  signor." 

*'  You  have  got  your  pay  in  fiiU?  " 

"  Yes,  signor." 

"  You  are  perfectly  satisfied?" 

"  Perfectly  satisfied,  signor,  thank  you." 

*'  Then  you  can  go,  and  you  need  not 
return." 


An  Italian  Doctor.  295 

.    The  doctor  bowed  more  profoundly  than 
before. 

The  cunning  Italian  was  getting  to  have  \ 
some  respect  for   the  foreigner  from  the  ^ 
West.    As  he  passed  out  of  the  door  he 
turned,  and  bowed  most  profoundly  again. 

The  two  doors  shut  behind  him,  and  the 
prince's  sabre  was  heard  rattling  on  the 
narrow  stone  steps  as  they  descended 
together. 

*'  Call  back  that  doctor ! "  shouted 
Murietta. 

The  doctor  came  and  stood  in  the  door 
with  his  hat  in  his  hand. 

"  Did  you  understand  me,  doctor?  " 

"  Perfectly,  signor." 

^'  Are  you  perfectly  certain  that  you 
understand  perfectly  well  that  I  do  not 
want  you  to  come  here  to  visit  me  any 
more?" 

"Perfectly,  signor,  my  good  master 
and  most  kind  gentleman,  I  did  understand 
perfectly  well  that  I  am  not  to  visit  you 
again." 

"  Ah,  I  see  you  understand.  Now  you 
can  go." 
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This  time  the  doctor  bowed  himself  al- 
most to  the  floor.  He  backed  himself  out 
from  the  presence  of  the  artist  as  if  he 
had  been  before  his  king. 

The  Prince  Trawaska,  the  Italian  colonel, 
made  a  military  salute,  and  touched  the 
tip  of  his  cap.  He  wheeled  on  his  heel  as 
the  doctor  came  out,  and  was  marching 
him  down  the  stairs  as  if  he  had  been  a 
sort  of  new  recruit. 

There  was  a  little  interruption  on  the 
stairs,  for  the  sabre  ceased  to  rattle,  and 
voices  were  heard  in  conversation.  They 
had  met  the  priest.  It  is  not  certain,  but 
very  probable  that  the  doctor .  forbade  the 
priest  to  see  his  patient,  for  he  did  not 
come  up  the  stairs. 

The  sabre  rattled  again ;  and  the  priest 
and  the  doctor  and  the  soldier  were  gone. 
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THE  ONE   FAIR  WOMAN. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


ON   THE   PINCIAN   HILL. 

OW  it  rains,  and  rains,  and  rains 
in  Rome,  when  it  once  sets  in  for 
the  winter !  And  there  is  health 
in  this  rain,  and  not  altogether  because  it 
washes  out  and  cleanses  the  filthy  streets 
of  Rome,  but  it  somehow  seems  to  purify 
the  atmosphere  in  and  around  Rome,  and 
everywhere  up  and  down  the  Tiber. 

The  Roman  fever  is  nothing  more  or  less 
than  the  fever  and  ague  of  the  Mississippi 
valley,  and  the  mud  lakes  near  Mexico  City. 
A  man  who  has  had  the  ague  in  the  United 
States  or  Mexico,  is  very  likely  to  take  this 
fever  in  Rome ;  and  when  he  does  take  it, 
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and  after  the  first  bad  attack  of  the  fever, 
he  will  readily  see  the  relation  between  the 
two. 

Murietta  was  almost  well  again.  The 
fever  had  gone ;  the  chill  had  left  his  bones 
and  flesh  sore,  as  if  he  had  been  on  a  long 
journey;  but  his  head  was  clear,  and  he 
knew  what  was  the  matter,  and  knew  per- 
fectly well  what  to  do. 

One  of  the  little  countesses  carried  a  pre- 
scription to  a  druggist  on  the  Corso;  and 
in  a  few  days  the  artist  had  beaten  his 
fever,  and  in  another  week  was  beginning  to 
think  of  finding  his  way  out  on  the  sunny 
side  of  the  hills  of  Rome. 

But  how  it  did  rain !  The  narrow  streets 
of  Rome  were  one  moving  mass  of  um- 
brellas. The  Tiber  came  booming  up 
through  the  streets,  and  flood  wood  came 
down  from  the  mountains  in  great  rafts. 
The  river  seemed  to  be  banked  up  from  the 
sea.     In  fact  it  was  a  little  sea  of  itself. 

Murietta  had  painted  no  more.  He  could 
not  or  he  would  not  touch  his  brush  in  all 
this  time  that  he  had  sat  there  in  his  little 
room  over  his  little  stove  so  like  an  open 
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pickle-jar,  and  all  the  time  mistaking  the 
pretty  sisters  one  for  the  other,  and  all  the 
time  telling  one  part  of  a  story  to  this  one 
and  then  a  bit  of  it  to  this  other,  and  so  on, 
till  they  really  thought  that  his  mind  was 
out  of  joint. 

The  artist  had  but  one  conception  in  his 
mind.  He  could  think  of  but  one  thing. 
Even  here  in  eternal  Rome,  with  the  flower  \ 
of  his  art  before  him,  the  best  results  of  all 
the  last  five  centuries,  he  saw  nothing  but 
this  one  face.  He  would  not  paint  that 
any  more. 

Back  behind  the  door,  with  a  shawl 
thrown  over  it  by  the  thoughtful  and  gentle 
sisters,  stood  his  easel.  There  was  one 
picture  there, — the  picture  of  Annette,  the 
one  fair  woman,  with  a  dagger  driven  to 
the  hilt  in  her  heart. 

The  sunshine  follows  the  rain,  in  fact  as 
weU  as  in  poetry.  How  terribly  tired  Mu- 
rietta  had  grown  of  playing  the  hermit! 
He  had  hidden  away  determined  to  let  the 
world  go  on  the  other  side,  go  on  its  own 
way  without  him,  and  let  him  alone. 

It  was  a  little  humiliating  to  this  man's 
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vanity  to  find  that  the  world  did  go  on,  and 
go  on  just  about  as  well  without  him  as 
with  him.  In  fact,  he  found  he  was  not 
missed  at  all.  He  began  to  see  that  this 
would  be  the  final  end  of  the  story ;  that 
men  come  and  go,  and  the  busy  world  does 
not  trouble  its  head  at  all  about  this  man's 
loves,  or  that  man's  losses,  or  anything  of 
the  kind. 

The  artist  began  to  want  to  see  the 
world  once  more.  The  sun  came  out  one 
day  in  mid-winter,  as  only  an  Italian  sun 
can — came  out  after  a  long  long  winter 
rain;  and  the  hermit  left  the  shadow  of 
the  Tarpeian  Rock,  to  see  the  gay  gather- 
ing of  people  on  the  Pincian  Hill.  Under 
the  north  side  of  the  Capitoline  Hill,  down 
the  Corso,  up  the  Via  Condotti,  to  the 
Spanish  Square,  and  then  up  the  grand, 
wide,  tufa  Spanish  steps,  the  artist  took  his 
way,  glad  again  to  see  the  faces  of  men 
from  the  strong  new  West. 

He  went  close  up  to  the  house  standing 
at  the  base  of  the  steps  to  the  right,  and 
lifted  his  hat  as  he  looked  in  through  the 
window  where  the  last  sunlight  fell  on  the 
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face  of  the  boy-poet,  Keats ;  and  he  said  as 
he  passed  on : 

"  He  is  gathered  to  the  kings  of  thought." 

The  sun  was  spilling  all  over  these 
hundreds  of  wide,  high,  splendid  Spanis] 
steps,  and  people  were  sunning  themselves 
here  in  long  rows  by  the  dozen. 

Further  up  the  steps,  on  a  little  flat, 
peasants  were  playing  their  reed  pipes  and 
the  tambourine,  and  men  in  long  hair  and 
short  breeches  with  little  dirk  knives  just 
visible  between  the  waists  of  their  goatskin 
coats,  were  dancing  wildly  as  the  wind 
with  pretty  peasant  girls  in  very  short 
dresses,  and  little  tunics  and  bodices,  and 
striped  and  tattered  shawls  thrown  loose 
over  the  arm  and  flying  in  the  air  as  they 
danced. 

Never  is  an  Italian  half  so  lively  as  when 
at  the  dance.  You  employ  any  peasant  to 
do  you  any  service,  and  watch  his  move- 
ments. You  will  come  to  think  him  the 
dullest,  stupidest,  slowest  creature  that 
ever  has  been  born.  See  him  dance,  and 
you  will  think  him  about  the  liveliest. 

A  beautiful  scene  was  this.     They  were 
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dancing  their  old  Saturnalia.  This  was  the 
dance  that  these  people  had  danced  under 
the  cork  trees  on  the  Sabine  Hills  for 
thousands  and  thousands  of  years.  And 
here  in  Rome  it  stood  apart  by  itself. 
There  was  nothing  like  it.  There  can  be 
no  music  like  this.  Nothing  can  imitate  or 
approach  it.  No  one  takes  part  in  these 
dances  but  these  peasants  from  the  Cam- 
pagna,  and  they  all  gather  around  on  these 
occasions.  They  stand  huddled  in  a  close 
ring,  with  the  dancers  in  the  centre.  The 
dance  goes  on  for  hours  and  hours.  As  soon 
as  one  man  tires  he  falls  back  exhausted  into 
the  arms  of  his  friends,  and  another  takes 
his  place.  The  women  can  endure  more 
of  this  than  the  men,  but  they  too  fiJl 
back  exhausted,  and  then  another  steps  out 
into  the  ring,  dancing  as  she  enters;  and 
unless  you  are  very  quick  in  your  observa- 
tion, you  will  not  see  the  change  of  dancers 
at  all. 

This  is  a  dance  with  a  meaning.  It  is  a 
sort  of  invocation  and  thanksgiving  to 
Saturn.  It  is  said  that  the  Carnival  was 
introduced   by  the  popes  in  the  hope  of 
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displacing  and  rooting  out  this  relic  of 
heathen  custom,  but  in  vain. 

Up  these  steps  to  another  level,  and 
there  in  the  sun  sat  a  row  of  beggars  en- 
gaged  in  gambling,  and  all  too  intent  on 
their  game  to  even  reach  out  a  hand  to  the 
artist  as  he  passed,  and  climbed  fairly  to 
the  top,  and  stood  under  the  obelisk  before 
the  church  where  sleeps  poor  Claude  Lor- 
raine. 

Here  the  carriages  went  whirling  by 
under  the  barren  oak  and  elm  trees  on 
.  their  way  to  the  great  little  drive  on  the 
Pincian  Hill.  The  Spanish  steps  away  up 
here  at  the  top,  with  all  Rome  beneath 
them,  had  blossomed  all  along  the  upper 
rows  and  bastions  with  the  most  beautiful 
women  of  the  lower  orders  in  Southern  Italy. 

These  women  were  ranked  under  the 
general  and  not  very  comprehensive  name 
of  models.  Such  eyes  are  not  to  be  met 
with  anywhere  in  the  world  outside  of 
Rome!  Such  wild  blown  hair  about  the 
brows  and  shoulders!  Teeth,  such  teeth! 
and  lips  only  made  to  love,  and  laugh,  and 
show  such  pretty,  perfect  teeth. 
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0  Rome!  for  all  the  bloody  stories  you 
have  given  us,  for  all  the  crimes  with  which 
you  cursed  the  world  when  you  were  Rome, 
we  hold  you  hardly  guilty  when  we  see 
what  beautiful  women  you  have  brought 
us  from  out  the  world  that  was.. 

On  to  the  left,  between  the  leafless  ave- 
nues of  elms,  with  a  high  wall  to  your 
right,  and  all  old  Rome  away  down  below 
you,  and  a  part  of  new  Rome  immediately 
under  you,  and  you  come  to  a  very  little 
fountain  playing  in  a  very  large  broad  basin, 
beneath  an  old  gnarled  and  knotted  tree,, 
with  its  ancient  limbs  reaching  down  as  if 
they  were  tired  and  would  like  to  come  to 
the  ground. 

You  pass  through  a  great  iron  gate,  up 
a  pleasant  side  walk  with  carriages  whirling 
by  you  aU  the  time,  and  music  playing  on 
every  hand,  and  cactus  growing  on  the 
walls  as  if  you  were  in  Mexico,  and  then 
you  stand  on  the  Pincian  Hill,  with  its 
forests  of  flowers,  its  fountains,  its  hundreds 
of  masterpieces  in  marble,  its  banks  of 
winter  roses,  its  black  firs  and  forests  of 
great  evergreens  brought  from  the  farthest 
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borders  of  the  world  to  beautify  and  make 
attractive  this  most  delicious  spot  in  Italy. 

Then  all  around  the  edge  of  this,  between 
the  avenues  of  trees,  is  the  drive.  To  the 
left  there,  as  you  drive  between  the  trees  and 
the  rows  of  beautiful  statues,  you  are  over 
the  wall  of  Rome.  The  wall  is  beneath 
you.  If  you  leave  your  carriage  and  walk 
for  three  paces  to  the  left  in  one  of  the 
pleasant  pathg  between  the  trees  and  by 
the  flower-beds  of  beautiful  colours,  you  will 
come  to  a  little  abutment  reaching  almost 
to  your  breast.  Lean  and  look  over.  You 
will  see  that  this  portion  of  the  wall  of 
Rome  is  nearly  sixty  feet  in  height. 

Below  you  is  the  Borghese,  the  great 
drive  of  Rome,  where  men  also  ride,  and 
lovers  find  seclusion  in  the  paths  leading 
from  fountain  to  fountain  through  the 
dense  wood  below  you. 

You  return  to  your  carriage  and  drive 
on  around,  by  flower-beds,  by  fountains,  by 
beautiful  figures  in  marble,  and  under 
fragrant  and  dark  sweeping  trees,  and  in  a 
little  time  you  are  back  to  the  place  where 
you  first  entered,  and  in  a  perfect  jam  of 
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carriages,  with  a  dozen  very  handsome  and 
very  polite  and  very  helpless  and  inefficient 
officers,  trjdng  hard  to  keep  the  way  open 
and  to  please  every  foreigner  who  has  come 
to  enjoy  the  Carnival  in  their  beautiful 
city. 

There  is  a  wide,  wide  place  above  the 
great  wall.  Room  enough  for  a  hundred 
carriages  to  come  abreast.  Here  they  make 
a  diversion;  and  lines  and  lines  of  car- 
riages are  drawn  up  in  rank,  for  under 
that  great  big  palm  tree  that  King  Some- 
one sent  to  Pope  Somebody  is  the  splendid 
military  band  that  plays  here  every  day 
just  before  sundown  for  the  people. 

They  are  slow  to  begin.  The  Italian  has 
always  and  for  ever,  and  without  an  excep- 
tion, to  make  a  speech  before  he  begins 
even  the  most  trifling  task. 

You  have  a  minute  to  spare.  Come  close 
to  the  wall  and  look  down.  Here  under 
you  are  fountains.  All  along  the  steep 
hill  side  below  you  see  one  unbroken  bed 
of  beautiful  flowers,  in  every  colour  of 
the  rainbow.  Even  under  the  trees  the 
flowers  grow  in  Italy. 
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Down  there,  away  down  over  the  beds 
of  flowers  and  beyond  the  trees  and  across 
the  many  turns  of  the  road  that  leads  up 
here  from  another  gate  by  the  way  of  the 
Piazza  del  Popolo,  you  see  gray  granite 
columns  bristling  with  prows  of  ships. 
The  tradition  is  that  these  were  set  here 
to  commemorate  the  victory  over  Antony 
and  Cleopatra. 

Fountains  and  flowers,  and  flowers  and 
fountains !     That  is  Rome ! 

This,  just  beyond  the  granite  columns 
and  just  beneath  you  as  it  were,  is  the 
great  Piazza  del  Popolo.  There  is  an  im- 
mense fountain  in  the  centre  of  it  with 
great  big  blue  lions,  and  there  are  boys 
riding  the  stone  lions,  as  they  spout  water, 
with  strings  in  their  mouths  for  bridles. 

There  are  a  hundred  carriages  in  the 
piazza  and  a  thousand  people.  But  the 
people  do  not  look  much  taller  than  a 
span. 

In  the  centre  of  this  piazza  by  the  foun- 
tain is  the  oldest  obelisk  in  Rome.  That 
obelisk  was  chiselled,  and  had  the  inscrip- 
tions it  holds  up  there  to  all  the  world, 
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long  before  Moses  led  the  children  of  Israel 
out  of  Egypt. 

Tradition  locates  the  tomb  of  Nero  on 
this  very  spot.  Yet  there  is  another  so- 
called  tomb  of  Nero  away  over  yonder  five 
miles  beyond  the  Tiber. 

This  obelisk  was  placed  here  on  account 
of  a  dream  which  one  of  the  popes  had  con- 
cerning the  old  tomb  which  stood  here, 
bearing  the  name  of  Nero.  Out  of  and 
around  and  over  this  tomb  had  grown  a 
little  forest  of  trees.  These  trees  had  grown 
to  an  immense  size.  The  rooks  had  been 
roosting  in  them  for  centuries. 

It  was  a  bad  year  in  Rome.  Then  the 
pope  dreamed  that  all  these  rooks  roosting 
in  these  trees  above  the  tomb  of  Nero,  were 
evil  spirits  brooding  over  the  city.  He 
had  the  trees  cut  down,  the  tomb  levelled, 
this  obelisk  placed  there ;  and  now  you  see 
nothing  but  the  naked  stones,  and  obelisk, 
and  fountains. 

And  the  story  is  that  there  is  the  por- 
tion of  a  man's  body  beneath  this  obelisk 
too ;  that  when  they  were  placing  it  there 
and  settling  it  to  its  place,  a  man  got  caught 
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beneath  it,  and  a  part  of  his  body  remains 
still  beneath  the  obelisk — buried  perhaps 
with  the  Emperor  Nero ! 

But  hark !  the  music  begins. 

Softly  it  swells,  sways,  falls,  rises  again, 
loud,  louder,  long! — now  light  and  faint 
and  far  away,  sweet  as  kisses  in  a  dream. 

Classic  song  in  a  classic  land.  You  may 
almost  see  the  satyrs  dance  below  the 
chestnut  trees.  You  picture  the  great  god 
Pan  sitting  by  the  waters  of  the  Tiber, 
piping  in  his  reed,  and  puffing  his  cheeks, 
and  tapping  the  time  on  the  sand  with  his 
hoof. 

And  these  pretty  players  here,  these 
handsome  Italian  musicians  with  hands  and 
waists  like  women — these  soldiers,  too,  with 
painted  and  powdered  faces  —  these  men 
wearing  stays  to  make  them  seem  more 
beautiful,  know  perfectly  well  what  awe 
and  what  interest  envelops  them.  They 
are  playing  under  the  prestige  of  the  whole 
world's  history,  from  the  days  of  the  she- 
wolf  up  to  the  hour  when  their  king  came 
down  from  the  north  and  sat  down  on  his 
throne  in  Rome. 
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These  players  know  that  the  beautiful 
blond  barbarians  of  England  and  that 
farther  and  still  more  barbarous  country, 
are  listening  and  looking  on  and  thinking 
of  the  time  when  Csesar  entered  yonder 
gate  of  Rome  to  reign,  and  when  St.  Paul 
passed  out  through  yonder  gate  to  die. 

Higher  and  higher  the  melody  mounts 
up.  They  are  playing  a  martial  air.  The 
very  horses  prance  in  their  harness.  The 
officers  come  closer  around,  sabres  rattle 
on  the  sand,  the  beautiful  blondes  lean 
from  their  carriages  and  listen,  or  seem  to 
listen,  while  they  do  not  at  all  seem  to  see 
the  bold  and  adventurous  eyes  that  watch 
them  from  every  quarter  of  the  garden. 

Higher  and  higher  the  music  sweUs. 
You  can  hear  the  rustle  of  the  palm  leaves 
— it  is  so  still.  The  boughs  of  the  ever 
green  oak  quake,  tremble,  quiver  and  dance 
as  if  with  delight.  The  great  palm  tree 
that  King  Somebody  presented  to  Pope 
Someone  reaches  out  his  great  hands  as 
if  to  say.  Bless  you,  my  sunny  Italian 
singers ! 

Higher  and  higher,  louder  and  louder, 
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and  at  last  the  horses  fairly  plunge  in  their 
harness — ^the  air,  the  heavens,  are  filled  vnth 
this  long  last  note. 

It  dies  away;  the  horses  plunge  a-head; 
and  the  carriages  are  again  whirling  around 
on  the  rim  of  this  last,  save  the  Aventine, 
of  the  Seven  Hills  of  Rome. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

MISS  MOLLIE  W0PSU8  AND  PA. 

URTETTA  had  thrown  back  his 
great  Italian  cloak  in  which 
he  was  nearly  enveloped,  pushed 
back  the  broad-brimmed  artist's  hat  from 
his  brow,  brushed  the  long  yellow  hair 
with  a  sweep  of  the  hand  back  over  his 
shoulders,  and  was.  standing  there  flushed 
in  the  face  with  excitement,  and  delighted 
with  the  scene.  It  was  the  first  time  for 
many  a  day  that  he  had  even  touched  the 
outer  edge  of  the  fairer  world,  and  his  soul 
was  hungry,  was  starving  for  beauty,  sym- 
pathy,  song,  and  all  the  better  things  of  life 
that  go  to  make  it  tolerable. 

''  0  Pa !   Pa !     There  stands  the  living 
likeness  of  dear  Murietta ! " 
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Pa  put  up  his  glasses,  looked  and  looked, 
and  even  turned  in  his  seat,  as  the  carriage 
spun  on  around  in  the  great  little  drive  on 
the  Pincian  Hill,  and  still  looked  back  over 
his  shoulder.  And  then  Mollie  half  stood 
up  in  the  carriage,  and  waved  her  parasol 
and  shouted  in  the  hope  of  catching  the 
eye  of  this  living  likeness;  and  then  she 
stretched  her  neck  as  the  carriage  spun  on 
around  and  rose  up  again ;  and  half  a  dozen 
gallant  ItaUans  sprang  forward  to  save  her, 
to  rescue  her,  to  restore  her  to  her  parents 
— for  themselves — in  case  she  should  fall; 
but  still  the  artist  did  not  see  the  sunny- 
face  of  Mollie  Wopsus,  and  he  only  gathered 
his  cloak  closer  about  him  and  moved  a 
little  way  forward  and  nearer  to  the  line  of 
passing  carriages. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  parasol  poked  in 
his  face  from  a  carriage  that  was  whirling 
by,  as  if  he  had  been  an  enemy  entrenched 
on  the  Pincian  Hill  and  this  armed  Amazon 
had  come  in  a  chariot  to  drive  him  from 
the  battlements  in  a  sort  of  charge  of 
bayonets. 

Murietta    started    back.       The    armed 
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Amazon  poked  the  footman  in  the  back 
with  her  parasol;  the  footman  poked  the 
coachman  in  the  ribs  with  his  elbow ;  the 
coachman  pulled  his  reins,  and  the  carriage 
spun  out  of  line  and  rested  on  the  parapet 
overlooking  the  great  Piazza  del  Popolo. 

"  You  bet  it's  hun !  I  know  him  by  his 
back  I " 

Papa  again  put  up  his  glasses,  and  pro- 
tested that  she  was  mistaken. 

"  Don't  you  think  I  know  sardines?" 

Again  the  bright-faced  Califomian  girl 
poked  the  footman  in  the  back,  and  this 
time  pointed  with  her  parasol  a  turn  to  the 
left.  The  footman  poked  the  coachman, 
and  the  coachman  made  a  sharp  turn,  while 
two  handsome  officers  stood  at  the  head  of 
the  horses  to  see  that  no  accident  happened ; 
and  it  seemed  half  the  officers  of  the  Italian 
army  crowded  about  as  a  body-guard  to 
Mollie  Wopsus. 

"  Booh  ! "  cried  the  lively  and  light- 
hearted  Mollie  as  she  thrust  out  with  her 
bayonet  and  poked  the  pensive  artist  in  the 
back  with  the  point  of  it. 

The  officers  sprang  forward  in  a  platoon 
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to  catch  the  lively  little  Amazon  in  case 
she  should  spill  from  the  carriage ;  but  she 
brushed  them  aside  with  her  bayonet  and 
shouted  aloud  to  the  artist  who  was  just 
now  turning  about  to  see  what  it  all  meant. 

"  Oh  my  eye !  Oh  my  eye !  Don't  look 
this  way!  don't!  don't!  Don't  know  a 
body,  do  you?"  She  put  up  her  hands, 
parasol  and  all,  and  laughed  and  pretended 
to  try  to  hide  her  face;  and  then  she 
reached  out  and  put  her  arms  about  the 
artist's  neck  and  pulled  him  in  towards 
the  carriage,  and  pushed  and  leaned  and 
reached  till  all  the  army  of  polite  officers 
came  up  again  to  the  rescue,  and  stood 
there  expecting  every  moment  to  see  her 
spill  herself  to  the  ground. 

"Well  now,  you  are  the  worst!  And 
when  did  you  come?  and  where  did  you 
go?  and  where  are  you  now?  and  where 
will  you  be  ?  and  how  have  you  been  ?  " 

The  Californian  girl  paused  for  breath  as 
the  artist  shook  General  Wopsus  by  the 
hand  in  that  easy  and  careless  way  of  the 
West  which  showed  that  the  two  men  were 
at  least  old  campaigners,  if  not  old  friends. 
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Then  leaning  her  head  towards  Marietta, 
she  said  in  a  sort  of  shrill  whisper, 

"  Do  you  see  those  fellows  in  buttons  ?  , 
All  these  here,  thick  enough  to  stir  'em 
with  a  stick,  aren't  they?"  And  here  she 
made  a  movement  with  her  parasol  as  if 
she  was  stirring  them  up  very  lively. 
"Well,  them's  my  lovers!  All  them  my 
lovers ;  just  think  of  it !  And — look  here !" 
she  bent  her  head  again  towards  the  artist, 
*'  What  do  you  think?  They're  princes 
and  counts  and  marquises  and  dukes  and 
barons  and  earls,  and  everything !  besides 
being  officers,  you  see?  You  bet  you!" 
She  turned  her  head,  held  out  her  parasol 
sociably  as  if  to  receive  on  the  point  of  it  a 
bold  officer  who  looked  as  if  he  was  about 
to  make  a  charge  upon  the  carriage,  and 
continued, 

"  Yes — and  I'm  going  to  Court  too  !  And 
I'm  going  with  a  prince !  Bet  your  liie !  a 
prince — a  real  live  prince  !  What  would 
they  say  to  Mollie  Wopsus  now,  I  wonder, 
in  Mexico  or  California,  eh?  " 

The  lively  little  Mollie  thrust  out  her 
parasol  in  the  direction  in  which  she  sup- 


Miss  Mollie  Wopsus  and  Pa.         21 

posed  Mexico  and  California  to  be,  as  if 
she  would  run  them  through  for  some  old 
.  slight  or  another ;  and  then  again  dropping 
her  head  to  the  artist,  whispered  in  a  high- 
pitched  key, 

"And  IVe  got  a  real  lover  too,  Mr. 
Murietta,  a  count  and  an  officer,  with  the 
brightest  sword  and  epaulettes,  and  belts 
and  buttons  and  things!  And  oh!  Papa 
won't  let  us  get  married,  you  know,  at  all, 
at  all,  because  he  has  not  yet  come  into 
possession  of  his  castle, — an  old,  old  uncle, 
you  know,  who  keeps  living  on  and  living 
on  and  living  on  just  for  spite  you  know. 
And  then,"  and  here  the  little  head  fell 
pathetically  to  one  side  and  the  lively  girl 
grew  very  serious  and  sentimental,  ''and 
then  he's  so  mean  to  Count  Paolini,  don't 
you  know?  and  the  count  being  a  gentle- 
man can't  at  all  get  on  with  his  pay,  for  it 
is  not  enough  for  a  gentleman  to  live  upon. 
And  so,  you  see — "  she  looked  slyly  up 
and  out  to  one  side  to  see  if  Pa  was  listen- 
ing— "and  so  you  see  I  divide  with  him,  I 
do !  Oh,  it's  so  nice !  Better  than  a  novel, 
ain't  it?" 
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Murietta  smiled;   and  the  fiill-hearted 
artless,  happy  girl  went  on — 

'*  And  oh,  don't  you  like  Rome  ?  And 
oh,  ain't  it  such  a  pretty  place  to  buy 
jewellery?  And  then,  such  handsome  men 
you  know !  and  they  are  so  polite,  and  then 
only  to  think — only  to  be  surrounded  all 
the  time  by  dukes  and  princes,  and  counts 
and  barons !  I  declare,  Mr.  Murietta,  I'm 
ashamed,  heartily  ashamed,  of  being  only  a 
general's  daughter." 

**  Ah,  but,  Miss  Wopsus,  when  you  marry 
the  count,  that  will  be  changed,  you  know !" 

"  When  I  do !  Yes,  yes,  indeed  it  will, 
and  the  sooner  the  quicker,  say  I!  You 
see  this  don't  last  always.  I  know  whole 
stacks  of  American  girls  who  are  coming 
over  here  next  year — and  this  thing  won't 
keep  you  know !  These  dilkes  and  counts 
and  barons  and  marquises  will  all  be 
married  you  know.  And  then,  then  what 
will  become  of  Mollie  Wopsus  ? "  She 
buried  her  face  in  her  hands  and  slowly 
shook  her  head.  "  0  if  I  don't  get  Count 
Paolini  I  shall  die  !  I  shall  die,  and  be 
buried  in  the  cold,  cold  ground,  and — " 
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Here  the  music  struck  up  to  its  highest 
and  final  note;  and  the  horses  began  to 
plunge  and  prance,  and  the  carriage  began 
to  move.  Mollie  kissed  her  hand  as  the 
general  reached  his,  to  Murietta. 

''  Yes,  I  shall  die,  shall  die — And  oh !  you 
must  dine  with  us  to-day,  and  I  declare  I 
am  real  hungry  at  the  thought  of  dinner  ! 
How  a  fellow  can  eat  in  Rome !  and — " 

The  carriage  was  whirled  away  and  the 
pleasant  words  of  the   light-hearted   and  \ 
honest  Californian  girl  were  spilled  down  • 
in  the  tumult,  and  trodden  under  the  feet 
of  the  plunging  and  prancing  horses,  and 
lost. 

Murietta's  heart  was  made  lighter  by  \ 
this  young  woman  whom  he  had  met  often 
before  in  the  far  West,  and  gathering  his 
cloak  about  him  he  was  sauntering  away 
with  his  eyes  turned  to  the  dome  of  St. 
Peter's  away  across  the  northern  edge  of 
Rome  and  beyond  the  Tiber. 

As  he  reached  the  edge  of  the  crowd  a 
heavy  hand  fell  upon  his  shoulder.  He 
turned  and  the  hand  was  reached  in  token 
of  friendship. 
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"  I  am  rough  but  honest,  a  man  who 
carries  his  heart  in  his  hand.  Shake  hands, 
I  am  a  man  of  the  world;  you  are  an 
artist.  You  dream,  I  work.  Come,  we  can 
be  of  use  to  each  other  as  friends.  We  can 
destroy  each  other  as  enemies.  Let  us  be 
wise.     It  is  best  to  be  friends." 

His  hand  was  reached  out.  Murietta 
drew  back  and  wrapped  his  cloak  closer 
about  him. 

"  What  if  I  prefer  to  be  enemies  ?  " 

"  Ha !  ha !  just  what  I  was  sajdng !  You 
are  a  dreamer !  Well,  there  is  no  occasion 
for  being  enemies,  none  in  the  least;  and, 
in  fact,  there  is  but  little  occasion  for  being 
friends.  I  only  want  to  ask  you  a  question 
or  two  about  a  certain  young  lady  with 
whom  I  just  now  saw  you  conversing  in  a 
most  friendly  manner." 

The  admiral  took  out  a  large  note-book 
from  his  breast-pocket,  and  began  to  scan  a 
Ust  of  names,  with  figures,  dates,  addresses, 
and  the  like,  set  opposite  them.  He  stopped 
reading  a  moment,  tapped  the  leather  note- 
book with  his  fingers  as  if  it  had  been  a 
kind  of  instrument  on  which  he  was  about 
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to  play  a  tune,  and  then,  stepping  closer  to 
the  side  of  the  artist,  and  looking  carefully 
about  to  see  that  no  one  was  listening, 
went  on — 

"  I  am  a  blunt  and  open-hearted  man,  a 
rough  but  honest  sailor — Ah !  you  smile  at 
this !  But  if  you  come  to  know  me  you 
will  say  at  last,  ay!  you  will  inscribe  it 
upon  my  tombstone,  '  The  admiral  was  a 
rough  but  an  honest  man.'  Well,  as  I  was 
saying,"  here  the  fingers  played  up  and 
down  the  back  of  the  leather  note-book  as 
if  they  were  about  to  begin  the  tune,  "  as  I 
was  saying,  I  am  a  blunt,  honest  man,  and 
if  I  tell  you  why  I  want  to  know  these 
things,  and  you  see  nothing  wrong  in  it, 
will  you  not  tell  me  ?  " 

"Well,  yes,''  said  the  artist,  half  sullenly, 
and  gathering  his  cloak  still  closer  up  under 
his  chin. 

"  Then  I  proceed  to  explain."  The 
fingers  again  played  a  tattoo  up  and  down 
the  back  of  the  leather  note-book,  and  the 
admiral,  looking  again  over  his  shoulder  to 
be  doubly  sure  that  no  one  was  listening, 
went  on, 
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"In  the  first  place  you,  you,  Murietta, 
ought  to  belong  to  my  association.  You 
have  a  reputation.  Well,  reputation  is 
money.  Fame  is  money.  Title  is  money. 
The  name  of  a  count  is  worth  so  much  in 
market.  A  duke  so  much.  A  marquis  so 
much.  A  general  so  much,  and  so  on. 
Well,  the  name  of  an  illustrious  painter  is 
worth, — let  me  see !  " — the  fingers  again 
ran  up  and  down  the  imaginary  keys  on  the 
back  of  the  leather  note-book — "  is  worth, 
say — well !  say  a  quarter  of  a  million 
francs." 

Murietta  loosened  his  cloak  a  little  from 
under  his  chin  and  relaxed  his  features. 
He  was  getting  interested  to  know  what 
this  mysterious,  half-hideous  man  was  driv- 
ing at.  . 

"YoufoUowme?" 

"  Yes." 

"  You  are  interested,  then  ?  " 

**  Yes." 

*'  Well,  you  are  poor." 

**  Certainly,  if  that  is  any  of  your  busi- 
ness." 

"  No  offence — ^no  offence.     I  am  a  blunt 
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but  honest  man,  and  only  want  to  feel  my 
way  across  the  ground  as  I  proceed."  The 
fingers  again  tapped  and  danced  along  the 
back  of  the  note-book.  "  Now  we  come  to 
the  pith  and  core  of  the  question.  Thou- 
sands of  young  ladies  pour  into  this  country 
every  year  from  America,  and  also  from 
England.  They  are  the  cream  of  the 
country,  and  particularly  from  America, 
are  the  wealthiest  and  best  of  the  land.  Of 
course  they  are  vulgar,  very  loud  and  very 
vulgar,  but  then  they  are  also  very  rich. 
Well,  you  follow  me  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Good.  These  girls,  vulgar  but  rich,  come 
here  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  to  get  married. 
That  is  their  business.  They  have  no  other. 
Particularly  those  from  America  are  here 
for  that  purpose,  and  that  purpose  alone. 
They  know  nothing  about  art;  they  care 
less.  They  would  give  more  to  look  upon 
the  face  of  a  single  member  of  a  royal 
family  than  to  see  all  the  works  of  Michael 
Angelo  or  Da  Vinci." 

"Well,  suppose  what  you  say  is  the 
truth,  what  of  it?"     Murietta  was  again 
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gathering  up  his  cloak  and  contracting  his 
brows. 

"  That  is  it,  that  is.  Now  we  come  to 
the  point."  He  again  tapped  and  tattooed 
on  the  back  of  the  note-book.  "  Put  this 
and  that  together,  and  you  will  understand. 
These  girls,  these  vulgar  but  wealthy  wo- 
men from  the  West,  are  here  to  get  hus- 
bands. Shall  they  be  disappointed  ?  No ! 
A  gallant  man  will  not  willingly  see  a  lady 
disappointed.  I  am  a  gallant  man.  I  have 
set  my  heart  to  assist  them  in  this  matter. 
I  go  about  doing  good  in  sUence.  They  do 
not  know,  do  not  dream,  how  I  am  assisting 
them,  in  their  efforts  to  get  what  they  have 
crossed  the  seas  to  obtain." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you  at  all." 

"  Look  here !  read  these  names.  I  am 
a  blunt  and  an  honest  man — a  man  who 
carries  his  heart  in  his  hand.  I  have  no- 
thing whatever  to  conceal.     Read  these." 

The  admiral  handed  the  book  to  the 
artist,  and  struck  an  attitude  before  him  as 
if  he  would  sit  for  the  personification  of 
simple  innocence. 

Murietta  glanced  down  a  long  list  of 
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names  nich  addresses,  dates,  and   £gares 
opposite  them. 

**  There  I ''  The  admiral  point^ed  to  the 
name  of  Mollie  Wopsus.  ** There!  Xow 
what  sum  shaQ  ve  set  opposite  ?  In  other 
wcfrds^  what  is  she  worth?  She  comes  here 
to  be  married  lite  the  others.  She^  like 
the  others,  wants  a  title.  Very  well.  These 
titled  gentlemen  are  my  friends.  They  are 
not  to  be  imposed  upon.  Xow,  sir,  she 
wants  a  title.  She  is  easily  caught,  too 
easily;  we  are  afraid  of  her.  We  cannot 
find  out  what  she  is  worth.  She  comes 
from  too  remote  a  quarter.  We  have  agents 
in  Xew  York,  in  Boston,  in  Chicago,  who 
keep  us  informed  here  and  in  Paris,  and  in 
all  great  cities  of  the  continent,  and  we 
know  oftentimes  better  than  the  father  him- 
self knows,  what  his  daughter  is  worth. 
But  here,  sir,  we  are  in  a  dilemma.  Xow 
you  know  this  young  lady.  You  not  only 
know  what  she  is  worth,  but,  should  she 
prove  to  be  wealthy,  you  can  materially 
assist  her,  assist  her,  mark  you,  in  a  most 
gallant  and  disinterested  way,  to  procure  a 
husband.     There !  there !  pardon  me,"  said 
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the  old  admiral,  catching  his  breath  and 
reaching  out  and  taking  his  book,  and  again 
tapping  the  tattoo  on  its  back.  *' Pardon 
me,  sir,  but  I  hope  I  have  now  proved  to 
you  that  I  have  no  secrets  at  all  in  this 
matter  from  gentlemen,  from  gentlemen, 
mark  you.  And  now,  sir,  what  sum  shall 
we  set  against  the  name  of  the  vivacious 
Miss  Mollie  Wopsus  ?  " 

"  Let  me  look  at  that  book  again." 

The  artist  reached  his  hand  with  an  air 
of  authority.  He  turned  a  leaf,  looked  up 
and  down  the  lines  of  names  there,  and 
read  that  of  Annette. 

He  threw  the  book  in  the  man's  face,  and 
stepping  back,  loosened  his  cloak  as  if  to 
strike,  if  followed,  after  the  fashion  of  his 
country.  The  admiral  picked  up  his  note- 
book and  smiled. 

"  I  have  a  mind  to  tumble  you  over  that 
parapet ! " 

"/Just  as  I  was  saying— just  as  I  re- 
marked before !  "  and  the  fingers  tattooed 
again  up  and  down  the  note-book.  "  You 
are  a  dreamer.  You  do  nothing  but  dream. 
Do  you  suppose  I  like  this  business  better 
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than  you  do  ?  No.  A  man  must  eat.  A 
gentleman  must  have  money.  Come.  The 
lady  wants  a  title.  Is  she  able  to  pay  for 
it?" 

"  You  gray-headed  old  villain  !     What 
if  I  should  teU  this  to  the  world?  " 

"Tell  it?  teU  it?  There  is  nothing  to 
tell.  This  which  we  do  is  no  secret.  Every 
gentleman  in  Paris,  every  gentleman  in 
Germany,  every  gentleman  in  Italy — that 
is,  gentlemen  who  are  unfortunate  enough 
to  be  without  fortune — belongs  to  our  as- 
sooiation.  We  are  a  society.  We  are  a  . 
band  of  brothers.  We  are  more  than  a 
thousand  strong.  When  one  marriage  is 
consummated  and  a  fortune  secured,  that 
fortune  must  go  in  part  to  the  general  fund 
*  for  the  purchase  of  clothes,  jewels,  crests, 
and  other  things  necessary  to  catch  the  eye 
of  the  ladies  from  out  the  West.  Tell  it ! 
ha,  ha!"  The  fingers  again  ran  up  and 
down  the  leather  keys.  "  Why,  do  you  see 
those  gentlemen  walking  up  and  down  there 
before  the  lines  of  carriages  ?  Well,  those 
gentlemen  all  have  a  list  like  this.  These 
same  names,  dates,  figures,  are  down  in 
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their  books  just  as  in  my  own.  We  are 
hesitating  about  this  one  name.  Tell  it? 
ha,  ha!  But  please  don't  tell  any  ladies 
here.  The  Italian  dagger  still  retains  its 
point.  Tell  it  !  Bah !  These  thousand 
gentlemen  forming  one  association  know  it 
already,  and  as  for  the  world,  it  will  not 
believe  you,"  and  the  fingers  again  tapped 
the  book.  "  Come,  I  have  been  blunt,  but 
honest.  Just  as  I  told  you,  you  vn}l  find 
me  to  the  end.  I  am  a  practical  man.  I 
am  an  old  man,  too.  I  know  perfectly  well 
what  I  am  about,  and  see  no  more  harm  in 
this  trade  than  in  any  other  transaction  in 
connnerce." 

He  took  ofi*  his  glove,  drew  out  a  pencil, 
raised  it  to  the  open  book,  and  began  to 
write. 

"  Come !  be  as  honest  with  me  as  I  have 
been  with  you.  What  sum  shall  we  set 
opposite  to  the  name  of  the  lively  Miss 
'  Mollie  Wopsus?" 

Murietta  seemed  to  have  a  sudden  inspi- 
ration. He  drew  his  cloak  closer  up  under 
his  chin  and  said  through  his  teeth : 

"  Ten  million  fi^ancs." 
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The  admiral  wrote  the  figures  down  with 
as  much  coolness  as  if  he  had  been  entering 
a  note  of  the  weather.  As  he  wrote,  Muri- 
etta  noticed  that  the  ends  of  his  fingers 
were  stained  and  yellow,  as  if  burned  by 
acids.  He  remained  no  longer,  but  left 
the  man  writing  in  his  leather  note-book, 
and  melted  away  in  the  crowd. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


THE  PINK  PRINCESS. 


URIETTA  found  his  way  home 
under  the  shadow  of  the  Tar- 
peian  Rock,  long  after  nightfall. 
It  was  pleasant  to  again  bathe  in  the  sun- 
shine, sweet  to  hear  the  hearty  voices  of 
the  Saxon  from  out  the  West,  and  he  lin- 
gered late  and  long  on  the  hill. 

He  did  not  intend  to  return  to  his  cell 
on  the  side  of  the  Capitoline  by  way  of  the 
Corso ;  but  he  went  that  way  nevertheless  in 
spite  of  himself,  and  when  he  came  opposite 
to  a  great  palace  not  far  from  the  palace  of 
the  Bonapartes  he  stopped,  looked  eagerly  in 
through  the  high  portals  at  the  little  forest 
of  shrubs  and  flowers,  and  at  last,  lifting 
his  hat  and  kissing  his  hand,  he  passed  on 
towards  his  home. 
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As  he  was  turning  out  of  sight  of  this 
palace,  he  paused,  lifted  his  hat  again, 
looked  long  at  the  home  of  the  woman  he 
still  loved  in  spite  of  himself,  and  then 
bowing  his  head  he  turned  away,  saying  as 
he  walked  slowly  on : 

*'  I  scattered  roses  in  her  path,  and  yet 
she  would  not  know  me  if  we  were  to  meet 
to-day ! " 

The  artist  slept  late,  and  rose  more 
cheerful  than  the  little  countesses  had  ever 
seen  him.  He  even  whistled  a  love  tune 
as  he  went  down  stairs  at  an  early  hour  in 
the  afternoon  on  his  way  to  the  gathering, 
the  open  air  reception  on  the  Pincian  Hill. 

The  sun  was  brighter  than  ever.  The 
whole  hill-top  blossomed  with  beautiful 
women  from  the  four  wide  quarters  of  the 
Christian  world.  They  walked,  they  rested 
in  the  sun  on  the  benches  by  the  beautiful 
figures  in  marble  and  by  the  fountains  where 
white  swans  swam  in  reedy  little  lakes,  or 
drove  in  the  great  girdle  of  carriages  that 
kept  whirling  and  whirling  and  whirUng 
aroimd  on  the  rim  of  the  blossoming  hill. 

Mollie  Wopsus  poked  the  footman  in  the 
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back,  who  set  things  in  order  to  stop  the 
carriage.  Then  Mollie  reached  her  hand 
to  Marietta,  and  seemed  so  very  happy. 

This  time  there  was  a  perfect  swarm  of 
gilded  butterflies  about  this  wild  flower 
from  California,  and  she  fairly  revelled  in 
her  glory. 

The  old  General  Wopsus,  too,  came  in  for 
a  good  share  of  compliment  and  flattery, 
and  with  all  his  sound  railroad  sense,  was 
not  at  all  displeased  at  it. 

He  sat  back  there  before  his  daughter  as 
a  sort  of  king  on  his  throne  receiving 
homage  and  bestowing  honours.  In  fact, 
he  was  in  some  sense  a  sort  of  king  even 
at  home  amongst  the  "  vulgar "  Americans, 
for  he  was  the  great  railroad  king  of  the 
West. 

His  wife,  Mrs.  General  Wopsus,  sat  be- 
side her  daughter,  a  careworn  woman,  with 
the  lines  of  her  husband's  railroads  written 
all  over  her  face.  A  good  woman  was  she 
as  ever  breathed,  full  of  heart  and  soul  and 
sympathy  for  all  things,  rational  and  irra- 
tional ;  yet,  like  most  of  her  country- 
women, most  uncommonly  weak  on  the 
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subject  of  rank  and  titles.  Besides  that, 
she  was  a  woman;  and  being  a  woman, 
how  could  she  but  be  overcome  and  made 
almost  daft  with  this  flood  of  flattery  and 
compliment  that  poured  in  upon  the  little 
group  of  Wopsuse^  this  morning,  as  it  was 
drawn  in  a  sort  of  triumphal  procession 
around  the  hill,  followed  and  fawned  upon 
by  a  hundred  men  in  glittering  arms  and 
uniforms  yellow  with  gold. 

"Oh,  ain't  it  jolly?''  shouted  Miss 
Wopsus  as  the  artist  pushed  back  his  hat 
and  took  her  extended  hand. 

Whatever  it  was  she  referred  to  as  being 
particularly  "  jolly''  he  did  not  know,  per- 
haps she  did  not  know  herself.  The  reason- 
able thing  is  to  suppose  that  she  felt ''  jolly  " 
on  general  principles. 

"  Oh,  ain't  it  gay  though!" 

She  threw  out  her  arms,  parasol  and  all, 
and  caught  the  artist  around  the  neck  as  if 
she  were  going  to  salute  him  or  drag  him 
into  the  carriage  and  cover  him  up  in  her 

lap. 

The  Italians  —  princes,  dukes,  counts, 
marquises,  and  barons — who  had   sprung 
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forward  as  she  threw  her  arms  out,  now 
saw  that  the  embrace  was  not  for  them, 
and  they  fell  back  to  a  respectful  distance, 
tapped  their  sword  hilts,  smiled  pleasantly, 
looked  at  each  other,  patted  the  sand  with 
their  boots,  and  kept  time  to  the  music, 
and  watched  till  MoUie  Wopsus  was  done 
with  the  stranger. 

"  Oh,  ain't  it  delicious  living  in  foreign 
lands?"  The  pretty  Califomian  loosened 
her  arms  from  the  artist,  clasped  her  hands, 
and  setting  her  head  to  one  side,  looked  up 
in  an  ecstasy  of  delight. 

The  good  Mrs.  Wopsus  was  so  affected 
that  a  little  express  train  of  shining  tears 
started  down  one  of  the  railroad  lines,  but 
collided  at  the  corner  of  one  of  the  nu- 
merous junctions,  and  went  all  to  pieces. 

"  But  then  you  see,  Mr.  Murietta,  they 
are  not  all  foreigners.  And  the  Americans" 
— ^here  Mollie's  head  drooped  to  one  side 
again,  the  clasped  hands  went  up,  and  the 
soft  brown  eyes  went  down — "  the  Ameri- 
cans, you  know,  Mr.  Murietta,  are  so,  so 
very,  very  vulgar.  You  see,  Mr.  Murietta, 
they  were  not  even  educated  abroad.     0, 
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Count  Paolini  says  they  are  so,  so  vul- 
gar!" 

Then  she  sighed  as  she  thought  of  Paolini, 
and  her  head  fell  down,  and  her  hands  went 
up  and  clasped,  as  if  in  a  sort  of  petition  to 
the  railroad  king  for  her  lover  the  count. 

Dear  spoilt  little  MoUie  Wopsus!  She 
had  been  to  school  almost  a  year  in  Paris. 
Therefore  MoUie  had  been  educated  in 
Europe,  and  felt  that  she  had  a  perfect 
right  to  cut  her  American  friends — save  a 
very  few  favoured  ones  like  the  famous 
artist — and  she  did  cut  them  on  every  pos- 
sible occasion. 

The  music  had  again  reached  the  high 
note,  and  the  leaves  were  dancing  on  the 
trees,  and  the  palm  was  reaching  his  broad 
hands  to  give  the  blessing,  and  the  horses 
were  prancing  and  shaking  the  harness. 

Mollie  caught  the  artist  by  the  cloak, 
lifted  her  sceptre-like  parasol,  pulled,  and 
landed  him,  with  her  father's  help,  in  the 
seat  by  the  side  of  the  king  of  railroads. 

The  horses  pressed  forward;  the  Italian 
knights  and  noblemen  fell  back,  hat  in  hand, 
at  precisely  the  same  moment,  made  pre- 
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cisely  the  same  low  bow  with  precisely  the 
same  gesture,  as  if  they  had  all  been  parts  of 
a  sort  of  machine  in  first-rate  working  order, 
which  had  been  set  in  motion  by  the  wheels 
of  the  carriage  of  the  Wopsuses. 

"  Yes,  we  are  going  to  Court.  Pa's 
going  to  Court.  Mamma's  going  to  Court. 
We  are  all  going  to  Court.  And  we,  bet 
your  life !  we  go  on  our  own  hook,  don't 
we,  pa?" 

Pa  pecked  his  head  a  little  as  if  he  had 
been  a  parrot  on  a  pole,  and  went  on  with 
his  thinking. 

"Look  here,  I'll  tell  you  something." 
MoUie  reached  out,  took  the  artist  by  the 
cloak,  and  pulled  him  towards  her.  '*  You 
see,"  she  went  on,  "  the  rest  of  'em  have  to 
go  to  the  minister.  There  they  register  in 
a  book,  and  the  minister  gets  'em  invited 
to  Court.  Pshaw !  Not  for  Joseph !"  She 
snapped  her  fingers  in  the  air,  and  then, 
taking  up  her  parasol,  made  several  sword- 
thrusts  at  the  naked  boughs  that  hung 
above  the  carriage  as  it  whirled  on  around 
the  Pincian.  "  Not  much !  We  go  cross 
lots — we  do,  don't  we,  pa?" 
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Pa  again  pecked  his  head  at  the  daughter, 
and  kept  up  his  thinking  about  his  gridiron 
of  raiboads  in  the  great  West.  But  the 
kind  mother  was  again  so  affected  by  the 
happiness  of  her  daughter  and  their  good 
fortune  among  the  great  people  of  this 
foreign  land,  that  she  again  sent  a  little 
express  train  of  shining  tears  down  one  of 
her  numerous  railroad  lines,  till  it  collided 
against  a  pleasant  smile  at  the  comer  of  her 
mouth. 

"  Here  they  come !  look,  here  they  come ! 
Look,  here  they  come ! " 

Mollie  had  thrown  down  her  parasol,  and 
was  now  clasping  her  chubby  hands  with 
perfect  delight.  The  carriage  was  again 
rolling  up  to  the  point  where  she  had 
parted  with  her  suitors. 

True  enough,  they  were  coming  trooping 
through  the  beds  and  avenues  of  flowers, 
and  winding  in  and  out  through  the  car- 
riages, and  coming  up  straight  to  the  pre- 
sence of  the  railroad  king  and  his  daughter 
with  the  ten-milUon  dowry. 

*'Dear,  dear!  Mr.  Murietta,  what  could 
you  have  said   about  me   yesterday?     I 
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declare  it  was  bad  enough  yesterday,  but 
to-day  it  is  perfectly  alarming.  And  I  tell 
you,  look  here ! "  she  reached  and  caught 
the  artist  again  by  the  cloak  and  pulled 
him  forward  so  that  her  parents  might  not 
hear ;  "  look  here !  I  think  I  can  do  better 
than  take  Count  Paolini.  Count  Paolini  is 
all  right,  you  know,  and  I  tell  you  it  will 
break  my  heart  to  give  him  up.  It  will 
break  my  heart,  but  I  can  do  better — I — 
I — "  She  put  up  her  hands  and  burst  into 
tears.  "It  will  break — break— it  will  break 
my — my — boo,  hoo,  hoo!" 

"  Poor,  poor,  dear  child !  Now  just  see 
what  your  cruelty  has  done.  I  told  you  it 
would  kill  her — break  her — break — break 
— boo,  hoo,  hoo !  "  Mrs.  Wopsus  also  wept. 

The  carriage  spun  through  the  crowd  and 
sped  on  aroimd  the  hill,  while  the  polite 
Italians  lifted  their  hats,  and  the  machinery 
that  seemed  to  be  attached  to  the  carriage- 
wheels  went  through  the  same  operation  as 
before. 

This  time  the  kind-hearted  mother  sent 
two  long  and  very  heavily  laden  express 
trains  of  tears  down  her  railroad  lines,  and 
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there  was  no  collision  this  time  till  they 
came  to  the  chin,  where  they  hung  and 
swung  like  little  light-limbed  boys  swing- 
ing at  gj^mnastics  there  in  the  gardens. 

Suddenly  Murietta  started  almost  from 
his  seat.  They  were  driving  right  beside 
the  most  beautiful  woman  in  all  that  gather- 
ing of  beauty.  It  was  the  Countess  Edna, 
dressed  as  usual  in  rosy  pink,  with  her 
rosy  scarf  blowing  loosely  back  and  about 
her  shoulders.  She  looked  like  a  great 
rich  rose  just  opened,  fragrant,  full,  and 
ready  to  be  gathered  by  any  hand  that  was 
bold  enough  to  pluck  it  from  the  tree. 

The  same  subdued  sadness  about  her; 
the  same  careless  repose  ;  the  half  hiding 
away ;  the  lounging  back  in  the  carriage ; 
the  indiflference  about  her  dress,  as  if  she 
tried  hard  to  not  be  so  beautiful,  and  was 
only  beautiful  because  she  could  not  help  it. 

Murietta  hesitated  a  moment  before  lift- 
ing his  hat.  Her  lips  parted.  The  man 
bowed  and  half  rose  in  his  seat  with  admi- 
ration. 

"  Jove !  what  a  beauty ! "  ejaculated  the 
railroad  king,  speaking  for  the  first  time. 
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"  Oh,  who's  that  pink  princess  ?"  cried 
Mollie,  loud  enough  almost  for  the  marble 
statue  there  of  Rienzi  to  have  heard. 

The  coimtess  smiled  at  this,  and  the 
two  carriages  drove  on  the  road  together, 
and  drove  up  together  in  the  long  shadow 
of  the  great  palace,  for  it  was  nearly  sun- 
set. 

There  were  informal  introductions  passed; 
and  to  the  delight  and  relief  of  Murietta, 
Mollie  took  it  upon  herself  to  say  all  that 
was  necessary  to  be  said,  and  perhaps  a 
great  deal  more. 

Murietta  was  moody  once  more. .  This 
beautiful  woman  had  always  made  him  un- 
certain of  his  footing.  He  had  never  felt 
safe  in  her  presence.  It  always  seemed  to 
him  that  she  filled  up  the  whole  atmo- 
sphere, and  absorbed  him  to  herself  without 
knowing  or  intending  it. 

He  had  not  kept  his  promise  to  return  to 
her,  because  in  the  first  place  he  could  not, 
and  then  after  his  illness  he  would  not,  but 
had  firmly  resolved  to  forget  her.  At  this 
moment,  as  he  sat  there  silent,  and  Mollie 
prattled  on,  his  resolution  had  fled  the 
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walls  of  Rome,  and  he  sat  there  a  captive 
to  his  queen. 

How  Mollie  did  talk !  and  how  she  did 
tell  the  "pink  princess"  all  her  life,  and  all 
the  life  of  her  father,  and  the  life  of  her 
mother,  and  all  her  love  and  her  longing 
for  dear,  dear  Paolini ! 

And  how  politely  the  countess  listened, 
or  pretended  to  listen,  all  the  time  smiling 
half  sadly,  and  not  saying  one  word. 

"And  oh!  the  vulgar  Americans,  coun- 
tess !  how  shall  we  escape  them?  They  are 
not  even  educated  abroad,  you  know!  0 
countess,  is  there  a  place,  can  you  tell  me 
where  there  is  a  place,  do  you  think  there 
is  any  place  where  there  are  no  Ameri- 
cans?" 

The  sun  was  down ;  the  carriages  were 
parting;  good-byes  were  hastily  said;  but 
Mollie  shouted  back,  "Is  there  a  place 
where  there  are  no  Americans  ?  " 

The  countess  smiled  as  her  carriage 
passed;  and  with  a  half-playful  light  in 
her  great  full  eyes,  hfted  her  face  towards 
Heaven !     And  that  was  Mollie's  answer. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

NEW  ROME   AKD  NEW  ROMANS. 

UT  yonder  to  the  south,  beyond 
the  walls  of  Rome,  and  five,  ten, 
twenty  miles  away,  lies  old 
Rome,  lifting  here  and  there  above  the 
earth  some  broken  bit  of  the  skeleton  of 
her  own  mighty  proportions.  And  down 
here  by  the  Tiber,  immediately  under  us 
as  we  stand  on  the  Spanish  steps  and  look 
west,  we  see  shafts  of  marble,  old  columns 
that  lift  like  mossy  tombstones  on  the  grave 
of  the  great  dead  city.  There  lies  Rome 
on  the  banks  of  the  Tiber,  old  Rome,  dead, 
very  dead,  and  buried  in  the  dust  and  the 
debris  of  ten  and  fifteen  centuries. 

On  the  side  of  this  dead  city,  out  of  the 
grave  as  it  were,  even  out  of  the  dust  and 
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bones  and  ashes  of  this  great  dead  city, 
has  grown  a  sort  of  mushroom. 

New  Rome  is  here,  pushed  back  from  the 
Tiber,  back  on  to  the  higher  land,  for  they 
could  not  build  closer  because  of  the  im- 
mense ruins;  and  then  the  Tiber  over- 
flowed too.  But  here  is  new  Rome  to-day 
— a  very  rickety  town  it  is  too,  compared 
with  the  old  one.  You  might  call  it  a 
toadstool  grown  up  out  of  the  bones  of  the 
dead,  and  not  be  far  wrong. 

Here  are  shops,  banks,  saloons  for  re- 
freshments, fashionable  resorts  for  fashion- 
able gamblers,  fashionable  modern  improve- 
ments of  civilization. 

Here  are  side  walks  and  wide  streets,  and 
well  paved  drives,  all  giving  the  new  town 
an  infinite  advantage  over  the  old  down 
there  in  the  Ghetto  where  the  Jews  are. 

Here  are  also  painted  women,  fast  and 
frivolous,  gay  young  men,  giving  their 
fortunes  many  a  chase,  broken  foreigners 
and  threadbare  Romans,  and  many  other 
things  which  make  a  man  who  is  in  earnest 
with  the  world  and  himself,  infinitely  prefer 
the  old  town,  even  as  it  is  now,  with  all  its 


48  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

rags  and  wretchedness,  to  the  new.  New 
Rome  is,  in  fact,  a  kind  of  imitation  Paris. 
It  may  not  be  quite  so  wicked,  but  it  cer- 
tainly does  its  best,  and  is  improving  in  that 
direction  every  season. 

Murietta  was  a  man  of  extremes.  He 
had  been  among  the  miserable  long  enough. 
He  had  settled  away  down  to  the  very  dregs 
from  what  was  reckoned  about  the  top  of 
the  fashionable  world.  This  he  had  done 
by  choice ;  but  now  that  the  sun  was  out 
again,  and  winter  nearly  gone  in  fact  and  in 
fancy,  and  a  new  life  was  being  oflfered  him, 
he  chose  to  accept  it. 

In  this  one  year  past,  the  artist  had 
ranged  society  in  all  its  shades  and  grades 
with  a  freedom  and  a  facility  that  was 
amusing  even  to  himself  to  think  of. 

"  I  have  seen  it  all,"  said  he  to  himself, 
"  from  the-open  air  reception  of  the  cross- 
ing-sweeper up  to  the  first  step  of  the 
throne.  It  is  a  little  better  than  a  comedy 
down  about  the  bottom,  but  not  quite  so 
good  as  a  funeral  as  you  get  to  the  top. 
Perhaps  the  best  place  is  a  calling  acquaint- 
ance with  those  who  are  just  a  little  below 
or  a  good  distance  above  '  shop.' '' 
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And  now  that  little  Mollie  Wopsus,  who 
talked  to  everybody  and  told  everything, 
had  seen  the  artist,  all  Rome — that  is, 
all  the  toadstool  and  mushroom  part  of 
Rome — ^knew  of  it,  and  invitations  to 
"  teas,"  "  afternoon  receptions,"  ^'evenings," 
"balls,"  "club  dinners,"  " prayer  meetings," 
"  Christian  Associations,"  "  Missionary 
Societies  for  the  Conversion  of  Catholic 
Rome,"  poured  into  the  hands  of  Mollie, 
who  was  supposed  to  know  where  he  dwelt, 
to  hand  over  to  Murietta. 

He  liked  the  prospect  of  a  change.  There 
was  a  general  "  evening "  to  be  given  at 
the  palace  at  the  head  of  the  Scala  de 
Spagna.  Murietta  chose  this  place  for  good 
and  sufficient  reasons  to  make  his  d^but  in 
Rome,  for  he  foresaw  that  he  should  have 
to  play  the  unpleasant  part  of  the  "  lion 
of  the  season"  in  what  he  chose  to  call 
*'  Mushroom  Rome." 

There  was  the  picture  of  an  American 
eagle  with  outspread  wings  above.  There 
was  a  porter  sound  asleep  in  a  little  lodge 
which  was  not  nearly  big  enough  for  a  bed- 
room, yet  a  great  deal  too  big  fca*  a  coffin,. 

a  E 
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Murietta  had  come  late,  and  he  waked 
up  this  man  with  a  military  cap  and  military 
clothes,  made  the  necessary  inquiries  as  to 
the  route  he  should  take  in  the  labyrinth 
of  stairs,  and  on  what  particular  flat  or 
floor  he  should  stop  and  pull  the  bell,  and 
slipping  a  franc  into  the  fellow's  hand  as  a 
sort  of  healing  plaster  for  his  broken  rest, 
he  passed  up  as  he  had  been  directed. 

In  mushroom  Rome  you  always  find  this 
ItaHan  at  the  door.  He  is  the  faithfiil 
sentinel.  When  Rome  comes  to  be  de- 
stroyed like  Pompeii,  as  it  probably  will 
some  day,  it  Avill  be  this  man,  this  porter 
with  the  mHitary  cap  with  its  gold  baud, 
and  military  clothes  with  gold  stripe,  who 
sits  at  every  door  of  fashionable  Rome,  who 
Avill,  centuries  after,  be  found  in  the  ashes 
and  ruins,  dead  at  his  post ! 

No,  it  will  not  be  the  Roman  soldier  this 
time !  It  will  be  the  Italian  porter  in  the 
military  cap  and  military  clothes,  for  he 
will  be  sound  asleep  and  cannot  escape. 

This  porter  of  mushroom  Rome  seems 
never  to  do  anything  whatever  but  sleep — 
but  to  take  toll  and  sleep.    He  wakes  up  just 
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long  enough  to  take  your  pennies  or  your 
franc,  or  half-franc,  and  then  he  settles 
back  in  his  coffin  at  the  side  of  the  door, 
and  peacefully  sleeps  right  before  your 
eyes. 

What  a  conscience  he  must  have ! 

Down  in  old  Rome,  real  Rome,  they  also 
have  porters.  But  these  porters  are  shoe- 
makers, and  they  sit  either  outside  the  door 
or  inside  the  hall.  There  is  no  house  so 
humble  in  Rome  but  that  it  has  its  porter. 
And  these  porters  of  the  Ghetto  are  great 
men.  They  sit  there  all  day,  and  talk  and 
work,  and  Avork  and  talk,  and  truly  come 
to  be  very  wise  and  learned.  They  know 
even  more  than  the  French  barber,  and,  if 
such  a  thing  were  possible,  could  even  talk 
faster  than  he.  There  is  always  a  crowd 
around  the  porter  in  the  Ghetto.  He  is  a 
sort  of  bulletin-board,  and  the  poor  Jews 
and  the  fishermen,  and  the  chestnut  women, 
come  and  stand  before  him,  and  read  the 
news  as  he  prods,  and  pegs,  and  pokes,  and 
pounds  away  at  his  knees. 

When  you  first  visit  this  part  of  old 
Rome,  you  wonder  why  in  the  world  there 
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are  so  many  shoemakers.  After  you  have 
walked  half  a  mile  over  the  villainous  sharp 
little  stones  set  up  as  pavement  and  side 
Avalk,  you  cease  to  wonder. 

All,  or  at  least  it  seemed  to  Murietta,  all 
Rome  Avas  at  this  reception.  He  started 
back  with  an  expression  of  displeasure  as 
the  gentle  and  genial  hostess  led  him  across 
the  salon.  The  countess  was  before  him. 
And  more  beautiful  than  ever  before! 
The  same  half  sad  smile  on  her  baby  face, 
the  same  abundance  of  blond  hair  about 
her  brows  and  neck ;  the  same  rose  and 
alabaster  complexion — just  as  he  had 
seen  her  in  Genoa!  In  fact  there  were 
the  same  pink  slippers,  the  same  pearl- 
coloured  gloves,  the  same  rustle  of  soft  rose 
silk.  She  was  indeed  the  beautiful  pink 
princess  I 

It  was  a  strange  dress  for  any  land  save 
this.  But  in  this  intense  and  passionate 
country,  where  the  blood  is  warm,  and  the 
imagination  is  for  ever  fired  by  beauty  and 
beautiful  scenes,  where  the  soul  is  warm 
with  love,  and  the  body  glad  with  wine  and 
the  glorious  sunshine,  colour  may  run  riot, 
and  men  only  admire. 
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The  commonest  Italian  soldier  wears  a 
uniform  more  rich  and  showy  tenfold, 
than  the  commander-in-chief  of  the  United 
States  army. 

Let  one  of  the  police  of  the  city  of  Rome 
walk  down  Broadway  in  his  uniform,  with 
sword  and  hat  and  feathers,  and  all  New 
York  would  turn  out  to  look  and  won- 
der. Here  in  this  warm  land  you  take  it 
all  as  a  matter  of  course  and  count  it  all 
very  appropriate. 

Here  was  the  din  and  tumult  of  a  hun- 
dred voices.  Above  the  tumult  the  voice 
of  MoUie  Wopsus  rose  like  the  call  of  a 
hunter's  horn,  and  she  was  everywhere  and 
at  .the  same  time  the  happiest  heart,  and 
perhaps  the  most  guileless  in  all  new  Rome. 

There  was  a  crowd  of  admirers  around 
the  countess  as  she  lounged  back  in  a  sofa 
that  half  buried  her  in  its  luxuriance,  and 
they  talked  of  the  wonderful  pictures  in 
Rome  with  a  learning  and  aptitude  of  ex- 
pression not  to  be  found  outside  of  a  guide- 
book. 

How  terribly  bored  she  did  seem!  It 
looked  as  if  she  had  retreated  backward  to 
this  sofa,  and,  after  retreating  from  the 
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learned  young  travellers  as  fitr  as  possible,^ 
had  there  entrenched  herself  and  tried  to 
hide  down  in  the  depths  of  the  cushions, 
and  escape. 

The  countess  was  silent  and  patient  as 
usual.  The  young  men  fairly  exhausted 
the  guide-books  from  Murray  to  Harper. 
A  little  pink  slipper  tapped  on  the  low 
ottoman,  and  a  little  pink  finger  had  twisted 
itself  and  rolled  itself  like  a  silkworm  tight 
up  in  a  little  pink  frill,  and  was  playing  sad 
havoc  with  itself  and  the  little  pink  glove. 
The  countess  was  getting  nervous.  She 
smiled,  pouted,  pushed  out  her  rich  ruddy 
lips  like  the  opening  of  a  rose,  and  tapping 
the  foot  a  little  faster  than  before,  said  to 
those  travelled  and  learned  young  men, 

"  Yes,  yes,  gentlemen,  I  understand.  I 
see  how  it  is.  This  talk  about  Art  has  its 
phases  and  its  symptoms,  and  makes  its 
attack  and  passes  away  just  like  a  fever. 
But  with  this  difi'erence.  It  does  not  hurt 
the  person  whom  it  attacks.  It  is  only  those 
who  are  near  him  who  have  to  sufifer." 

The  young  men  fell  back  a  little,  and 
one  of  them  looked  as  red  as  if  he  had  been 
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painted  for  the  war-path.  In  fact  he  seemed 
to  think  and  to  act  as  if  he  Avas  really  on 
the  eve  of  a  battle,  and  was  now  advancing 
with  very  aggressive  voice  and  gesture  on 
the  quiet  countess  entrenched  in  her  sofa. 

"  Well,  well,"  she  said  with  a  sigh  of 
resignation,  "have  it  out !  Your  first  month 
in  Italy,  you  will  talk  Art  all  the  time. 
After  you  are  here  six  months  you  will 
only  talk  Art  half  the  time ;  after  you  are 
here  a  year  you  mil  not  talk  Art  at  all; 
but  you  will  begin  to  think.  After  think- 
ing it  ov-er  a  year,  you  wiU  then  quietly 
go  home,  perfectly  satisfied  that  you  don't 
know  anything  about  it." 

The  little  silkworm  unrolled  itself,  and 
the  butterflies  flew  away. 

"  There !  I  got  rid  of  them  at  last. 
Come,  sit  by  me  and  escape  this  whirlpool. 
There  are  better  things  in  the  world  than 
a  war  dance.     Don't  you  think  so? " 

"  You  speak  in  parables,"  answered  the 
artist,  as  he  took  the  pretty  little  hand  that 
was  reached  to  him,  in  his,  and  sat  down 
by  the  side  of  the  countess.  The  little 
pink  feet  ceased  to  play  on  the  ottoman  j 
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the  pretty  little  hands  lay  still ;  and  the 
nervousness  was  quite  gone  away. 

"  I  surely  am  getting  old/'  said  the 
countess  a  little  gravely,  as  she  looked  up 
at  the  artist.  ^'I  take  no  pleasure  in  all 
this  excitement  of  society  whatever.  In 
fact  I  have  a  terror  of  it." 

"  It  does  not  take  many  years  for  one  to 
come  to  that,"  laughed  the  artist.  And 
then  he  added,  looking  at  the  countess, 
"  That  is  a  sign  of  wisdom,  not  of  years." 

"  You  are  complimentary  to-night.  But 
speaking  of  wisdom,  do  you  not  know  that 
that  same  little  Mollie  is  the  wisest  one  in 
all  the  salon  ?  " 

"  No ;  but — to  coin  a  new  expression — 
excepting  the  present  company,  I  know  she 
is  about  the  best." 

"Nay,  nay,  but  she  is  really  wise.  Laugh 
and  talk — that  is  wisdom !  " 

"  Mollie  laughs  because  she  cannot  help 
it.  When  we  are  wise  enough  to  know 
that  it  is  best  to  laugh,  then  we  are  past 
laughing ! " 

"  Such  is  life,"  sighed  the  countess, 
"  but  do  not  talk  in  that  way."    She  looked 
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at  him  with  an  earnestness  in  her  great 
brown  eyes  that  he  had  never  seen  before. 
"  Do  not  stand  upon  that  ground,  I  entreat 
you,  or  you  will  break  down  the  wall  that 
lies  between  us  now,  and  our  souls  will 
stand  confronting  each  other." 

The  little  pink  foot  fairly  trembled  on 
the  ottoman. 

Murietta  was  thoughtful  and  silent  now. 
He  was  an  artist  with  his  brush — not  with 
his  tongue.  At  last  he  rose  up  and  said 
slowly, 

"  You  are  right.  I  will  not  touch  upon 
that  land  again.  We  two  sail  solitary  seas. 
We  are  in  the  world,  and  must  in  some 
measure  remain  of  the  world.  We  will  go 
on  in  the  way,  in  the  line  of  thought  and 
action,  and  after  the  fashion  that  it  has  pre- 
scribed, and — " 

"  Bet  your  life,  here  he  is,  mamma  !  here 
he  is,  making  love  to  the  pink  princess ! 
Now  come  !  we're  going  to  have  something 
to  eat.  Ah,  they  do  make  the  best  lobster 
salads  in  Rome  !  Celery  and  lobster  and 
vinegar  and  oil !  Oh,  it's  awful  jolly ! 
Come  along,  come.     You've  got  to  take 
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mamma  to  supper,  the  hostess  said  so,  'cause 
we  all  come  from  California  you  know. 
Come  now — come  along !  Oh  if  my  dear 
count  was  only  here  ! " 

Murietta  laughed  outright. 

"Love  and  lobster  salad!  Oh  Mollie, 
you  will  do !  " 

"  Bet  your  life  I'U  do ! "  And  the  lights 
hearted  MoUie  laid  her  head  sideways  and 
danced  the  hoka-poka.  And  Murietta  re- 
signed the  countess  to  a  gentleman  sent  to 
escort  her  to  the  table,  and  taking  Mra. 
Wopsus  on  his  arm,  left  MoUie  to  dance  to 
'the  admiring  Italians  in  uniform,  who 
hovered  about  and  laughed  with  delight  in 
spite  of  themselves. 

MoUie  came  dancing  in  as  if  she  was 
dancing  the  Saturnalia.  She  was  in  the 
midst  of  an  admiring  group  of  Italian  offi- 
cers. It  seems  odd  to  tell,  but  it  was  not 
at  all  inappropriate.  She  was  so  thoroughly 
good,  so  simple-hearted,  that  everybody 
smiled,  and  said,  "Oh,  it's  only  Mollie 
Wopsus,"  and  sat  down  to  the  repast. 

It  was  a  little  singular,  and  so  thought 
Murietta,  that  he  should  find  himself  seated 
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between  the  tearful  Mrs.  Wopsus  and  the 
countess. '  But  such  is  Italian  civility.  The 
gentleman  Avho  had  come  to  escort  the 
countess  to  the  table  rightly  guessed  that 
he  had  cut  the  thread  of  a  conversation, 
and  therefore  took  some  care  to  restore  the 
lady  as  nearly  as  possible  to  where  he 
found  her. 

MoUie  sat  opposite,  and  was  soon  en- 
trenched behind  a  perfect  barricade  of  salad, 
and  was  firing  right  and  left  with  her 
tongue  at  the  officers  of  the  Italian  army. 

"And  is  this  Count  Paolini  here?''  asked 
Murietta,  leaning  over  the  table  to  MolUe. 

"Hush!"  She  put  up  her  hand,  fork 
and  all,  to  the  side  of  her  head,  and  leaning 
half  way  over  the  table,  to  Murietta,  said 
again,  "  Hush!  No;  he  is  not  here:  he — 
he — is  not  here."  She  began  to  catch  her 
breath  as  if  she  was  about  to  burst  into 
tears. 

Murietta  hastened  to  change  the  topic, 
and  spoke  to  the  countess  and  Mrs.  Wopsus 
of  the  weather. 

"  Charming  weather !"  said  Mrs.  Wopsus, 
and  went  on  with  her  lobster  salad. 
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"  To-morrow,"  said  the  countess,  "  is  .the 
opening  of  the  Carnival,  I  shall*  drive  to 
Porta  Malo  to  see  Saturn  descend  the 
Tiber,  and  will  take  it  as  an  especial  favour 
if  you  will  be  with  me  and  my  little  boy." 

"  But  have  you  place  in  your  carriage  ? 
The  count  and  the  admiral — " 

**  No — no — no !  Don't  mention  them — 
don't  mention  Aem,  I  mean  the  admiral. 
They  will  not  be  with  me,  and — " 

She  almost  threw  down  her  fork,  and 
half  drew  back  from  the  table  with  excite- 
ment. 

Murietta  had  made  another  mistake,  and 
hastened  again  to  change  the  subject,  and 
began  to  talk  to  Mollie  of  the  climate  of 
Italy. 

"You  will  come?"  half  whispered  the 
countess. 

"Yes,"  answered  Murietta  sharply,  "yes." 
And  then  the  next  second  he  wished  with 
all  his  heart  he  had  said  No. 

"  Come,  then,  to  the  palace  at  twelve.  Or 
shall  I  send  the  carriage  for  you  ?  " 

Murietta  smiled,  and  said  he  preferred 
to  call. 
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"  I  will  wait  for  you  and  expect  you ;  I 
cannot  go  alone.  The  count  cannot  or  will 
not  go  with  me  without  the  admiral.  I  will 
not  take  the  admiral." 

*'  Good !     He  is  a  beast." 

"  Do  you  knoAv  him?  " 

"Yes — no — that  is,  I  know  him  tho- 
roughly for  a  dog  and  a  villain,  or  a  fool 
and  buffoon." 

"  Soft !  He  is  not  a  fool — not  a  bit  of  it. 
If  he  only  was !  No,  no ;  don't  for  a  mo- 
ment imagine  he  is  a  fool.  There  !  I  have 
been  telling  secrets!"  sighed  the  countess. 
"Let  it  pass.  Forget  what  I  have  said. 
But  be  sure  to  come." 

"  I  will  come.  I  shall  be  glad  to  forget 
what  you  have  said.  And  you  will  pardon 
me  for  having  said  so  much  about  a  man  of 
whom  I  know  so  little." 

"There  you  are  again  making  love  to 
the  pink  princess!"  cried  MoUie;  and  all 
the  table  looked  up  and  laughed,  while  the 
face  of  the  countess  took  on  the  hue  of  not 
only  pink  but  scarlet. 

''Ah !  you  are  only  jealous  and  provoked 
because  the  count  is  not  here." 
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"  Bet  your  life  I  am  provoked  because  he 
ain't  here." 

"  And  why  is  he  not  here,  then?"  que- 
ried Murietta  across  the  table. 

"  Because,  because  you  see  he  and  Prince 
Trawaska  have  gone  to  Court.  They  have 
to  be  there,  you  see." 

"  And  why  do  they  have  to  be  there?" 

"  Oh,  they  have  to  be — that's  all.  I  reckon 
it  is  because  the  king  wants  them.  Maybe 
the  Court  could  not  go  on  without  them — 
don't  know — but  Prince  Trawaska — " 

"  Prince  whom?"  asked  Murietta,  for  the 
first  time  catching  the  name  that  seemed  to 
be  familiar. 

"  Prince  Trawaska,  or  something  of  that 
kind.  He's  not  an  Italian,  you  know.  No, 
he's  one  of  those  dreadful  Germans,  with 
big  red  ears  and  big  red  heads  and  big  red 
faces,  that  look  just  like  as  if  they  had  just 
been  bom,  you  know." 

And  here  Mollie  set  her  fork-handle 
doAvn  on  the  table  with  the  prongs  erect  in 
the  air  like  the  trident  of  Neptune  in  the 
Vatican  statue,  while  her  pretty  lips  pouted 
and  wrestled  with  a  mouthful  of  lobster 
salad. 
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"  MoUie,  I  know  a  Prince  Trawaska/'  an- 
swered Marietta,  half  gravely,  across  the 
table. 

"  Ah,  do  you,  do  you,  do  you?  Now, 
that's  nice,  you  bet  your  life !  Maybe  it's 
the  same  one  and  maybe  it's  not.  That 
will  do  you  see  for  the  first  chapter  of  a 
novel.  There'll  be  two.  One  of  them  will 
be  a  villain,  you  know,  and  he  will  marry 
some  beautiful  princess — " 

**  Or  a  general's  beautiful  daughter  from 
California,"  put  in  the  countess  quietly. 

"  Yes,  yes,  that's  it,  bet  your  life !  One 
of  them,  you  see,  will  be  the  heavy  villain 
of  the  novel.  He  will  marry  somebod)', 
and  then  the  other  one,  who  will  be  the 
brave  good  knight,  will  come  and  rescue  her 
and  kill  the  wicked  prince.  And  then  she 
will  mourn  very  deeply  and  very  pro- 
perly, and  then  the  cross  old  father  will 
get  reconciled,  and  will  give  ihem  any 
amount  of  tin  and  say,  '  Bless  you,  my 
children ! '  And  then,  after  mourning  very 
deeply  for  just  six  months  to  the  day,  they 
will  be  married  and  move  into  a  gi-eat 
castle  with  towers  and  battlements  and  a 
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secret  passage  and — Oh  bet  your  life!  I 
could  write  the  best  novel  in  the  world,  I 
could ! " 

The  trident  went  down  and  made  a 
harpoon  plunge  at  the  diminished  heap  of 
salad,  and  Mollie's  little  mouth  was  stopped 
effectually  for  some  time. 

"  But  Mollie,"  began  Murietta  gravely, 

Mollie  set  the  trident  in  rest  like  another 
Neptune,  and  looked  up  as  she  wrestled 
with  the  mouthful  of  lobster  salad. 

"  But  Mollie,  suppose  these  two  parti- 
cular princes  and  the  villain  turn  out  to  be 
the  same  one  ? " 

"  Oh  nonsense,  but  it  doesn't,  it  won't, 
it  can't.  It  never  does,  you  know.  It 
liever  will." 

"  No,  not  in  fiction.  But  it  may  in  fact, 
nevertheless." 

And  Murietta  wrinkled  his  brows  and 
looked  across  the  table  very  seriously  at 
the  light-hearted  little  Mollie  wrestling 
with  the  last  fragments  of  a  plateful  of 
lobster  salad. 

"  But  you  frighten  me,  Mr.  Murietta. 
You  never  talk  to  me  like  other  people. 
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You  always  make  me  think.  You  are  a 
thousand  years  old,  and — and — "  Down 
went  the  trident  across  the  empty  plate 
with  a  clang,  and  MoUie  began  to  pout  in 
earnest. 

"  Well,  Miss  Mollie,  I  will  not  frighten 
you  any  more.  I  only  want  to  tell  you, 
however,  that  this  Prince  Trawaska  that  I 
know  is  not  an  Italian,  that  he  is  a  colonel 
in  the  ItaUan  army,  that  he  has  enormous 
ears,  a  red,  smooth,  fat  face,  a  stout  chin, 
and  a  long  sabre  at  his  side." 

The  Italians  present  were  leaning  and 
listening  with  as  much  attention  and  in- 
terest as  their  matchless  politeness  will 
allow.  Murietta  went  on,  "  And  also  I 
want  to  tell  you  that  we  live  in  the  same 
house,  on  the  same  floor,  and — " 

Mollie  could  contain  herself  no  longer. 

"  Good !  tip-top,  first  class,  bet  your 
life !    On  the  same  floor  with  a  prince. " 

"  Yes,  next  door  to  him,  in  fact.  He 
and  an  Italian  count  occupy  the  adjoining 
room.     And  the  prince  is  a  knave !" 

"  The  adjoining  room !  and  the  prince  is 
a  knave!"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Wopsus. 

2  F 
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Mollie  caught  up  and  again  clanged  down 
the  trident  on  the  empty  plate  till  it  rang 
like  a  sword  on  a  helmet. 

"  Next  thing  you'll  be  saying  something 
dreadful  about  Count  Paolini,  you  will! 
and  I  won't  stand  it,  I  won't !" 

Down  went  the  little  head,  up  went  the 
little  hands,  and  tears  ran  through  the 
fingers  like  rain. 

Then  in  a  moment  she  seemed  to  rally, 
and  thought  she  had  something  to  say  and 
thought  she  could  trust  herself  to  say  it, 
and  taking  down  her  hands  and  taking  up 
the  trident,  she  began : 

"  Bet  your  life,  if— if— Bet  your  life,  if 
— boo — hoo — hoo — " 

Poor  kind  hearted  Mrs.  Wopsus  looked 
up  in  silent  dismay,  and  then  in  an  instant 
started  two  full  express  trains  of  tears 
down  the  railroad  lines  of  her  face,  as  if  to 
the  assistance  of  her  daughter. 

But  Mollie  soon  recovered.  These  were 
April  showers  falling  in  the  bright  spring- 
time of  her  youth,  and  the  sun  soon  was 
shining  bright  as  ever. 

"  I  will  never  speak  to  you  again,  Mr. 
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Murietta.  Never,  so  long  as  I  live.  No, 
Mr.  Murietta,  I  will  not.  I  love  Count 
Paolini,  and  I  don't  care  who  knows  it; 
and  I  will  have  him,  or  it  will  kill  me! 
There  now!  It's  out,  and  I  will  never 
speak  to  you  again.  Please,  Signor  Co- 
lombo, pass  me  the  salad." 

The  lobster  salad  was  passed. 

"  And  now,  Mr.  Murietta,"  said  MoUie, 
as  she  set  the  trident  ill  rest,  "  I  want  to 
know  how  you  know  Prince  Trawaska  is  a 
villain." 

Murietta  only  said,  "To-morrow,'*  in 
answer,  as  the  guests  arose  and  returned 
to  the  saloon. 


CHAPTER  XXIIL 


CARNIVAL   EVE. 


URIETT A'S  mind  was  fiUed  with 
the  countess  as  he  took  his  way 
down  the  Spanish  steps  at  an 
early  hour  for  Italy.  He  recollected  her, 
and  only  her.  It  seemed  to  him  as  he 
thought  of  her  that  she  filled  the  whole 
salon  with  a  soft  and  a  rosy  light. 

And  he  recollected  her  as  being  singu- 
larly alone  also  there  that  evening.  Even 
her  husband,  the  cunning  little  count, 
seemed  to  avoid  her,  and  with  a  devilish 
and  refined  courtesy  was  seen  at  every 
opportunity  to  point  out  his  wife  to  those 
with  whom  he  spoke,  and  shake  his  head 
and  sigh. 

More  than  once  he  had  seen  the  ladies 
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put  their  heads  together  and  whisper  as 
they  looked  furtively  over  their  shoulders 
at  the. lady  in  rose  and  pink,  and  then  he 
would  hear  them  say,  "  The  poor  dear 
count !  what  a  gentle  and  devoted  husband 
he  is!" 

What  could  it  all  mean  ?  The  man  was 
more  puzzled  than  ever.  Yet  he  was  more 
than  ever  convinced  that  there  was  some- 
thing very  wrong  and  very  rotten  in 
Rome. 

He  drew  his  cloak  closer  about  him  as 
he  reached  the  great  Spanish  square  and 
wedged  himself  on  through  the  crowd  to- 
wards the  Corso  with  great  difficulty,  for 
this  was  Carnival  Eve,  and  Rome  was  not 
only  fiill  up  to  the  top  of  the  basin,  as  the 
Secretary  of  Legation  would  have  it,  but 
Rome  was  brimming  and  boiling  over. 
There  was  hardly  standing  room  in  Rome. 
It  seemed  that  all  Italy  was  there,  and  half 
of  America  besides. 

What  crowds  of  maskers !  what  shouts ! 
what  merriment! 

In  a  moment  he  was  forced  to  put  aside 
the  concern  and  care  about  the  couBtess, 
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and  was  borne  away  with  the  stream  of 
pleasure  in  spite  of  himself. 

Men  were  dressed  as  women,  women  as 
men,  boys  as  beasts,  and  perhaps  there  were 
beasts  dressed  in  the  guise  of  gentlemen. 

It  was  noticeable  that  these  maskers 
were,  as  a  rule,  very  loud  of  speech,  and 
often  very  vulgar,  with  an  accent  in  what- 
ever tongue  they  attempted  to  speak  which 
showed  very  clearly  that  they  were  either 
from  foreign  lands  having  their  first  Car- 
nival in  Rome,  or  Italians  of  a  very  low 
order  and  of  questionable,  or  rather  un- 
questionable character. 

It  was  quite  certain  that  the  merry  old 
cardinals  and  gallant  gentlemen  who  once 
made  the  Corso  brilliant  with  sparks  of  wit 
flashed  from  behind  their  masks  on  Carnival 
Eve,  were  not  there  now.  The  scene  in 
some  parts  of  the  Corso  resembled  a  lot  of 
madcap  boys  and  girls  in  the  country  play- 
ing blindman's-buff  in  a  barn. 

"  You  are  a  woman !  "  cried  a  sharp  voice 
firom  behind  a  black  mask  in  very  bad 
French,  and  with  an  American  accent. 
''  You  are    a  woman.      I  know  you  by 
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your  long  hair! '"  and  she  laid  hold  of  the 
artist,  and  palled  him  towards  her,  and 
laughed  and  shoated  as  she  did  so. 

^^  Pardon  me,  I  am  not  a  woman !  ^' 

"Prove  it!  prove  it!" 

The  artist  pat  his  arm  aboat  her  gal- 
lantly, and  made  as  if  he  woold  kiss  her 
and  prove  his  case. 

She  screamed  and  straggled. 

"Hands  oflF  there,  sir!  Let  her  go! 
Let  her  go ! "  cried  a  voice  from  ander  a 
pair  of  goat's  horns  and  a  bearded  mask 
which  was  meant  to  represent  the  god  Pan 
playing  his  reed  by  the  river. 

"  And  who  are  you  ? "  said  Marietta, 
assuming  a  mock-heroic  attitude,  and 
reaching  back  his  hand  as  if  he  was  about 
to  draw  a  sword. 

The  great  god  Pan  stumbled  over  his 
goat's  hoofs,  flourished  his  reed,  and  fell 
back  as  if  terrified  to  death ;  but  the  artist 
still  held  on  to  the  masked  lady  who  had 
first  taken  hold  of  him,  as  if  he  was  about 
to  play  the  part  of  Romulus  in  the  old  story 
of  the  Sabines. 

"  Let  her  go,  please  let  her  go !  tha^p 
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my  sister,"  pleaded  the  great  god  Pan  from 
under  his  beard  and  horns. 

"And  who  are  you?"  again  asked  the 
artist. 

"  Why,  I  am  the  son  of  Mr.  Thompson, 
of  Cincinnati." 

"  And  who  is  Mr.  Thompson  of  Cincin- 
nati? " 

"  Don't  you  know  Mr.  Thompson  ?  Why, 
he's  the  richest  pork-packer  in  the  world !  " 

Murietta  let  go  his  little  Sabine  with  a 
singular  feeling  of  disgust,  and  passed  on, 
musing  as  he  went. 

"  The  great  god  Pan  with  his  reed,  and 
the  great  pork-packer  with  his  gold !  So 
we  go.  Such  is  life.  Verily  extremes  do 
meet;  and  fortune  as  well  as  misfortune 
makes  some  strange  bedfellows !" 

In  places  the  crowd  beat  and  surged 
against  he  sides  of  the  streets  as  does  a 
swollen  stream  against  its  banks.  In  other 
places  the  crowd  and  confusion  was  not  so 
great,  and  people  stood  talking  in  groups 
or  watching  the  maskers  as  they  went,  and 
came,  and  called,  and  bantered  each  other 
as  they  passed. 
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A  Capuchin  monk  was  seen  coming  down 
a  side  street  and  to  enter  the  crowd  with  a 
masked  woman  leaning  on  his  arm. 

The  crowd  began  to  hiss  and  jeer,  and 
throw  old  bouquets  and  cabbages,  and 
everything  of  the  kind  they  could  lay  hands 
upon. 

The  man  in  the  garb  of  the  monk  backed 
up  against  the  wall  and  cried  for  quarter, 
while  the  woman  tore  off  her  mask  and 
screamed  on  general  principles. 

''Take  off  that  gown,  and  let  go  that 
woman ! "  cried  one. 

"  A  pretty  fellow  you,  indeed,  to  play 
the  Capuchin  with  a  woman  on  your  arm !  " 
cried  another. 

The  bouquets  and  rotten  cabbages  fell 
like  a  storm,  and  again  the  woman  screamed 
for  help. 

A  policeman  lifted  his  hand  to  the  crowd, 
and  then  turning  to  the  man,  made  him 
take  off  the  gown  and  unmask  where  he 
stood. 

"  You  are  not  allowed  to  mock  at  religion 
here;  and  above  all  let  me  advise  you, 
never  attempt    to    wear  the    garb    of  a 
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Capuchin,  for  the  monks  of  this  order  are 
respected,  nay,  revered,  by  all  respectable 
men ;  and  the  people,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
law,  will  not  allow  them  to  be  insulted." 

The  man  stood  there  holding  on  to  the 
woman  as  if  he  was  afraid  of  the  crowd. 

"  You  will  give  me  your  name  and  ad- 
dress, and  you  can  go,"  said  the  sergeant. 

He  gave  his  name  and  address,  and  proved 
to  be  a  German  student  from  Heidelberg. 

"  Let  me  tell  you  how  to  disguise  your- 
self ?"  cried  a  Frenchman.  The  German 
looked  up. 

"  Go  home  and  put  on  the  dress  and 
manners  of  a  gentleman — then  your  own 
mother  will  not  know  you  ! " 

"  Ay,"  answered  the  German  back  over 
his  shoulder  as  he  turned  away  with  the 
woman,  "  we  go  to  Paris  to  learn  manners 
of  the  French.  We  send  our  army  to 
Paris  to  learn  manners ! "  added  the  Ger- 
man, looking  back  at  the  Frenchman. 

Murietta  elbowed  his  way  on  up  the 
Corso  through  this  crowd  of  masks  and 
faces,  and  wondered  what  the  to-morrow 
would  bring  him. 
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He  lifted  his  hat  and  stood  a  long  time 
opposite  the  great  palace  with  the  high 
portal  opening  to  the  court,  with  the  little 
forest  of  plants  and  flowers,  and  again  fell 
to  thinking  of  the  one  fair  woman. 

He  went  home  at  last,  and  was  at  war 
with  himself.  The  beautiful  countess  floated 
before  him  like  a  rosy  light  as  he  passed 
under  the  shade  of  the  Tarpeian  Rock,  and 
climbed  the  crooked  stairs  to  his  little  cell. 

All  the  merry  maskers,  and  the  tumult 
of  the  Corso,  and  the  promise  of  a'^gay 
Carnival  to-morrow,  could  not  draw  this 
man  away  from  himself  for  ten  minutes 
together. 

He  wished,  devoutly  wished,  he  had  never 
seen  this  countess,  and  at  last  as  he  threw 
off  his  cloak  he  said  to  himself  with  an 
emphasis  that  was  almost  an  oath,  that  he 
would  see  her  no  inore. 

Then  turning  behind  the  door  he  lifted 
and  laid  aside  the  shawl  that  his  black-eyed 
little  ladies  had  thrown  over  the  picture 
there,  and  bore  the  easel  out  to  the  middle 
of  the  room. 

There   she  was,  just  as  he  had  always 
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seen  her,  just  as  she  had  always  seemed, 
looking  back  over  her  shoulder,  going  away 
from  him  without  one  word,  without  even 
a  look  of  love,  without  even  a  glance  of 
recognition ! 

But  this  woman  seemed  to  be  a  part  of 
himself.  He  thought  of  the  countess  as  a 
stranger,  a  sort  of  usurper,  as  some  one 
against  whom  he  must  sometime  take  up 
arms  and  expel. 

He  drew  the  dagger  from  the  bosom 
where  it  had  hung  for  a  long  tune,  and 
hurled  it  back  into  the  corner.  The  canvas 
was  terribly  cut  and  torn,  and  swayed  and 
bent  all  out  of  shape.  He  tried  to  re- 
arrange it,  but  the  wet  picture  had  dried 
as  the  dagger  had  drawn  and  stretched 
it;  and  it  would  not  come  again  in  its 
place. 

The  impulsive  artist  stood  before  the 
picture  with  folded  arms,  and  looked  at 
this  shadow  of  his  ideal  long  and  earnestly. 

He  had  wandered  away  from  his  ideal 
love,  and  had  taken  delight  in  the  smiles  of 
another.     Now  he  was  very  penitent  and 
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very    affected.    He  loved  her  more  than 
ever  before. 

When  a  man  returns  at  night  and  kisses 
his  wife  with  more  than  ordinary  tender- 
ness, she  may  be  pretty  certain  that  he 
has  been  in  mischief. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

SATUEN   SAILING   DOWN   THE   TIBER. 

lURIETTA  slept  long  and  weU, 
and  arose  late.  The  sun  was 
sifting  through  the  cracks  in  the 
closed  shutters,  and  spilling  in  long  bars  as 
bright  as  gold  over  the  carpets  and  the 
red  bricks  on  the  further  floor. 

He  swung  open  the  window,  and  looked 
out  toward  and  over  the  Palatine  Hill. 
The  levelled  old  citadel  was  red  with  roses 
and  flowers.  The  air  was  filled  with  odours 
from  the  opening  buds  and  blossoms  of 
spring.  It  was  as  if  summer  had  come 
while  he  slept,  and  sat  down  in  Rome  to 
remain. 

The  air  was  so  soft,  and  rich,  and  sweet, 
that  you  could  fairly  feed  upon  it,  and  be 
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glad  and  satisfied.     The  day  was  perfect  as 
love. 

Away  to  the  west  some  clouds  as  white 
as  the  Alpine  top  to  where  they  tended 
were  drawing  into  shore  across  the  sea  from 
Africa,  and  stretching  out  in  long  still 
columns  across  the  blue  untroubled  sky  as  if 
they  were  bringing  oil  and  spices  across  some 
desert,  like  merchants  of  the  olden  time. 

The  artist  was  glad  and  light  of  heart  in 
spite  of  himself.  A  bird  was  calling  from 
a  cypress  tree  above  his  window,  and  he 
answered  back  and  then  shouted  to  the  boys 
below,  who  holloaed  in  return,  and  bade 
him  come  forth  and  enjoy  the  Carnival  in 
Rome. 

On  the  rocky  and  ugly  steps,  a  little  way 
below,  and  just  underneath  the  little  image 
of  the  Madonna  with  the  perpetual  lamp  at 
her  feet,  was  a  little  level  spot  barely 
broad  enough  for  two  persons  to  turn 
around  in.  Four  beautiful  brown  girls 
were  dancing  there,  and  throwing  their 
arms  loose  from  their  loosened  robes,  and 
laughing  and  tossing  back  their  glory  of 
hair,  and  showing   their  pearly   teeth,  as 
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they  kept  time  to  the  tambourine,  which  a 
gallant  troubadour  in  a  brigand's  hat  and 
feather  beat  and  jingled  as  he  sat  on  a 
wall  above  them,  with  his  sandalled  feet 
dangling  down  in  the  sun. 

An  old  woman  hobbled  by  in  a  mask 
with  a  cat  on  her  shoulder ;  a  man  shouted 
out  his  wares,  and  rattled  a  bell,  and 
danced  as  he  did  so,  and  made  a  very  awk- 
ward combination  of  pleasure  and  business. 

It  was  evident  that  it  was  Carnival  time 
in  Rome.  The  spirit  of  revelry  and  mirth 
had  reached  even  these  miserable  people  in 
this  miserable  part  of  the  city,  and  the 
artist  was  all  curiosity  to  see  what  it  might 
now  be  in  the  Corso,  the  great  heart  vein 
and  artery  of  the  city. 

Looking  out  on  the  blossoming  hills, 
breathing  this  soft  sweet  air  that  had  blown 
in  across  the  sea  from  Africa,  seeing  the 
mirth  and  merry-making  about  him, 
Murietta  could  very  well  understand  how 
that  away  back  on  the  far  dim  edge  of 
Time,  in  the  world's  beginning,  the  wild 
people  of  the  Campagna  and  the  Sabine  Hills 
on  this  day  rose  up  in  a  body,  and  beat 
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drums,  and  sang,  and  danced  with  delight 
under  the  cork  trees  on  the  sunny  hill  side, 
and  thus  laid  the  corner-stone  for  the 
Carnival  of  the  Christians. 

It  seemed  impossible  that  any  one  should 
be  sad,  or  even  be  silent,  and  refuse  to  give 
thanks  and  be.  glad  in  this  morning  of 
sudden  summer. 

The  artist  hastily  drank  his  coffee,  threw 
his  great  cloak  over  one  shoulder,  as  is  the 
custom  of  Latin  countries,  and  let  it  swing 
to  the  ground.  He  brushed  back  his  long 
yellow  hair,  then  went  up  to  the  little  look- 
ing-glass and  arranged  his  brown  moustache 
in  a  gallant  and  becoming  twirl.  What  a 
wonderful  elasticity  there  is  in  the  air  of  a 
full-blown  and  sudden  spring ! 

The  cock  that  has  been  careless  half  a 
season  with  his  feathers,  now  mounts  his 
dunghill,  and  plumes  himself  in  the  sun,  and 
challenges  the  admiration  of  the  world. 
The  wildest  beast  in  the  forest  at  such  a 
time  smooths  down  his  hairy  coat,  and  con- 
templates his  visage  in  the  water  when  he 
drinks  in  the  sun. 

The  peasants  had  been  pouring  in  from 
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the  Campagna  through  the  gate  of  Saint 
Paul  since  dawn ;  many  of  them  had  fowls 
in  baskets,  fruits  in  leaves  and  grass,  early 
vegetables,  and  dried  meats  to  sell  to  the 
multitudes  of  the  old  Jew  quarter  of  the 
city. 

Every  inch  of  the  streets  seemed  occupied. 
And  yet  you  could  make  your  way  with 
but  little  trouble.  On  one  side  of  the  street 
the  stream  poured  in  one  direction,  while  on 
the  other  side  it  poured  in  the  other,  so  that 
you  had  only  to  fall  in  on  the  proper  side, 
and  you  would  be  borne  along  whether  you 
willed  it  or  no,  almost  as  fast  as  your  legs 
could  follow. 

Omnibuses,  asses,  carriages,  footmen,  and 
footwomen ;  beggars  and  men  in  masks ; 
princes  coming  to  see  the  poor  in  the  Jew 
quarter,  and  the  poor  of  the  Jew  quarter 
on  their  way  to  the  Corso  to  see  the  princes. 
What  a  medley  it  was,  and  what  a  tumult ! 

Every  man  laughed  and  every  woman 
smiled.  Women  trod  on  men's  corns,  and 
men  chucked  women  under  the  chin,  but  no 
one  cried  out  or  complained  in  the  least,  for 
no  one  is  allowed  to  get  angry  in  Carnival. 
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Besides  that,  it  is  considered  a  bad  omen. 
The  tradition  and  prophecy  among  the 
peasants  is  to  the  effect  that  the  man  who 
is  angry  in  Carnival  will  die  before  the  end 
of  the  year,  and  the  woman  who  is  cross 
shall  have  no  children. 

At  last,  borne  along  with,  and  almost  on, 
this  strong  stream  of  happy  people,  the 
artist  reached  the  Piazza  of  the  Twelve 
Apostles.  It  was  nearly  twelve  o'clock  by 
the  sundial  on  the  palace  of  the  Colonnas. 

At  twelve  o'clock  he  had  promised  to  be 
with  the  countess.  But  then  he  had  pro- 
mised himself  last  night  that  he  would  see 
her  no  more.  He  stopped  and  began  to 
consider.  In  the  one  case  he  had  made  a 
promise  to  another,  to  a  woman.  But  then 
he  had  made  that  promise  hastily  and  with- 
out reflection.  In  the  other  case  he  had 
made  the  promise  only  to  himself.  But 
then  this  promise  he  had  made  with  due 
deliberation,  and  he  even  now  was  certain 
that  it  was  right  and  wisely  made,  and 
should  be  manfully  kept* 

But  then,  to  break  a  promise  with  a 
lady!     The  long  thin  shadow  on  the  sun- 
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dial  was  drawing  sharp  and  close  upon  the 
last  minute. 

"  Let  me  see,"  said  Murietta,  pushing  back 
his  hat  and  pulling  at  his  moustache  with 
the  air  of  a  man  who  is  greatly  perplexed. 
"  If  I  go  I  shall  be  no  better  off,  but  pos- 
sibly a  great  deal  worse;  and  besides,  I 
shall  have  broken  a  promise  with  myself. 
If  I  do  not  go  I  shall  at  all  events  have  a 
pleasant  day  of  it,  shall  be  safe  and  secure, 
and  shall  have — "  he  pulled  at  his  mous- 
tache very  venomously  and  as  if  getting  ex- 
cited, "  and  shall  have  broken — a — promise 
— with — a — lady." 

He  said  this  slowly  and  in  links,  as  if  to 
hear  the  full  indignity  of  it. 

The  dial  showed  that  he  stood  on  the 
very  brink  of  twelve  o'clock. 

"If  I  do  not  go?"  Then  suddenly  he 
started,  gathered  up  his  cloak,  and  said, 
almost  as  if  he  had  been  speaking  to  the 
crowd  that  poured  past  and  around  him, 
"  What  have  I  been  doing?  I  have  been 
thinking  only  of  myself.  I  have  only  been 
thinking  what  good  or  what  ill,  what  plea- 
sure or  displeasure  will  happen  to  myself 
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if  I  go  or  do  not  go  with  this  beautiful  lady 
who  has  so  kindly  offered  me  a  seat  at  her 
side  to  see  the  Carnival.  Well  then,  what 
will  happen  to  her  if  I  go  ?  she  will  pro- 
bably enjoy  the  drive  and  the  scene.  At 
all  events  she  will  have  what  she  asked  and 
what  I  promised.  And  if  I  do  not  go? 
Then  she  will  wait  and  wait,  and  be  dis- 
appointed and  displeased,  and  perhaps  not 
go  out  at  all,  and  may  miss  the  whole 
scene  which  all  Rome  has  been  looking 
forward  to  with  such  intense  interest  and 


concern." 


He  did  not  stand  there  to  finish  the  sen- 
tence. The  long  thin  shadow  on  the  high 
white  wall  was  lying  flat  and  straight  on 
the  line  of  the  meridian. 

He  passed  through  the  people,  laid  hold 
of  men  and  women  as  if  pulling  his  way  up 
a  stream,  and  in  a  little  time  he  lifted  his 
hat  and  threw  back  his  cloak  before  the 
beautiful  countess,  who  sat,  arrayed  in  pink 
and  rose,  awaiting  him  in  her  carriage  in 
the  court  of  her  palace. 

She  did  not  speak.  She  only  smiled, 
and  with  a  little,  lovely  hand  drew  her  pink 
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robes  closer  to  her  side  as  Marietta  mounted 
and  took  his  place  there  without  a  word. 

Little  Sunshine,  who  had  been  watching 
the  doves  that  flew  and  fluttered  and  cooed 
about  the  court  as  if  having  a  little  Car- 
nival of  their  own,  now  lifted  his  eyes  to 
his  mother's.  His  mother  smiled,  he 
pulled  a  string  which  seemed  as  it  might 
have  been  one  of  the  heart-strings  of  the 
man  on  the  box,  and  then  the  man  on  the 
box  elbowed  the  great,  fat,  senatorial  look- 
ing Roman  who  held  the  reins,  and  the 
carriage  rumbled  out  and  over  the  stones 
of  Rome,  through  the  Porta  Populo  toward 
the  Ponte  Malo. 

What  crowds  of  people!  What  good- 
natured  peasants,  and  what  gallant  princes 
and  gentlemen  on  horseback !  What  hand- 
some lady-like  soldiers  in  gorgeous  uniforms, 
and  what  manly-looking  women  from  the 
foothills  of  the  Alps,  with  their  brown  faces 
and  their  braided  hair;  fit  mothers  of 
Romans  when  Rome  was  Rome. 

How  these  peasants  huddled  together  and 
kept  in  groups  by  themselves!  The  Ita- 
lian seems  to  fear  no  one  half  so  much  as 
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he  does  the  Italian.  Perhaps  it  is  because 
of  their  old  feuds  that  went  on  for  ages. 
Perhaps  it  is  because  he  knows  him  best. 

Both  sides  of  the  turbid,  yellow  Tiber 
were  lined  above  the  bridge  for  miles  by 
people,  mostly  peasants,  each  party  or  band 
from  each  particular  village  or  district 
keeping  close  together,  looking  eagerly  up 
the  river,  waiting  for  the  great  gold  barges 
with  silver  oars  that  were  to  bear  Saturn 
and  King  Pasquino  down  the  Tiber  to  the 
golden  chariot  that  stood  there  with  its  ten 
white  oxen  waiting  to  drive  them  and  their 
suite  to  the  city  of  Rome. 

By  begging  the  peasants,  bantering  the 
maskers  and  gentlemen,  and  bribing  the 
policemen,  Murietta  managed  to  get  the 
carriage  driven  to  the  very  keystone  of  the 
bridge.  Here,  drawn  to  one  side,  they 
waited  the  descent  of  Saturn,  who  was  to 
bring  from  his  winter  palace  of  ice  in  the 
Alps  the  authority  of  the  gods  to  King 
Pasquino  the  Second  to  open  the  Carnival 
in  Rome. 

About  two  o'clock  puffs  of  smoke  were 
seen  to  rise   from  away  up  the  crooked 
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Tiber,  and  as  the  barges  turned  a  point 
and  hove  in  sight,  the  cannon  on  the 
banks  of  the  Tiber  boomed,  the  bands 
played  martial  airs,  and  the  people  threw 
their  hats  in  the  air  and  shouted  and  danced 
and  danced  and  shouted  with  wild  excite- 
ment and  delight. 

At  first,  and  when  far  off,  the  effect  was 
beautifuL  All  banners  of  all  nations  floated 
in  the  summer  wind  that  blew  up  the  Tiber 
as  if  to  welcome  them,  and  the  barges 
glistened  in  the  sun  as  if  they  were  sheeted 
in  gold. 

As  they  drew  near,  however,  you  began 
to  see  that  these  barges  were  only  ugly 
old  flat  boats  used  for  carrying  stores  and 
wood  down  the  river,  and  that  the  gold 
was  only  brass-foil,  which  was  now  break- 
ing away  and  blowing  and  floating  off  as 
they  eddied  about  in  the  swift  stream  and 
struck  the  sandy  shore  and  attempted  in 
vain  to  land. 

The  people  shouted  and  laughed,  the  can- 
non boomed  no  more,  the  musicians  threw 
their  instruments  up  above  their  heads  and 
screamed  with  excitement,  as  Saturn  stood 
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there  in  his  tinsel  and  paper  crown,  helpless, 
and  half  afraid  of  being  overturned  and 
drowned  in  the  Tiber. 

At  last  a  rope  was  reached  and  made 
fast  to  the  shore.  The  great  gold  barge 
was  tied  up,  a  plank  was  slipped  down  the 
steep  bank,  and  the  god,  sceptre  in  hand, 
attempted  to  walk  to  land,  but  stumbled 
and  fell,  and  lost  his  crown  in  the  attempt. 

The  rabble  fumed  and  hissed  again. 
The  musicians  broke  oflF  in  the  middle  of  a 
triumphal  march,  and  again  flashed  their 
bright  instruments  in  the  sun  above  their 
heads. 

Somehow  Saturn  clambered  up  again, 
and  his  crown  was  fished  out  of  the  river, 
and  soiled  and  dripping  was  restored  once 
more  to  his  head ;  but  he  seemed  to  have 
hurt  himself  in  the  fall,  for  they  had  to 
help  him  to  his  high  place  in  the  centre  of 
the  Four  Seasons  on  the  top  of  the  great 
golden  car,  which  was  made  out  of  brass- 
foil  and  wall  paper  and  very  weak  and 
rickety  timber. 

There  were  four  bronze  lions  set  at  the 
comers  of  this  car,  and  a  handsome  body- 
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guard  of  boys  dressed  as  Amazons  kept 
guard  about  the  sacred  person  of  Saturn  as 
he  sat  there  with  his  flowing  beard  and 
battered  paper  crown  in  the  centre  of  the 
Four  Seasons. 

This  great  car  was  to  be  followed  by  King 
Pasquino  the  Second;  who,  in  acknow- 
ledgment of  the  authority  of  Saturn,  was 
to  come  after  him  in  a  less  gorgeous,  but 
fortunately  more  substantial  conveyance. 
The  king  was  drawn  by  asses. 

All  being  ready,  and  the  monarchs  being 
seated  with  their  crowns  firmly  fixed,  the 
cannon  boomed  again,  the  musicians  began 
their  march,  and  the  ten  white  oxen,  each 
led  by  a  Roman  in  the  old  days  of  the  first 
CaBsar,  began  to  move,  and  the  procession 
of  a  dozen  cars,  each  bearing  some  impor- 
tant personage  supposed  to  be  connected 
with  the  opening  of  the  Carnival,  was  on  its 
way  to  the  walls  of  Rome. 

The  Four  Seasons  scattered  flowers  and 
fruit  and  bread  and  nuts  to  the  thousands 
who  stood  on  either  side  the  long  dusty 
road  that  reached  to  the  gate  of  the  city. 

The  king  Pasquino  had  announced  that 
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the  good  guardian  angel  who  stood  at  the 
back  of  his  throne,  on  his  high  car,  would 
scatter  money  in  vast  quantities  to  the 
people  who  foUowed  his  car  and  his  fortunes 
on  the  triumphal  march  to  the  city. 

But  the  good  guardian  angel  seemed  to 
get  sea-sick  as  the  rickety  car  rocked  from 
side  to  side  and  threatened  to  upset,  and 
after  a  few  seconds  she  sat  down  quite  out 
of  sight,  and  a  man  in  the  crowd  shouted 
out  that  she  was  putting  the  money  up  her 
sleeve. 

The  good-natured  officers  of  the  day  as- 
sisted the  carriages  to  turn  and  fall  in  line 
behind  the  slow  and  ludicrous  procession, 
headed  by  the  ten  white  oxen;  and  Muri- 
etta  and  the  countess  in  pink  and  rose  were 
on  their  way  back  to  Rome. 

All  day  she  had  been  silent:  perhaps 
she  had  not  said  ten  words.  There  was  a 
sort  of  audacity  and  indifference  in  this 
that  puzzled  him ;  yet  it  pleased  him  above 
everything  else.  Nothing  would  have  inte- 
rested him  so  much  as  this.  Had  she  talked 
with  the  wit  of  a  clown  or  the  wisdom  of  a 
sage  he  had  grown  weary  of  her :  as  it  was, 
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he  was  more  interested  than  ever.  She 
had  promised  revelations ;  but  now  that  she 
had  an  opportunity  to  reveal,  she  was  as 
silent  as  if  she  had  been  marble. 

The  procession  moved  but  slowly.  The 
Carnival  was  growing  monotonous.  At  last 
one  of  the  bronze  lions  at  the  corner  of 
Saturn's  car  fell  to  the  ground.  The  dread- 
ful beast  had  only  been  made  of  hair  and 
plaster,  and  as  this  had  not  yet  been  tho- 
roughly dried,  he  could  not  stand  on  his 
feet  for  all  the  day,  and  so  broke  quite  down 
and  tumbled  oflf  to  the  ground  and  was 
broken  in  bits  as  he  fell. 

This  stopped  the  procession  for  a  time, 
and  carriages  were  allowed  to  pass  on. 

Our  little  party  availed  itself  of  this 
opportunity,  and  shot  by  and  took  up  posi- 
tion among  the  tens  of  thousands  who  stood 
in  the  great  plaza  of  the  people  just  inside 
the  walls  of  Rome,  waiting  for  the  great 
procession. 

The  fountains  played  and  sparkled  in  the 
sun.  Banners  floated  from  a  thousand 
house-tops  and  towers,  and  all  the  Corso 
was  one  perfect  flower-bank  of  flags  and 


Saturn  Sailing  down  the  Tiber.        93 

scarfs  and  ensigns  and  banners  brought 
from  every  land,  and  now  let  loose  to  float 
and  flutter  from  the  windows  and  balconies 
of  those  who  had  been  fortunate  enough  to 
secure  places  in  this  one  favoured  street  of 
Rome. 

At  last  the  procession  came  to  the  gates, 
demanded  the  keys,  received  them,  and  at- 
tempted to  enter.  But  alas !  for  the  calcu- 
lations of  the  Italian  architect  who  had 
constructed  the  car!  The  flagstaff  of  Sa- 
turn struck  against  the  lofty  arch  of  the 
great  gate,  and  stuck  there  and  stopped  the 
procession  just  when  it  began  to  assume  an 
air  of  solemnity  and  importance. 

At  this  critical  period,  one  of  the  Four 
Seasons  somehow  got  hold  of  an  axe,  and, 
climbing  up,  cut  down  the  flagstaff  and 
lowered  the  banner,  and  let  the  procession 
pass  on,  as  she  resumed  her  seat,  and  began 
solemnly  to  scatter  roasted  chestnuts  to  the 
ragged  children  about  the  wheels  of  the  car. 

Here  the  procession  formed  anew,  and 
redoubled  its  force  and  importance.  A  great 
pasteboard  elephant — representing  the  one 
division  of  the  world — led  off  after  the  car 
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of  Saturn  and  the  king,  and  this  was  fol- 
lowed by  an  enormous  hump-backed  camel, 
made  also  of  pasteboard  for  this  occasion 
only,  and  drawn  on  wheels,  with  a  Turk  or 
Arab  in  a  turban  sitting  on  his  back,  lei- 
surely smoking  his  pipe.  Europe  came 
next  as  an  ox,  and  America  fell  in  line  in 
the  form  of  a  buffalo. 

How  happy  were  the  people  of  Rome ! — 
this  race  of  children !  Old  men  were  merry 
as  boys  in  a  hayfield ;  and  old  women  made 
eyes  at  men  as  if  they  were  young  again, 
and  were  once  more  belles  and  queens  of 
the  Corso  in  the  good  old  times  when  the 
kings  came  to  masquerade  and  take  part  in 
the  Carnivals  of  the  Holy  Father. 

The  procession  had  wound  like  a  long 
serpent  from  the  broad  square,  and  down 
its  length  through  the  Corso.  The  king  had 
proclaimed  the  Carnival  begun  in  Rome; 
and  the  people  were  running  by  on  foot 
and  in  crowds  throwing  confetti^  and  riding 
by  on  horses  with  bags  of  the  vile  stuff  at 
their  sides  and  saddle-bows ;  and  parties  in 
carriages  behind  with  masks,  with  baskets- 
ful  before  them,  were  driving  by  like  mad. 
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and  throwing  confetti  right  and  left  on  every 
one  in  reach. 

The  countess  endured  this  for  some  time, 
and  little  Sunshine  laughed  at  this  strange 
diversion  of  this  childish  people. 

At  last  she  said,  "  We  will  drive  home," 
and  drove  up  by  the  way  of  the  Pincian 
Hill  to  escape  the  crowd  and  confetti. 

"  And  you  do  not  like  the  Carnival  ?  " 
said  Murietta,  looking  inquiringly  at  her. 

"  Not  this  throwing  of  dirt !  Mercy  ! 
that  people  should  find  diversion  in  throw- 
ing dirt!" 

"  But,"  laughed  Murietta,  "  there  are 
people  who  spend  their  time  in  throwing 
dirt.  Perhaps  this  is  an  open  illustration 
of  life." 

"  Well,  I  do  not  like  it,  whatever  it  may 
mean.  I  see  but  two  .parties  here :  one  to 
throw  the  dirt,  the  other  to  receive  it.  If 
this  is  one  of  the  good  things  that  the  old 
popes  brought  in  use  for  Italy,  why  then  I 
pity  Italy  and  am  ashamed  for  the  popes." 

The  sun  was  setting  behind  St.  Peter's, 
and  the  air  was  falling  damp  and  chill  as 
they  climbed   the   hill   amid  a  stream  of 
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carriages  pouring  up  and  down,  and  Mu- 
rietta  did  not  answer,  but  gathered  his 
cloak  about  him  and  began  to  look  at  the 
fair  as  they  flew  past. 

Suddenly  a  carriage,  with  two  black  men 
on  the  box,  having  two  ladies,  came  dash- 
ing down  the  hill  and  passed  our  party. 

Murietta  threw  up  his  hands  to  his  face, 
pushed  back  his  hat,  and  almost  rose  from 
his  seat.  It  was  Annette,  the  One  Fair 
Woman. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 


IN  A  BAD  ATMOSPHERE. 


HE  Belle   of  Rome!"  cried  the 
countess,  suddenly  growing  ani- 
mated, and  turning  to  Murietta 
as  she  spoke. 

*'  The  Beauty  of  Rome !"  answered  Mu- 
rietta warmly. 

"  Do  you  know  her?" 

"  Know  the  lady !  I  have  known  her  a 
thousand  years ! " 

"  0,  in  the  time  of  the  Caesars !  Why  not 
say  in  the  time  of  the  Caesars?  Say,  for 
example,  that  you  met  her  at  the  ball  given 
by  the  wife  of  citizen  Brutus,  to  celebrate 
the  opening  of  the  Appian  Way,  and  so  on." 

"  Well,"  said  Murietta  sharply,  "  since 
you  are  so  exact  about  the  matter,  I  am 

2  H 
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bound  to  confess  the  truth,  and  to  tell  you 
that  I  do  not  know  her  at  all ;  or  at  least, 
that  she  does  not  know  me." 

"Are  you  certain  that  you  are  not  ro- 
mancing? "  One  of  the  pretty  little  pink 
fingers  in  a  little  pink  glove  was  rolling 
itself  up  like  a  silkworm  in  the  tassels  of  a 
crape  shawl  as  she  said  this,  and  the  lips 
pouted  out  saucily,  and  the  lady  coloured 
to  the  brows. 

"  I  am  certain  that  she  does  not  recog- 
nize me,  and  I  can  only  add  m  aU  candour 
that  I  am  sorry  that  ^he  does  not,  and  am 
covered  with  shame  and  confusion,  for  I 
have  followed  her  as  faithfully  as  night 
follows  day,  and — " 

He  stopped  then  suddenly,  and  bit  his 
lips  till  he  tasted  blood. 

The  colour  went  fi-om  the  face  of  the 
beautiful  countess  only  for  an  instant.  Then 
turning  to  Murietta,  she  laid  her  little  hand 
on  his  arm,  gently,  very  gently,  scarcely 
touching  it,  and  looking  in  his  face  so 
earnestly,  so  sadly,  so  full  of  soul,  she 
said — 

"  I  comprehend,  I  understand  you ;  I  un- 
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derstand  you  perfectly;  and,  Mr.  Murietta, 
listen  to  me  and  believe  me:  I,  too,  am 
sorry ;  very,  very  sorry/' 

"  Hist !  soft !  Her  name  is  sacred,  lady. 
Remember,  I  said  I  knew  nothing  of  her 
whatever.  I  have  never  spoken  to  her  one 
word.  The  admission  that  I  have  made  is 
ray  own.  It  is  also  my  own  secret.  If  I 
have  followed  her  and  worshipped  her  it  has 
not  been  her  fault  in  anywise  whatever. 
Remember  that  !  Remember  that !  Her 
name,  somehow,  is  sacred.  Her  good  name 
and  her  fair  fame,  her  purity  of  heart,  her 
charity,  her  truth,  her  nobility  of  nature 
that  would  forbid  her  to  encourage  for  one 
moment  a  passion  that  she  could  not  enter- 
tain, must  never  be  questioned.  She  never 
so  much  as  spoke  to  me,  or  even  smiled  in 
my  presence.'* 

"  Please  don't  be  mysterious,"  pleaded 
the  countess. 

"  But  I  am  only  trying  to  be  plain." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you." 

''But  you  said  you  understood  per- 
fectly." 

"  I  do  not  understand  a  nature  and  a 
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sentiment  like  that."  The  pretty  little  pink 
finger  was  wound  tight  as  a  silkworm  in  its 
shroud,  and  the  great  brown  eyes  full  of 
melancholy  lifted  and  looked  with  earnest- 
ness and  inquiry  into  the  face  of  Murietta. 

The  carriage  had  turned  into  the  court, 
and  stopped  at  the  foot  of  the  great  stair- 
way, while  the  footman  stood  holding  open 
the  door  for  them  to  descend. 

"  You  will  dine  with  us  to-day?" 

"  No." 

"  You  will  at  least  come  in  and  have  a 
glass  of  wine  ?  " 

The  artist  gave  the  lady  his  arm ;  little 
Sunshine  ran  up  the  steps  holding  on  to  the 
footman's  hand,  and  the  senatorial  Roman 
on  the  box  snapped  his  silk,  and  lifting  his 
finger  to  his  hat,  trundled  over  the  stones 
and  was  gone. 

The  doors  of  the  old  palace  were  massive 
and  old  and  rusty  as  the  doors  of  a  prison. 
A  whole  army  might  be  held  at  bay  for  ever 
so  long  by  one  of  these  doors,  built  in  the 
middle  ages  out  of  crossed  beams  of  oak, 
and  crossed  bars  of  iron  and  bolts  of  copper 
and  plates  of  brass. 
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There  was  a  smell  of  tobacco  smoke  as 
they  entered  the  ante-camera,  and  from  be- 
yond there  came  the  shouts  of  many  voices, 
as  if  men  were  at  wine  in  a  wayside  inn. 

The  countess  tried  to  pass  this  tumult 
by  with  the  remark  that  the  count  and  his 
friends  were  having  their  Carnival  in  the 
palace  instead  of  on  the  Corso,but  she  looked 
very  much  troubled,  and  her  brow  gathered 
with  care  and  anxiety. 

They  entered  the  great  saloon,  gorgeous 
with  mirrors  and  paintings,  and  set  all 
around  by  little  forests  of  flowers,  and  plea- 
sant to  the  feet  with  its  voluptuous  carpets. 

To  the  delight  and  relief  of  Murietta, 
here  they  came  upon  Carlton,  the  Ameri- 
can artist  and  poet  we  have  before  met  in 
Naples.  He  was  hidden  away  in  a  corner 
like  a  hermit,  devouring  a  book,  and  as  if  he 
was  trying  to  get  out  of  sight  and  hearing 
of  the  terrible  din  of  voices  back  yonder 
somewhere  in  the  depths  of  the  palace. 

The  beautiful  countess,  with  her  brows 
gathered  in  trouble,  left  the  two  gentlemen 
together,  and  taking  her  little  boy  by  the 
hand,  passed  on  through  the  great  saloon 
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into  the  little  wigwam  we  have  before 
visited. 

Carlton  was  a  shy,  nervous  man,  with 
some  of  the  look  and  manner,  and,  some 
said,  with  all  the  cunning  of  a  Catholic 
priest  of  the  most  zealous  order. 

"I  have  come  here  to  dine  with  the 
count,"  began  Carlton,  timidly  and  cau- 
tiously, as  he  flipped  the  leaves  of  his  book 
backwards  and  forwards,  "  and  I  have  seen 
the  strangest  maji !  " 

"  Well !  the  strangest  man  ought  to  be 
very  interesting,  at  all  events,"  laughed 
the  artist. 

"  But  he  does  not  interest  me,  I  assure 
you;  he  sets  my  teeth  on  edge.  I  am 
afraid  of  him." 

"  Heavens !  you  talk  like  a  man  who 
finds  himself  among  the  banditti  of  the 
Alps." 

"  No,  I  am  not  afraid  the  man  will  mur- 
der me — nothing  like  that ;  only  he  gives 
me  the  shivers,  and  if  I  could  I  should  so 
like  to  get  out  of  the  house  and  away  from 
the  presence  and  hearing  of  that  man,  for 
he  is  my  evil  genius." 
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"  Why,  my  dear  fellow,  does  he  persecute 
you  ?  "  asked  the  artist  kindly. 

"  No,  no,  I  can  hardly  understand.  I 
certainly  cannot  explain.  I  only  know  that 
he  strikes  me  with  terror  when  he  talks, 
and  almost  drives  me  wild  when  he  laughs ; 
and  this  terrible  man  is  to  dine  here.  That 
is  him  now." 

The  two  men  listened  to  the  uproar  in 
the  depths  of  the  palace,  and  the  voice  of 
one  man  rose  above  the  tumult  like  the 
trumpet  of  a  sea-captain  in  a  storm. 

"  Why,  that  is  the  voice  of  the  admiral," 
*  said  Murietta. 

"  I  don't  care  who  it  is,  that  man  is  my 
evil  genius.  He  absorbs  me,  he  takes  my 
strength.  Perhaps  I  shall  have  to  sit  by 
him  at  dinner." 

"  Mercy,  man !  are  you  afraid  he  will  eat 
you?  Come,  if  it  comes  to  that,  I  shall 
dine  here  also,  and  we  will  see  what  idle 
fancies  you  poets  cherish." 

"  No,  it  is  not  an  idle  fancy.  That  man 
has  blood  on  his  hands,  and  that  man  will 
die  a  violent  death." 

"  Carlton,    you   have   a  reputation  for 
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prudence  and  caution ;  but  to-day  you  are 
perfectly  reckless  in  your  remarks.  The 
old  sailor,  a  sort  of  ugly  sea-dog,  is  of  course 
vulgar  and  hard-natured,  but  as  for  there 
being  blood  on  his  hands,  that  is  a  thing 
that  is  hard  on  him  to  assert  and  would  be 
hard  on  yourself  to  prove." 

"  You  are  right,  Murietta.  But  I  will 
tell  you  what  may  be  proved,  and  what 
time  will  testify  to." 

"  Well?  " 

"  That  man  will  die  a  violent  death." 

"  Are  you  mad,  or  are  you  talking  only 
for  your  own  amusement?" 

"  Neither,  I  trust.  You  see,  Murietta," 
said  Carlton,  coming  close  up  to  his  friend 
and  laying  his  hand  on  his  shoulder,  and 
looking  slowly  and  cautiously  around,  as 
scouts  are  sometimes  seen  to  do,  "  you  see 
violent  men,  men  of  marked  and  savage  in- 
dividuality, often  have  their  future  written 
in  their  faces,  and  it  is  given  to  some  men 
of  a  very  sensitive  composition,  to  read 
them  as  prophecies.  That  man  will  be 
hanged ! " 

He  shrank  back,  and  holding  up  the  book 
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in  his  other  hand,  began  to  look  through 
the  leaves  hurriedly ;  but  his  face  was  red, 
and  flushed  as  if  it  would  set  them  on  fire. 

The  admiral  had  entered  from  a  door 
behind  a  screen,  and  was  upon  them  even 
as  Carlton  spoke.  He  reeled  and  rolled  as 
if  he  walked  the  deck  of  a  ship  in  a  storm. 
The  admiral  was  drunk. 

The  count  was  with  him,  close  up  by  his 
side,  near  him  as  a  sort  of  shadow. 

The  admiral  came  up,  slapped  Carlton 
on  the  shoulder  with  his  hard  horny  hand, 
shook  hands  with  both  the  artists,  rolled 
his  big  heavy  head  from  one  shoulder  to  the 
other,  and  talked  and  bantered  in  a  loud 
and  boisterous  manner. 

The  count  was  very  quiet  and  very 
friendly.  This  annoyed  Murietta.  Had 
he  been  a  stranger  to  the  Latin  race  and 
the  nature  of  this  distinct  people,  he  had 
not  been  either  surprised  or  displeased  at 
this  friendliness;  on  the  contrary,  he  had 
been  delighted,  and  would  have  concluded 
that  these  men  had  found  out,  and  admitted 
to  themselves,  that  they  were  wrong  in  the 
little  scene  at  St.  Peter's,  and  were  now 
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willing  to  admit  as  much  by  their  actions, 
without  going  into  the  unpleasant  task  of  a 
formal  acknowledgment  to  Murietta.  But 
he  knew  that  the  pride  of  these  people 
never  allows  them  to  confess  themselves  in 
the  wrong.  He  knew  that  they  never  for- 
get or  forgive.  He  knew  that  the  little 
scene  in  St.  Peter's  was  uppermost  in  their 
minds,  even  as  they  smiled  and  made  him 
welcome  to  the  palace. 

Had  the  countess  appeared  he  had  taken 
his  leave,  and  been  very  glad  to  get  away. 
As  it  was,  he  sauntered  about  the  saloon 
with  Carlton  after  the  two  men,  who  had 
forced  a  reluctant  consent  from  him  to  re- 
main to  dinner,  had  returned  to  their  boon 
companions,  and  talked  of  the  pictures  and 
the  palace. 

"  What  a  display  of  wealth,"  said  Carlton ; 
"  there  is  enough  hanging  on  every  one  of 
these  four  walls  to  make  a  little  fortune." 

"  And  where  does  it  come  from?"  queried 
Murietta  of  his  friend.  "  These  Italians 
as  a  rule  are  so  very  poor." 

"Where  does  it  come  from?"  echoed 
Carlton,  turning  sharply  to  Murietta  as  they 
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stood  before  a  Titian;  "from  America — 
from  our  country/' 

"  No ! " 

"  Every  sou  of  it.  That  count,  like  all 
foreign  counts,  is  a  beggar,  of  course,  like 
the  whole  crew  he  has  about  him." 

"  But  do  you  really  know  these  men  he 
has  about  him?  You  must  remember  we 
are  to  dine  with  these  men." 

"  Yes,  we  are  to  dine  with  them ;  and 
mark  me,  I  tell  you  if  they  were  only  beg- 
gars I  should  not  care.  They  are  a  deal 
worse  than  beggars."  The  poet  shrugged 
his  shoulders,  pointed  out  some  special 
point  of  beauty  in  the  old  Titian  before 
them,  and  passed  on  to  another  picture. 

Murietta  was  somehow  very  glad  to  know 
that  all  this  wealth  was  that  of  the  countess 
in  pink  and  rose.  This  at  least  would  keep 
her  from  dependence  on  those  around  her, 
and  would  in  all  reason  insure  her  some 
liberty  of  action  and  some  repose  and  peace 
of  mind. 

He  tried  to  recall  any  allusion  she  had 
made  to  this  matter,  but  could  not.  On 
this  subject,  as  well  as  that  of  her  alleged 
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malady  and  misfortune,  and  the  good  or 
ill  behaviour  of  the  count,  she  had  been  as 
silent  as  possible.  Her  soul,  it  seemed  to 
him,  had  always  risen  above  these  things. 
He  could  now  see  how  she  had  at  times 
been  lashed  to  fury,  as  in  St  Peter's,  and 
wild  words  and  expressions  sometimes 
flowed  from  her  unwilling  Ups,  that  were 
closed  and  silent  again  as  soon  as  she  es- 
caped and  was  free. 

The  door  of  the  round  and  magnificent 
wigwam,  which  we  have  seen  before, 
opened,  and  the  maid  stepped  up  to 
Murietta,  after  glancing  about  the  saloon 
to  see  that  no  one  was  watching  her,  and 
said  : 

"  Here !  one  minute,  the  countess." 

He  looked  at  Carlton,  and  then  hastily 
passed  in  after  the  maid. 

The  beautiful  woman  lay  there  pale  and 
prostrate  on  the  sofa.  Her  gorgeous  robes 
were  tumbled  about  her,  and  her  clothes 
were  open  at  the  breast. 

A  great  tall  man  with  a  black  beard 
stood  beside  her  with  a  letter  in  his  hand. 

Murietta  started  back.      How  did  this 
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man  get  into  the  presence  of  the  countess, 
and  who  could  he  be  ? 

The  countess  put  out  her  hand.  It  was 
so  delicate,  so  soft  and  beautiful.  It  had 
all  the  tint  and  hue  of  a  pale  pink  shell  of 
the  sea,  and  was  soft  and  sweet  as  a  full- 
blown rose  to  touch. 

"  I  am  ill,"  she  began  in  a  voice  as  low 
and  tender  as  if  she  spoke  to  an  infant. 
"  I  am  too  iU  to  join  you  at  dinner,  but 
you  will  stay,  and  you  will  come  again  and 
as  soon  as  possible,  for  it  is  so  lonesome 
here,  and  Heaven  knows  when  I  shall  get 
out  of  the  palace  again.  There — go,  go, 
and  do  not  let  them  see  you,  or  let  them 
know  that  you  have  been  in  here." 

She  beckoned  him  back  ;  frowned  as 
he  lingered,  and  threw  out  her  hand  as  if 
to  urge  him  through  the  door. 

Murietta,  all  breathless  and  embarrassed, 
stepped  back  and  through  the  door  as  he 
had  been  directed,  and  as  he  did  so  heard 
a  strong  bolt  close  behind  him,  and  the 
beautiful  woman  Ijing  there  on  the  sofa, 
like  a  pink  rose  full  blown  and  gathered  in 
the  hand  and  half  withered  in  the  sun,  was 
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locked  and  bolted  in  the  saloon  with  a  tall, 
strong  stranger. 

Murietta  did  not  like  mystery.  To  him 
there  was  enough  that  was  incomprehen- 
sible in  the  very  problem  of  life  and  death 
and  the  future  worlds,  and  it  irked  him  to 
see  enigmas  and  to  find  secrecy  where  it 
seemed  to  him  there  should  have  been 
candour  and  simplicity. 

Carlton  had  taken  his  seat  on  the  sofa  in 
a  retreat  behind  a  little  forest  of  blossom- 
ing rhododendrons,  and  was  again  turning 
the  leaves  of  the  book. 

"  Well,  and  have  you  been  into  the 
secret  cave  in  search  of  the  lamp?" 

"  The  countess  is  ill,"  said  Murietta 
gravely,  "and  will  not  be  able  to  join  us  at 
dinner." 

Here  the  admiral  again  entered.  He 
was  singing  a  loud  sailor's  song,  and  he 
seemed  to  be  .walking  a  stormier  deck  than 
ever  before. 

There  was  the  sound  of  another  bolt 
being  shot  behind  the  door  that  led  from 
the  grand  saloon  to  the  wigwam  where  the 
countess  was  lying. 
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The  count  was  at  the  side  of  the  ad- 
miral, smiling  in  a  sort  of  drunken  imbe- 
cility. The  two  men  heard  the  bolt.  They 
went  up  to  the  door  and  the  count  called 
through  the  keyhole.  Then  he  tapped  on 
the  door  with  his  knuckles  and  put  down 
his  head  to  wait  for  an  answer.  Then  he 
knocked  again  louder  than  before.  No 
answer.  Then  the  admiral  called  in  a 
voice  that  might  wake  the  dead.  Still  no 
answer.  At  this  the  admiral  raised  his 
two  hands  and  pounded  against  the  door 
of  the  room  where  lay  the  beautiful  lady 
ill,  as  if  they  had  been  battering  rams. 
No  answer.  He  waited  a  moment  longer 
and  then  drew  back  and  kicked  the  door 
with  all  his  might. 

Here  the  count  forcibly  remonstrated. 

"  Teach  her  a  lesson,"  thundered  the 
admiral,  as  the  two  men  turned  away  from 
the  door  and  came  towards  where  the  artist 
and  the  poet  sat  together  indignant  wit- 
nesses of  this  scene. 

"  I  will  not  taste  his  bread,"  said  Muri- 
etta,  between  his  teeth. 

"  As  to  that,"  answered  Carlton,  "  the 
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bread  is  not  his,  and  we  can't  well  get  away 
now." 

The  count  came  forward  with  great  po- 
liteness and  announced  that  dinner  was 
waiting.  In  a  walk  of  half  a  minute  across 
the  great  saloon  he  had  laid  off  the  rough 
and  brutal  behaviour  just  exhibited  to  his 
wife,  and  now  with  these  strangers  was 
only  civility  and  sweetness.  As  for  the 
admiral,  he  went  straight  on  into  the  din- 
ing-hall  and  sat  at  the  table  and  talked 
and  behaved  in  all  respects  like  a  savage 
old  Saxon  of  the  middle  ages,  and  as  if  not 
only  all  this  palace  but  all  of  Rome  was  his 
special  property. 

There  were  at  least  a  dozen  men  present, 
and  all  strangers,  save  the  little  threadbare 
Secretary  of  the  Legation  whom  he  had  met 
on  his  first  arrival  at  Rome.  As  for  the 
others  of  the  party  they  were  mostly  after 
the  type  and  manners  of  the  admiral,  and 
all  seemed  to  look  up  to  him  as  a  sort  of 
leader. 

"  Are  these  men  really  beggars,"  said 
Murietta  to  himself,  as  he  took  a  seat  be- 
tween the  secretary  and  Carlton,  ^^  or  are 
they  a  band  of  brigands  ?  " 
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Cftrlton  glanced  about  the  hall,  and  as 
he  spread  his  napkm  on  his  lap  said  to 
Murietta  in  a  low  voice  and  a  strange 
tongue,  "  There  is  a  closet  in  every  corner 
of  this  hall,  and  there  is  a  skeleton  in 
every  closet." 

The  count  with  a  singular  air  of  gentle^ 
ness,  deplored  the  absence  of  the  coun-* 
tess,  announced  to  the  company  that  she 
was  ill,  and  then  the  servants  removed  the 
silver  covers. 

The  dinner  was  a  splendid  affair  as  far 
as  the  matter  of  food  was  concerned,  and 
the  men  did  it  every  compliment. 

And  there  was  a  peculiar  wine.  It  looked 
like  gold  and  sunshine.  It  tasted  like 
nectar.  It  was  certainly  a  drink  for  the 
gods. 

This  wine  was  brought  on  the  table  in 
little  flagons  woven  and  bound  in  wicker* 
work  of  reeds.  The  flask  is  then  un- 
corked, a  piece  of  cotton  inserted  to  absorb 
the  oil,  which  must  be  poured  in  upon  the 
wine  to  preserve  it,  and  then  it  is  poured 
into  the  glass  and  drank  amid  the  praises 
of  every  one  present* 
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This  wine  was  new  to  Murietta,  and  the 
count  told  this  story  concerning  it. 

Once  the  pope  desired  to  find  the  very 
best  wines  in  Italy  for  his  own  use,  and 
with  that  object  sent  a  cardinal  to  taste  all 
the  wine  through  the  vine  growing  coun- 
tries and  send  to  him  such  as  he  deemed 
best. 

This  cardinal  sent  before  him  some  good 
old  priests  whose  experience  had  been  great, 
and  whose  tastes  were  unquestionable,  to 
dwell  in  the  villages  and  taste  of  the  wines, 
and  have  some  sort  of  selection  made  by 
the  time  he  should  arrive,  so  that  he  would 
not  himself  have  to  taste  of  every  villainous 
drink  that  the  good  and  ever  zealous  wine 
merchants  might  see  fit  to  force  upon  him. 

The  cardinal  directed  them  to  write  on 
that  brand  which  they  found  good,  the  one 
Latin  word  Est,  so  that  the  peasants  and 
wine  merchants  might  not  understand.  He 
directed  them  if  they  found  by  any  good 
fortune  wine  that  was  particularly  excellent 
they  should  write  Est,  est  on  the  brand. 

Then  he  further  directed  them  that  if  by 
the  mercy  of  God  they  should  come  upon 
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a  wine  that  was  wonderful  and  above  all 
other  wines,  and  such  as  the  gods  are 
supposed  to  drink,  they  should  write  Est, 
est,  est.  Then  giving  the  good  monks  his 
blessing  the  cardinal  sent  them  forward, 
and  soon  after  followed  on  his  mission  as 
the  holy  father  had  directed. 

For  years  and  years  the  good  monks  led 
^  on  through  the  vine  lands  of  the  Adriatic 
coast,  the  Apennine  foothills,  and  even  in 
the  Alps,  and  found  much  that  was  excel- 
lent and  that  delighted  the  palate  of  the 
cardinal  who  followed  and  the  pope  who 
remained  in  Rome ;  but  they  having  done 
their  work,  as  they  had  been  directed, 
were  on  their  way  back  to  the  Eternal  City, 
and  were  even  almost  within  sight  of  the 
dome  of  St.  Peter's. 

Here  the  monks  dismounted  from  their 
asses  and  taking  their  staffs  in  hand,  after 
selecting  one  of  their  number  to  remain 
and  keep  off  with  the  curses  of  the  Church 
any  brigands  who  might  seek  to  carry  off 
their  asses,  began  to  climb  up  a  little  round 
mountain  to  a  little  village  that  sat  perched 
on  the  top,  and  ask  for  hospitality. 
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The  good  peasants  were  only  too  glad  to 
receive  the  merry  fathers  whose  homes 
were  in  Rome,  and  the  asses  were  soon 
dragged  up  the  mountain,  and  the  monks 
seated  altogether  around  a  course  of  choice 
meats,  brown  bread,  and  a  wine  of  the  most 
beautiful  and  peculiar  colour. 

This  they  looked  at  with  distrust  for 
some  time.  At  last  a  very  fat  old  monk 
who  was  very  thirsty  could  wait  no  longer. 
He  drew  the  cork,  and  inserting  a  corner  of 
his  gray  and  greasy  gown  to  absorb  the  oil, 
he  filled  the  horns  which  the  priests  had 
been  quietly  loosening  from  the  hempen 
cords  around  their  waists. 

The  fat  monk  set  down  the  flagon, 
unfastened  his  own  horn,  took  up  the 
flagon  again,  and  now  the  horns  were  all 
fiUed. 

And  the  monks  lifted  the  black  horns, 
and  looking  at  each  other  with  half  closed 
eyes  over  the  brims,  turned  the  wine  to 
their  lips. 

Then  they  set  down  their  horns  and 
tasted  and  tasted,  and  smacked  their  lips 
and  looked  at  each  other  with  their  eyes 
wide  open  and  bright  with  delight. 
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Then  they  tasted  again.  Then  agam 
and  again  and  agam. 

Then  the  leader  called  for  a  vote.  This 
vote  was  always  given  by  each  monk  tmm- 
ing  up  his  emptied  horn,  and,  unknown  to 
the  others,  and  without  having  asked  any 
question  or  expressing  any  opinion,  writ- 
ing  his  verdict  on  the  bottom. 

Each  monk  wrote  in  silence.  Then  they 
reached  to  the  father  their  horns  and  he 
read  on  the  bottom  of  every  one  this  ver-^ 
diet,  Est^  estj  est. 

They  asked  the  name  of  the  place,  and 
the  peasants  said  it  was  called  Monte- 
fiscaone.  In  time  they  went  down  to  the 
base  of  the  little  round  mountain  and 
waited  for  the  cardinal,  who  led  his  ass  to 
the  village,  on  the  top  where  they  had 
found  this  wonderful  wine. 

The  cardinal  tasted  it  and  was  dumb 
with  delight.  He  sent  the  wine  to  Rome, 
surrendered  his  high  place  in  the  Church, 
built  him  a  house  on  Montefiscaone,  made 
his  will,  and  there  he  lived  and  died,  and 
there  he  is  buried  now  with  the  main  &ustB 
of  this  story  written  on  his  tomb  and  m 
flagon  of  Est^  est^  est  at  his  feet. 
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Murietta  liked  the  wine.  He  liked  the 
story.  He  liked  the  man's  manner  in  telling 
it,  for  in  spite  of  his  surmisiugs,  and  in  spite 
of  some  very  strange  behaviour  towards  the 
countess,  this  man  had  a  voice  and  a  man- 
ner that,  contrasted  with  that  of  the  ad- 
miral, was  strangely  gentle  and  winning. 

But  the  wine  could  not  revive  the  heart  of 
Murietta,  or  clear  his  mind  from  one  unplea- 
sant picture  of  that  evening.  He  aU  the  time 
saw  the  beautiful  countess  stretched  upon 
the  sofa  like  a  bouquet  of  soft  and  sweet- 
smelling  pinks  that  were  withering  away 
and  losing  their  fragrance  and  their  beauty. 
He  saw  the  tall,  dark  man  beside  her,  and 
almost  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  him. 
Then  he  saw  the  count  half  drunk  at  such 
a  time  peering  in  through  the  keyhole,  and 
then  heard  the  admiral  thundering  at  the 
door  of  the  sick  woman,  and  hurling  his 
insults  unrestrained. 

The  company  was  getting  boisterous,  and 
the  two  strangers  were  anxious  to  get 
away.  Murietta  leaned  over  to  the  count, 
who  was  now  the  most  sober  as  he  was 
always  the  most  civil  of  all  those  he  had 
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around  him,  and  begged  to  be  allowed  to 
withdraw  unobserved. 

"  Certainly."  He  arose  and  himself  saw 
them  to  the  great  door,  which  a  servant 
laid  hold  of  with  both  hands  and  swung  on 
its  iron  hinges  with  great  eflPbrt. 

When  the  two  men  stood  once  more  in  the 
streets  of  Rome  they  drew  a  long  breath  of 
relief  together. 

"  What  it  is  I  don't  know,"  said  Carl- 
ton,  as  they  shook  hands  and  parted ;  ^^  but 
there  is  a  bad  atmosphere  in  that  palacCi 
and  I  for  one  shall  never  enter  it  again." 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 


THBOWING  DIRT. 


[OME  was  fi41,  ^vw  up  to  high 
tide  mark,  and  the  pensauts  werQ 
still  pouring  im  in  a  torrent  at 
the  gate  of  St.  Paul  when  the  artist  looked 
out  next  morning. 

The  sun  was  shining  bright  as  the  day 
before,  the  people  were  dancing,  singing, 
moving  to  and  fro  in  gay  attire  and  with 
joyful  faces,  but  Murietta  was  not  glad. 
He  sat  down  before  his  picture  a  long  time, 
and  contemplated  it  in  silence  and  in  sad- 
ness. He  hati  never  before  felt  how  vast 
and  insurmountable  was  the  world  that  lay 
between  himself  and  this  lady  he  so  loved. 

And  why  had  he  loved  her?  Why  had 
he  been  made  to  love  her  and  her  only,  if 
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'they  were  to  never  meet  and  mingle  bouI 
with  soul?    He  was  severe  in  his  denounce- 

>ment  of  fortune  as  be  sat  there  alone  and 
depressed  while  all  the  world  outside  was 
mingling  together  and  making  merry. 

"  It  was  not  my  seeking,"   said  he  to 
himself,    "I  had   no  more   hand   in   this 
matter  than  I  had  in  my  own  creation.     I 
Ifjoved  this  wonaan  from  the  first — loved  her 
Flong  before  I  saw  her,  and  I  trembled  the 
very  moment  I  first  saw  her  face.    With 
me,  on  my  side  at  least,  it  was  like  meeting 
with  one   again  with  whom  I  had  spent 
half  my  life,  and  known  all  my  happmess." 
^t  Half  the  day  had  gone  by  when  this  man 

^^Ljose  up  half  desperate,  dashed  the  picture 
^^Bdown  on  the  floor,  and  went  out  hurriedly, 
^^■determiaed  to  never  look  upon  it  agaui, 
^^Band  trying  very  hard  to  make  up  his  mind 
^^"  fts  he  hastened  down  the  stone  steps,  near 
the  little  blue  Madonna  with  the  sacred 
lamp  at  her  feet,  to  vow  to  never  lift  his 
we  to  her  whom  he  had  loved  and  fol- 
lowed so  long  and  so  faithfully. 
"Why  can  I  not  be  as  other  men  are? 
hy   should   I   not  mix  with   men   and 
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laugh,  and  laugh  loud  aiid  long,  and  be 
careless  and  glad,  and  let  the  days  go 
over  my  head  lightly,  instead  of  tearing 
through  my  heart,  and  uprooting  my  hair, 
and  ploughing  furrows  in  my  face,  and 
sowing  trouble  and  care  across  my  brows. 
I  will  arise,  I  will  shake  off  this  load  that 
weighs  me  down  and  makes  me  old  before 
my  middle  age.  I  will  put  off  this  care  as 
one  puts  off  a  coat."  He  almost  cast  off  his 
cloak  as  he  said  this  aloud  to  himself  whUe 
elbowing  his  way  through  the  crowd  toward 
the  Corso. 

He  heard  people  laugh  and  he  laughed 
also.  He  heard  them  shout  and  he  also 
shouted.  He  shouted  till  there  were  tears 
on  his  face. 

He  kept  on  down  the  Corso,  when  sud- 
denly, as  the  clock  struck  two,  the  great 
body  of  those  about  him  melted  away  into 
side  streets,  or  retured  into  the  palaces  by 
the  way,  and  another  class  of  people  took 
their  places.  These  new  comers  were  all 
strangely  dressed,  and  had  their  faces  pro- 
tected  with  iron  or  wire  masks.  They  bore 
Utile  leather  bags  by  their  sides.     These 
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bags  were  filled  with  confetti^  bouquets,  little 
puff  and  powder  bags,  and  other  things  to  be 
thrown  at  the  enemy  in  the  coming  battle* 

Suddenly  the  air  was  filled  with  confetti. 
It  came  down  from  all  sides,  from  every 
window,  from  below,  from  above,  from  the 
side  streets,  from  everywhere. 

It  was  worse  than  a  snow-storm  in  the 
Alps.  You  could  not  see  the  distance  of  a 
single  block.  Every  one  was  white  as  a 
meal  bag  in  an  instant.  The  artist  drew 
his  cloak  about  him  and  up  to  his  eyes  and 
drew  his  hat  down,  and  thus  protected 
kept  on  down  the  middle  of  the  Corso, 
mixing  with  the  people,  laughing,  shouting 
with  the  men,  elbowing  with  the  women, 
determined  to  be  glad,  and  at  least  appear 
light-hearted,  even  though  his  heart  was 
cold  and  heavy  as  a  tombstone. 

How  the  battle  did  rage,  and  how  the 
dirt  flew  !  Now  and  then  some  lady 
would  faint  and  have  to  be  carried  out  of 
the  dense  white  crowd,  and  now  and  then 
some  gentleman  would  be  knocked  down 
by  accident  and  have  to  leave  the  field; 
and  all  along,  right  and  left,  you  would  see 
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people  bent  down,  rubbing  their  eyes,  and 
trying  to  rid  them  of  the  vile  confetti  and 
the  lime  that  was  thrown  as  a  sort  of 
powder  with  these  Uttle  bullets  so  like 
buck-shot. 

Then  there  came  a  great  procession.  A 
platoon  of  horse  soldiers  with  wooden 
cannon,  wooden  horses,  and  wooden  swords 
went  by,  bearing  sheaves  and  boughs  and 
shepherd's  crooks,  and  all  kinds  of  signs 
and  implements  that  meant  peace  and 
plenty  over  the  land. 

Then  there  came  a  fuU-rigged  ship,  drawn 
by  ten  horses,  and  filled  with  men  in 
sailor  attire,  and  officers,  and  all  that  goes 
to  make  up  a  ship  of  war.  These  men  had 
barrels  and  barrels  of  confetti  in  their  vessel, 
and  they  threw  it  out  by  the  bushel,  right 
and  left,  and  fi'ont  and  back,  they  poured 
broadside  after  broadside.  They  threw  it 
at  the  ladies  up  in  the  balconies  as  if  their 
lives  depended  on  the  force  and  precision 
of  their  shots.  Never  were  Italians  seen 
to  work  so  hard  before. 

And  yet,  fest  as  they  poured  out  the 
confetti^  the  great  ship,  as  it  moved  slowly 
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up  the  Corso,  was  filled,  and  almoBt  foun- 
dered by  the  loads  and  loads  that  poured 
into  it  from  the  balconies  right  and  left. 

The  men  were  at  last  exhausted  and 
silenced.  Sometimes  you  could  not  see 
the  ship  at  all,  you  could  only  see  the 
great  white  cloud  of  dust  and  dirt  that 
enveloped  it. 

The  ship  could  not  run  the  gauntlet.  It 
drew  off  ere  it  had  made  half  the  length  of 
the  Corso.  But  then  it  was  manned  by  a 
fresher  force,  and  soon  was  seen  moving  up 
the  street  again  at  the  head  of  the  proces- 
sion amid  the  renewed  showers  of  white 
shot  and  the  shouts  of  the  people. 

Then  there  followed  men  on  horseback 
with  long  lances.  These  men  were  clad 
in  complete  steel  armour  as  well  as  their 
horses,  and  they  had  nothing  to  do  but 
bow  to  the  ladies  as  they  leaned  from  their 
balconies  and  threw  the  harmless  shot  from 
their  white  hands,  and  at  the  same  time 
made  more  certain  menaces  with  their  won- 
derful eyes. 

Then  other  things  followed,  with  a  mean-^ 
ing  and  without  a  meaning,  with  a  moral 
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and  without  a  moral.  At  last  a  mob  of 
strange  and  questionable  maskers  brought 
up  die  re^  rf  thi,  singular  display.  Amfog 
them  a  very  tall  man  was  noticeable,  both 
from  his  strange  dress  and  his  strange  be- 
haviour and  his  mysterious  prophecief.  He 
was  dressed  in  a  red  nightcap,  a  long  white 
gown,  and  red  slippers;  in  his  left  hand  he 
bore  a  pot  of  a  base  and  nameless  use,  and 
in  his  other  hand  he  held  a  large  spoon, 
and  would  now  and  then  make  believe  to 
eat  from  this  pot  with  the  spoon,  which  he 
bore  to  his  mouth,  and  kept  howling  out 
dolefully  as  he  walked  along, 

"  This  is  the  end  of  the  Carnival." 

"  The  dirty  beast !  Bet  your  life,  I'd  like 
to  knock  him  over !  Can't  he  get  anything 
better  than  that  to  eat  ?  " 

Bang !  went  another  bucketful  of  shot  at 
the  prophet  from  the  strong  arm  of  MoUie 
Wopsus,  as  she  leaned  from  the  balcony 
beside  her  mother  and  her  mischievous 
little  brother  Johnny. 

Murietta  looked  up,  glad  as  if  he  had 
heard  the  voice  of  a  bird  above  him  in  his 
native  woods  of  the  Pacific. 
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"  By  the  bald-headed  Elijah !  There  he 
is  at  last !  Come  in !  come  up !  That's 
right!  That's  the  way,  right  through  there 
to  the  left,  and  I  will  meet  you  on  the  step." 

"Come  up,  Murietta!  do  come  up,"  said 
the  good  old  General  WopsuB,  "  it  will  be 
such  a  relief  to  have  one  man  at  least  by 
my  side  who  is  not  an  Itahan  count,  or  a 
Polish  prince,  or  an  American  colonel." 

The  good  Mrs.  Wopaus  also  leaned  from 
the  balcony,  and  standing  the  fire  from  the 
few  stray  shots  that  were  still  flying,  added 
her  entreaties  to  those  of  the  good  general 
and  the  good-natured  MoUie ;  and  the  man 
entered  at  once,  and  handed  his  cloak  and 
hat  to  the  porter,  and  passed  on  up  the 
stairs,  where  Mollie  met  him  with  extended 
arms. 

"  And  you  must  never  speak  to  me  any 
more.  Never  so  long  as  I  live,"  laughed 
Mollie,  and  she  handed  the  artist  over  to 
her  mother,  and  then  to  her  father,  who 
proceeded  to  hand  him  over  to  counts  and 
colonels  and  princes.  And  the  first  count 
there,  at  least  the  first  in  favour  in  the 
eyes   of  Mollie,  was   the   Count    Paolini. 
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And  the  first  in  favour,  in  the  eyes  of  the 
general,  of  all  the  assembled  princes,  was 
the  Prince  Trawaska. 

Murietta  sat  down  in  silence.  In  truth 
there  was  a  very  awkward  silence  just  then, 
and  as  the  artist  sat  there  looking  down 
into  the  white  and  now  half-deserted  street, 
he  saw  or  rather  felt  that  the  handsome 
Paolini  was  eying  him  from  head  to  foot. 

He  had  recognized  him.  He  knew  per- 
fectly well  that  this  man  who  sat  there  so 
quiet  and  so  complacently,  and  who  seemed 
to  be  hand  and  glove  with  this  woman  of 
prodigious  wealth,  was  the  very  man  who 
dwelt  in  the  mean  and  wretched  rooms  next 
door  to  his  own,  on  the  side  of  the  Tar- 
peian  Rock.  And  he  was  thinking  all  the 
time  as  he  noticed  the  artist  there,  how  he 
should  conciliate  him,  win  him  to  his  side, 
and  make  him  his  ally  in  this  campaign  on 
which  depended  his  fall  or  his  fortune. 

Then  his  brows  gathered.  Another  and 
a  darker  thought  took  hold  of  him.  He 
said  to  himself,  "Why  conciliate?  Are 
there  not  enough  desperadoes  in  Rome  to 
meet  this  one  man,  who  scours  the  darkest 
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Btireets  st  tiie  most  duigercms  hours  c^  tiie 
idght?  Is  the  Tiber  not  deep  and  dark 
enough  to  hide  him  and  my  secret  with 
him?  ^  Then  he  thought  of  the  last  nighty 
as  he  stood  there  with  his  arm  about  the  dark 
Italian  countess,  looking  out  of  the  north 
window  towards  St.  Peter's,  and  began  to 
wonder  if  this  artist  would  exix>se  him 
there  and  then.  He  looked  into  the  face 
of  Murietta  with  all  his  might.  He  could 
see  no  further  into  his  soul  than  one  can  see 
into  the  dark  and  turbid  Tiber.  He  was 
troubled  and  annoyed  at  his  composure. 

But  Murietta's  mind  was  elsewhere.  Af- 
ter the  excitement  came  a  reaction,  and 
his  lively  and  yivid  imagination  had  turned 
at  once  to  another  scene,  so  soon  as  the 
tumult  of  the  day  was  oyer.  It  had  flown 
like  a  bird  that  had  been  imprisoned  all 
day  and  was  wild  to  escape  to  its  old 
haunts  on  the  wooded  hillside.  Yesterday 
he  had  sat  by  the  beautiM  countess  in 
pink  and  rose.  He  had  shared  her  hospi- 
tality, had  delighted  in  her  company,  en- 
tered her  house,  and  drank  her  wine.  Then 
he  had  left  her,  a  sort  of  prisoner  aa  it 
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were,  in  the  hands  of  brigands.  He  had 
at  last  left  her  lying  prostrate  with  illness, 
alone  with  a  stranger,  with  the  houseful  of 
drunken  men,  and  had  not  called  or  sent 
one  word,  or  made  a  single  inquiry  after 
the  health  of  his  beautiful  hostess. 

Murietta  was  not  thinking  of  Count 
Paolini  or  his  friends  in  the  least.  He  had 
forgotten  almost  where  he  was,  and  was 
commiserating  with  the  beautiful  countess, 
and  feeling  very  much  ashamed  of  himself 
for  his  selfish  pleasure  this  day,  when  his 
companion  of  the  day  before  was  so 
miserable. 


CHAPTER  XXVIL 

ON  THE   CAPITOUXE   HILL. 

HE  GamiTal  had  exhausted  itself 
in  the  two  first  days,  and,  at 
least  so  thought  Murietta,  was 
becoming  a  bore.  And  evidently  many 
others  thought  so  too,  for,  as  he  set  his 
fSsu;e  in  another  direction  than  that  of  the 
Corso,  and  climbed  the  broad  and  magni- 
ficent tufa  steps  that  lead  from  the  shops 
up  to  the  top  of  the  Capitoline  Hill,  past  the 
colossal  figures  of  Castor  and  Pollux,  and 
right  in  the  face  of  the  grand  old  brass  em- 
peror on  his  brass  horse,  he  found  a  whole 
tide  of  people  pouring  up  and  down,  and 
quite  a  little  army  hanging  about  the  broad 
steps  and  idling  about  the  little  wolf  in  ite 
wire  cage. 
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Mothers  would  lead  their  little  children 
up  carefully  to  the  balustrades  that  rise 
before  the  cage,  and  point  them  out  the 
wolf,  and  tell  them  the  wonderful  story  of 
Romulus  and  Remus.  And  they  would 
tell  it,  too,  as  if  it  had  happened  but 
yesterday.  Perhaps  these  Roman  mothers 
thought  this  to  be  the  very  wolf  that  had 
been  so  kind  to  the  twins,  for  these  pea- 
sants seem  to  have  no  idea  of  dates  what- 
ever, although  they  can  tell  you  nearly  all 
the  great  events  in  the  history  of  Rome. 

And  what  a  queer-looking,  foxy  little 
wolf  it  is !  It  is  precisely  like  a  Califomian 
coyote  in  action  and  appearance.  Let  us 
hope  that  it  is  not  so  in  spirit. 

Little  boys  hold  on  to  each  other  in  a 
sort  of  shiver,  as  they  come  to  look  at  the 
harmless  little  creature,  and  evidently  con- 
template it  with  a  feeling  of  terror.  But 
it  is  as  harmless  as  a  kitten.  So  is  its 
counterpart  in  the  garden  on  the  Palatine 
Hill.  They  are  a  sort  of  cross  between  a 
very  lazy  yellow  dog  of  a  nameless  species 
and  a  brown,  chicken-stealing  fox.  This 
one  on  the  Capitoline  got  out  of  his  wire 
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cage,  not  long  ago,  and  ran  off  down 
through  the  town.  All  Rome  was  in  terror. 
The  people  thought  they  were  to  be  de- 
voured by  this  wolf,  and  retired  to  their 
palaces  and  shut  the  portals.  An  EngUsh 
gentleman,  however,  found  the  little  fellow 
soon  after  in  a  side  street,  took  him  by  the 
back  of  the  neck,  tucked  him  up  imder  his 
coat,  and  taking  him  back  to  the  hill,  re- 
stored him  to  his  keeper.  Then  Rome  was 
glad  once  more. 

Passing  the  little  wolf  and  the  army  of 
Uttle  urchins  that  hung  about  the  "  Nurse 
of  Rome,"  he  turned  to  the  left  when  once 
on  the  top  of  the  hill,  and  entered  the 
museum. 

Mounting  the  first  stairs,  he  stood  in  the 
little  room  where  the  poor  dying  gladiator 
sinks  upon  his  shiejd  and  dies. 

He  was  now  before  the  one  work  in 
marble  worth  making  the  circuit  of  the 
world  to  see.  You  cannot  get  away  from 
this  pitiful  face  and  figure  if  you  would. 
The  man  is  down,  dying.  He  is  half  resting 
on  his  right  hand,  but  you  seem  to  see  him 
sinking.    You  are  certain  he  will  fall  every 
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moment.  His  brow  seems  to  perspire.  You 
hold  your  breath  as  you  look  at  him,  and 
sympathize  with  him,  and  suffer  with  him. 
You  are  actually  suffering  with  this  piece 
of  ancient  marble.  What  a  despsdr  in  his 
held-down  face !  What  a  sick  look  in  his 
swooning  eyes ! 

It  seems  to  me  as  if  a  man  could  stand 
before  this  immortal  creation  and  repeat 
literally  the  lines  of  Lord  Bjn-on  on  the 
Dying  Gladiator,  although  he  had  never 
heard  or  read  the  lines  in  his  life. 

Once  a  poet  stood  before  this  figure  and 
looked  at  it  long  and  earnestly.  At  last  he 
said  with  a  sigh,  "  Byron  has  done  me  more 
wrong  than  all  the  world  together ;  he  has 
ruined  my  future,  for  if  he  had  not  written 
those  poems  of  his,  I  should  have  written 
them,  and  it  seems  to  me  I  should  have 
written  them,  and  written  them  just  as  he 
wrote  them." 

'^  Bntcher'd  to  make  a  Roman  holiday, 

bet  your  life,  come ;  and  lots  of  them  too ; 
liiat's  why  the  Romans  have  got  so  many 
holidays.     How  d'ye  do,  Murietta?"     And 
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tbe  merry-hearted  MoUie  shot  out  her  hand 
and  shook  the  artist  with  all  the  heartiness 
of  an  old  veteran  who  had  just  met  a  com- 
rade of  many  campaigns. 

"  Come  along,  governor,  here  he  is !  Now 
then,  if  you  want  an  antiquity,  buy  that! 
0,  how  sick  he  does  look.  It  makes  me 
hungry ! "  So  saying,  she  took  the  artist 
by  the  arm,  and  leaving  her  parents  and  the 
party  of  Americans  to  walk  around  and 
wonder  at  the  "  Sick  *'  gladiator,  she  led 
him  on  into  the  next  room* 

*^  And  O,  thou  thuiider-stricken  nnrse  of  Borne ! " 

cried  MoUie,  as  she  caught  sight  of  the  big 
brass  wolf  standing  up  astride  of  the  two 
twins,  and  pointing  out  he.  sharp  nose,  and 
looking  as  stiff  and  stupid  as  a  wooden 
hobby-horse. 

*^  0,  thou  thunder-stricken  nurse  of  Borne ! 

Why  don't  you  quote  Byron,  Mr.  Murietta? 
Why  don't  you  quote  Byron?  Don't  you 
know  that  everybody  spouts  Byron  that 
comes  to  Italy?  That's  why  they  put  so 
much  of  Byron  in  the  guide-booL  Want 
to  have  it  ready,  you  see.   Why,  when  I  go 
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into  the  Coliseum  I  fire  Byron  at  the  Coli- 
seum. When  I  go  into  any  place  or  any 
city,  and  I  want  to  stand  there  and  say  some- 
thing nice  and  sentimental,  why  I  just  turn 
to  my  red-back  book,  and  there  it  is  all 
ready,  all  ready,  all  cooked  up.  Byron, 
Byron,  Byron !  " 

Then  pretty  Mollie  clasped  her  ruddy 
hands,  put  her  parasol  up  under  her  wing 
of  an  elbow,  and  pouting  out  her  lips,  began 
in  a  loud  and  solemn  voice : 

"  And  O,  thou  thunder-stricken  nnrse  of — 

Oh,  just  see !  just  look  there !  how  one  of 
her  hind  legs  has  been  split  and  torn  ! 
Bet  that's  where  the  dogs  caught  her,  eh? 

*  And  O,  thou  thunder-stricken ' — 

Poor  little  twins!  How  hungry  they  do 
look !  Come  along,  come  along,  let's  see  this 
old  Socrates.  Why,  he  looks  like  an  Irish 
plug-ugly,  with  his  nose  all  knocked  up. 
Bet  your  life !  Square  off*  old  Sack !"  And 
then  she  threw  her  parasol  up  under  her 
arm,  doubled  up  her  fist  and  stood  in  a 
very  warlike  attitude  before  the  old  philc^ 
sopher,  who  had  perhaps  seen  quite  enough 
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of  that  in  his  lifetime  to  last  him  to  the 
end. 

At  length  Mollie  fell  in  with  one  of  the 
handsome  and  polite  sergeants  in  attend- 
ance, and  went  on  to  another  room  as  the 
general  came  up,  and  Marietta  still  lingered 
about  "  the  thunder-stricken  nurse  of 
Rome,"  for  to  him  it  was  l\ill  of  history 
and  meaning. 

Then  Mrs.  Wopsus  having  done  with  the 
Dying  Gladiator,  came  in  with  her  face  wet 
with  tears,  and  lifting  up  her  eyes  saw  the 
storied  wolf  and  her  twins.  She  then  held 
her  head,  threw  up  her  hands,  clasped  them 
together,  and,  perfectly  certain  that  she  was 
doing  something  very  original,  said, 
"  And  0,  Ihou,  thunder- atricken  nttree  of  Rome !  " 
1  there  came  in  an  old  party  with 
len  glasses  and  a  very  large  umbrella, 
;  up  he  started  back,  and  with 
s  and  imibrella  said,  in  a  deep 
let;  duit  sounded  as  if  it 
•Titpit,— 
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thing  and  done  it  well,  the  green  glasses 
and  the  great  umbrella  passed  on  in  the 
wake  of  Mrs.  Wopsus,  as  if  they  had  their 
own  opinion  of  men  who  could  not  on  great 
occasions  like  this  quote  the  immortal  poet. 
A  young  man  just  from  school  came 
next,  and  walking  up  to  the  frigid  and 
misshapen  wolf,  he  deliberately  opened  his 
red  book  and,  striking  an  oratorical  attitude, 
read  as  follows  in  a  loud,  clear  voice : — 

'^  And  0,  thou  thmider-«^rtcA;dn  nurse  of  Rome ! " 

Then  this  young  man  passed  on,  feeling 
very  sure  that  this  thing  had  never  been 
done  before. 

A  tall  and  bony  woman  entered  now, 
and  lifting  her  gold-rimmed  spectacles,  she 
walked  straight  up  before  the  nose  of  the 
brass  wolf,  put  her  nose  against  it,  and  then 
stepping  back,  made  a  grimace  at  it  and 
said,  "  Booh ! "  Then  she  shook  her  head 
and  said,  "  Don't  you  think  I'm  afraid  of 
you  if  you  did  have  twins."  Then  step- 
ping still  further  back  she  opened  a  book, 
turned  through  the  leaves,  and  at  last 
seemed  to  find  what  she  sought,  for  she 


On  the  Capitoline  Hill.  139 

adjusted  her  spectacles  and  then  she  shrieked 
out  in  a  voice  that  was  sharp  enough  to 
split  even  the  brass  ears  of  the  brass  wolf: 

«<  And  O,  thou  thunder-stricken  wurse  of  Bome." 

Then  the  special  correspondent  took  out 
a  carpenter's  rule,  and  measuring  the  ex- 
tent of  the  rupture  on  the  hind  leg,  she 
made  a  note  of  it  in  her  book  and  passed 
on. 

Another  figure,  tall  and  gaunt  and 
threadbare,  stood  in  the  presence  of  the 
bronze  wolf.  Then  a  long  lean  umbrella 
shot  down  upon  the  floor,  and  the  old  mis- 
sionary of  Naples,  shaking  his  death's  head 
on  the  tombstone  till  the  weeping  willows 
waved  about  it  mournfully,  said  in  a  voice 
that  seemed  to  come  from  the  grave : 

'^  And  O,  thou  thnnder-stricken  nnrse  of  Borne" 

Then,  taking  up  his  umbrella,  and  as- 
suming the  most  meek  and  humble  car- 
riage and  expression  of  countenance,  went 
up  and  reached  out  his  hand  and  tried  to 
tear  off  one  of  the  twins  and  put  it  in  his 
pocket,  but  finding  it  was  too  securely 
fastened,  and  also  finding  that  a  sergeant 
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who  seemed  to  be  asleep  was  not  asleep,  he 
passed  on,  and  to  the  great  relief  of  Mari- 
etta, did  not  see  him. 

The  American  party  having  completed 
the  round  of  the  museum,  returned;  and 
MoUie,  bouncing  into  the  room  as  she  had 
first  entered  it  that  morning,  found  Murietta 
still  dividing  his  attention  between  the 
Gladiator  and  the  Wolf. 

"  Come.  Bet  your  life  youVe  got  to 
come.  You  can't  shake  me ;  I  come  from 
California,  I  do,  and  I  know  my  way  about. 
Now  you  come  along,  that's  a  good  old  boy." 

Murietta,  glad  enough  to  go,  go  anywhere 
with  this  lively,  light-hearted,  and  honest 
creature,  this  bit  of  California  sunshine,  any- 
where to  get  away  from  himself,  away  from 
his  thoughts,  oflFered  her  his  arm  good- 
naturedly,  and  asked : 

"  But  where  do  you  go,  Miss  Mollie?" 

"  0,  we're  all  going  to  jail,  you  know! 
Won't  that  be  jolly  ?  Bet  your  life  I'll  have 
a  flirtation  with  the  jailer,  make  him  give 
me  up  his  keys,  and  all  that  you  know." 

"  But  what  jail  are  you  going  to  this 
pleasant  weather?" 
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**  Oh,  the  jail,  you  know,  where  they 
kept  St.  Paul  and  St.  Peter,  and  where, 
poor  old  Jugurtha  was  starved,  and  where 
the  jailer  was  baptized,  and  where  the 
spring  of  cool  water  came  up  to  baptize 
him  in,  and  all  that,  you  know.  Didn't 
you  never  hear  of  it  all  ?  Well,  I  read  it 
this  morning  in  the  guide-book.  It's  just 
here,  you  know.  There  it  is !  Here's  the 
door.  They've  turned  it  into  a  church, 
you  see." 

Down,  down,  down,  and  around  the  old 
priest  led,  and  as  he  passed  down  a  step  so 
narrow  that  Mollie  and  her  mother  could 
hardly  pass  their  crinolines  through,  he 
crossed  himself  devoutly,  and  told  his  beads, 
and  mumbled  his  prayers. 

"  Say  !  Look  here,  Mr.  Monk,  now  what 
does  that  mean?" 

Mollie  stopped  the  whole  party  in  its 
dark  descent  of  the  narrow  stairs,  and 
stopped  the  good  priest  in  his  prayers,  and 
would  not  pass  on  till  he  turned  about  and 
explained  that  tie  hole  in  the  wall  made  to 
the  right  was  the  place  where  the  head  of 
St.  Peter  struck  one  day  when  the  jailer 
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pushed  him  down  the  steps  toward  his  dun- 
geon, and  that  it  was  one  of  the  most  sacred 
things  in  Rome. 

'  Soon  they  reached  the  round  dark  cell. 
There,  above  them,  just  high  enough  to 
permit  them  to  stand  and  swing  a  kmp, 
and  by  the  dim  light,  you  could  see  the 
very  hole  through  which  the  great  African 
king  was  dropped  when  they  starved  him 
to  death.  There  lay  the  same  great  stone 
that  was  closed  above  his  living  grave. 
You  could  almost  hear  it  fall:  you  could 
almost  hear  the  stony  walls  echo — 

'^  Ye  gods,  how  cold  are  the  baths  of  Rome." 

"  And  this  is  the  stone  that  St.  Peter  sat 
on,"  began  the  priest  in  a  mournful  voice. 

"Oh,  is  it?  "  said  Mollie,  and  she  looked 
about  and  sat  flat  down  on  the  cold,  damp 
rock  in  a  manner  so  refreshing,  that  it 
fairly  took  the  good  father's  breath. 

"  And  this,"  the  priest  began  again,  "  is 
the  holy  fountain  of  water  that  burst  forth 
to  baptize  the  converted  jailer." 

"Mollie,  I  thought  you  were  going  to 
flirt  with  the  jailer." 
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**  Flirt  with  your  grandmother !  Do  you 
suppose  I  want  to  flirt  with  a  man  in  a 
brown  petticoat?  " 

"  Ah  well,  Mollie,  never  mind !  We 
will  send  for  the  Count  Paolini,  and  fancy 
that  he  is  jailer." 

"  Oh,  I'm  so  hungry !  Look  here,  Mr. 
Monk,  hand  me  that  dipper."  The  Cali- 
fornia girl  had  been  fumbling  all  the  time 
in  her  pocket,  and  at  last  had  brought 
out  a  roll  of  sandwiches  and  a  wing  of 
chicken. 

The  astonished  priest  passed  the  dipper 
of  water,  and  as  he  proceeded  to  tell  all 
the  wonderful  things  that  had  taken  place 
in  that  terrible  prison,  the  little  lady  sat 
no  the  sacred  stone,  drank  from  the  holy 
fountain,  and  eat  her  lunch  of  sandwiches 
and  chicken  wing  with  perfect  satisfaction, 
while  her  mother  stood  by  and  looked 
tearfully  on,  and  tried  to  follow  the  good 
priest  in  his  mournfiQ  catalogue  of  crimes. 

"  No  more,  Mr.  Monk,  thank  you.  Now 
I  am  ready  to  go ; "  and  the  arbitrary  litUe 
tyrant  led  off  up  the  narrow  steps,  munch- 
ing a  chicken  bone  as  she  went. 
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She  stopped  at  the  holy  hole  in  the  wall, 
and  laid  her  head  in  it,  and  then  began  to 
scream  and  shout  like  an  Irish  milkmaid. 
It  was  over  in  an  instant.  But  poor  Mrs. 
Wopsus  was  in  a  fountain  of  tears  at  once. 

"  Oh  my  child,  my  child!  what  in  the 
world  has  happened  ?  " 

"  Bet  your  life  I  don't  put  my  head  in 
there  again,"  said  MoUie,  half  laughing, 
half  crying,  as  she  stood  out  on  the  upper 
floor. 

*'  But,  my  child,  my  dear  Mollie,  what 
in  the  world  has  happened  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  nothing's  up,  I  tell  you.  It's 
all  hunky  now.  I  only  put  my  head  in 
there  while  I  was  chewing  my  chicken,  and 
I  chucked  my  chin.  That's  all.  See  there ! 
That's  blood.  Scratched  my  chin  on  old 
St.  Peter's  rock.  Bet  your  life  he's  got  a 
harder  head  than  I  have ! " 

MoUie  stood  rubbing  her  chin;  Mrs. 
Wopsus  stood  rolling  her  eyes,  and  the 
general  was  fumbling  in  his  vest  pocket 
for  the  usual  five-franc  piece  for  seeing  this 
gloomy  dungeon ;  while  Murietta  was  think- 
ing of  the  mighty  men  who  had  gone  down  in 
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the  great  whirlpool  of  Rome,  that  for  cen- 
turies drew  aU  things  to  its  centre  and 
swallowed  them  up  as  if  it  had  been  a 
living  monster. 

"And  they  have  turned  this  into  a 
church  too,"  said  the  quiet  old  general, 
looking  up  as  they  passed  out  and  bent 
their  steps  toward  the  Temple  of  Vesta. 
Passing  over  the  sort  of  bridge  that  crosses 
the  excavations  of  the  Forum,  that  in  fact 
runs  right  over  and  above  the  remnants  of 
the  ancient  Forum,  they  soon  stood  before 
a  little  round  structure  of  marble,  topped 
with  a  rotund  roof  of  tiles,  and  not  a  great 
deal  larger  than  a  wigwam  of  buflFalo  skins 
in  the  West. 

The  party  entered.  There  was  one  priest 
there  to  open  the  door,  and  another  to 
stand  before  the  altar  and  beg  money. 
They  saw  some  old  relics,  some  wretched 
pictures,  and  that  was  all. 

**  And  when  was  this  built  ?  "  asked  the 
general.  The  priests  could  not  tell.  They 
could  not  tell  when  it  was  built,  who  built 
it,  or  what  it  was  built  for.  They  only 
knew  that  it  was  called  the  Temple  of  Yestai 
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that  it  was  a  church  now,  and  that  some- 
times it  stood  up  to  its  waist  in  the  waters 
of  the  Tiber,  on  whose  very  brink  it  stood. 

The  general  again  fumbled  in  his  vest 
pocket  for  the  expected  five  firancs,  and 
Mollie  rubbed  her  chin  at  the  blue  Madonna 
with  the  lamp  at  her  feet,  and  Murietta 
mused  and  wondered  what  was  the  differ- 
ence between  this  lamp,  this  fine  evening 
time  now,  and  the  lamp  and  the  sacred 
fire  of  the  vestal  virgins  that  burned  in 
these  same  walls  attended  by  never  sleep- 
ing virgins  twenty  centuries  before. 

"  Well,"  said  General  Wopsus,  feeling 
that  he  was  buying  a  great  deal  of  reli- 
gion, as  he  tapped  his  vest's  pocket,  '*  well, 
they  have  turned  this  into  a  Catholic 
church,  too." 

It  was  but  a  few  steps  from  the  Temple 
of  Vesta  to  the  Temple  of  Fortune,  just 
across  the  narrow,  dirty  street  from  the 
house  of  Rienzi  the  Tribune. 

They  found  that  this  ancient  and  vener- 
able statue  was  of  more  imposing  propor- 
tions by  a  great  deal  than  the  Temple  of 
Vesta;  but,  to  the  infinite  disgust  of  the 


On  the  Capitoline  HUL  147 

general,  who  was  anything  but  a  Catholic, 
they  found  a  great  leathern  apron  swinging 
there,  and  a  priest  to  pull  it  back  and  im- 
portune you  for  alms. 

The  same  mournful  pictures,  the  same 
blue  Madonna,  with  the  dim  lamp  at  her 
feet,  and  that  was  all  they  found  in  the  an- 
cient and  storm-stained  Temple  of  Fortune. 

Again  the  general  fumbled  in  his  pocket. 
Murietta  mused  and  wondered  if  the  god- 
dess would  be  kinder  to  him  now  that  he 
had  made  a  pilgrimage  to  her  shrine.  And 
Mollie  still  rubbed  her  chin,  and  Mrs. 
Wopsus  rubbed  her  nose,  and  said, — 

"  0  my !  what  a  smell !  " 

"  And  what  next?  "  asked  the  general, 
with  a  smiling  air  and  gesture,  of  the  group 
as  they  stood  under  the  marble  eaves  of  the 
house  of  the  Last  of  the  Tribunes. 

"  Let  us  see  the  Cloaca  Maxima,"  said 
Murietta.  "  It  is  just  here,  close  by  the 
Temple  of  Janus." 

"  The  Cloaca  Whatima  ? "  asked  the 
mischievous  Mollie. 

"  Why,  the  great  cloaca,"  answered  Mu- 
rietta.    "  It  is  the  great  drain  cut  by  the 
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Tarquins,  and  it  has  been  the  sewer  of 
Borne  for  more  than  twenty  centuries." 

''  No,  no,"  said  the  general,  raising  his 
voice.  "  We  will  not  go  there  to  see  a> 
sewer  so  old  as  that,  for  if  we  did  we 
should  find  it  turned  into  a  Catholic 
church." 

Murietta  laughed.  "  Then  I  propose 
the  Theatre  of  Marcellus,"  said  he. 

"  But  is  it  not  shut  in  Carnival  ?  "  asked 
the  general. 

"  Ah  yes,"  answered  Murietta.  "  This 
theatre  is  shut  this  Carnival  and  every 
Carnival.  And,  in  fact,  it  has  been  shut 
ever  since  about  the  time  of  the  death  of 
Julius  Caesar." 

"  Bet  your  life  I  want  to  go  there.  I've 
heard  all  about  this  place.  Lively  lizards 
there,  and  all  that.  Thieves,  banditti !  Jolly, 
won't  it  be !  Come  along !  Buckle  on  your 
swords ! " 

And  oflf  led  the  lively  Mollie  up  and 
amid  the  way  of  the  Montenare  between  the 
Tiber  and  the  Capitoline  Hill. 

"  How  tired  and  hungry  it  looks ! " 
Mollie  stood  before  the  mighty  structure 
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with  her  back  to  the  Tarpeian  Rock,  and 
in  that  one  sentence  photographed  the 
grand  old  battle-torn  edifice  better  than 
many  a  polished  page  could  do  it. 

By  degrees  they  drew  up  to  the  dingy 
shops  and  dens  in  the  once  lofty  and  beau* 
tifully  chiselled  arches  of  the  theatre. 

Soon  they  found  their  way  into  the  shop 
of  the  old  maker  and  vendor  of  antiquities, 
and  the  general  was  at  once  at  home  and 
very  delighted.  Ah  yes !  the  general 
knew  an  old  coin  at  the  first  glance.  He 
had  at  least  a  thousand  coins  all  procured 
at  immense  cost  of  time  and  money.  He 
felt  of  those  before  him,  and  pronounced 
them  about  the  best  he  had  ever  seen.  He 
talked  in  a  very  patronizing  way  to  the 
cunning  old  vendor,  and  told  him  that  they 
had  got  to  making  spurious  old  coins  in 
England  as  well  as  in  America,  and  ship- 
ping them  to  Rome, 

The  cunning  old  prince — for  this  was  the 
father  of  the  four  countesses — seemed 
greatly  surprised,  as  no  doubt  he  was  at 
some  part  of  this  information,  and  crossed 
himself  devoutly,   and   then  proceeded  to 
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express  his  contempt  and  abhorrence  of 
such  deception  in  the  wildest  terms. 

*'Be  careful,"  said  the  simple-hearted 
Californian  general,  *'be  careful,  my  old 
friend,  or  they  will  impose  upon  you !  You 
see  they  may  come  down  here  to  you  in 
your  isolated  retreat,  and  sell  you  these 
coins  at  a  seeming  sacrifice,  and  ruin  you ; 
ruin  you  both  in  fortune  and  your  good 
name." 

The  old  prince  was  very  much  afraid 
they  would  indeed,  and  his  hands  trembled 
and  shook  as  he  handled  his  coins,  that 
seemed  older  even  than  the  baby  toys  of 
Father  Time. 

Mollie  was  amused  with  all  the  many 
curiosities  the  venerable  dealer  set  before 
them  with  a  trembling  hand  on  the  rickety 
bench  by  the  door,  and  so  was  her  mother. 
They  liked  these  things  because  the  good- 
natured  general  liked  them.  They  were 
his  great  delight,  and  the  party  lingered 
here  even  till  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

Many  and  many  a  coin,  and  many  a 
curious  sphinx  and  cat  and  serpent  were  se- 
lected and  set  aside,  and  the  old  dealer  kept 
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blessing  his  patron  saint  and  the  good  Ma- 
donna who  had  led  these  people  to  his  door, 

*'  You  should  be  on  the  Corso  with  these 
things,  you  should  be  on  the  Corso,  by  all 
means,  or  at  least  in  the  Via  Condotti,''  said 
the  general  to  the  old  palsied  prince. 

"  Ah,  that  has  been  the  ambition  of  my 
life.  But  my  children  are  so  many  and  my 
customers  so  few,  that  I  have  never  dared 
leave  the  shelter  of  this  gloomy  den  of  ours, 
and  here  I  must  live  and  die,"  sighed  the 
old  man,  "  unless  the  good  Madonna  sends 
me  some  day  another  customer  as  kind  and 
generous  as  yourself." 

"  Another  customer !  Well,  I  will  send 
you  another  customer,  I  will  send  you  two, 
three,  four;  we  will  buy,  before  we  leave 
Rome,  the  whole  of  your  stock." 

"  Then  at  last  my  fortune  will  be  made, 
my  daughters  will  be  married,  and  I  shall 
have  a  shop  on  the  Corso,"  said  the  old 
man,  clasping  his  hands  before  the  good 
general  and  shedding  tears  of  genuine  joy. 

It  was  getting  chilly  in  that  damp  and 
cheerless  part  of  Rome,  and  the  party  pre- 
pared to  move  on. 
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The  general  drew  out  a  full  wallet  of 
Italian  notes,  and  counted  down  the  old 
prince,  the  maker  and  vendor  of  antiquities, 
his  full  price  and  demand  without  a  mur- 
mur. It  was  like  a  fairy  tale.  He  had 
never  seen,  or  at  least  never  touched,  so  much 
money  in  all  his  life.  It  was  nearly  a 
thousand  francs,  and  his  fortune  was  indeed 
made. 

The  store  of  antiquities  was  carefully 
packed  in  a  little  bag,,  and  one  from  the 
dozens  of  idle  boys  about  the  door  was 
selected  to  bear  them  on  his  back  for  the 
general  to  the  door  of  his  hotel. 

Suddenly  the  old  prince  threw  up  his 
hand  to  the  side  of  his  head,  as  if  he  had 
just  remembered  a  very  important  and 
wonderful  secret.  He  touched  the  general 
with  his  finger. 

"  Signor." 

The  general  bent  his  head  to  listen. 

**  I  have  the  serpent !  " 

The  general  waited  for  an  explanation. 

"  I  have  a  bronze  of  the  original  serpent 
seen  by  Eve  in  the  Garden  of  Eden." 

The  general  was  both  astonished  and 
delighted. 
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"Will  you  only  look  at  it — ^look  at  it 
now?  I  will  tell  you  the  history  of  it  some 
other  time.  I  will  only  tell  you  now  that 
this  little  coiled-up  image,  which  I  will  find 
in  a  moment,"  and  he  kept  feeling  about  in 
the  cracks  of  the  waU  as  if  he  was  looking 
for,  and  was  about  to  find,  a  real  live  ser- 
pent, "  I  will  only  tell  you  now,  I  say,  that 
this  serpent  was  modelled  by  one  of  the 
grandchildren  of  Eve ;  the  name,  I  regret  to 
say,  has  not  reached  us,  but  there  is  no 
doubt  about  this/' 

The  general  had  begun  to  smile  with  that 
incredulous  smile  that  is  the  terror  of 
dealers  in  antiquities. 

"  I  tell  you  that  it  was  made  by  one  of 
the  grandchndren  of  Eve,  while  she  sat  by  in 
the  chimney  comer  smoking  her  pipe  of  an 
evening,  and  reading  her  Bible,  and  at  in- 
tervals giving  him  directions  as  to  how  the 
serpent  looked  and  behaved  when  she  saw 
him  in  the  Garden  of  Eden." 

"  But,''  protested  the  honest  old  general 
and  railroad  king,  "  I — I — I  don't  believe  a 
word  of  it." 

"  I  can  prove  it — prove  it ;  will  you,  sigr 
nor,  only  let  me  prove  it?  " 
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The  general  bowed  his  assent,  and  the 
old  prince  laid  hold  of  his  coat  and  began 
to  talk  as  only  an  Italian  merchant  can 
talk. 

It  was  getting  late,  and  Mollie  was 
getting  hungry.  The  general  really  was 
becoming  convinced. 

"  And  what  will  you  take  for  it?  " 

"  Five  hundred — ^no,  no,  you  have  been 

so  generous,  so  just— one  hundred "  he 

stopped,  looked  in  the  general's  face,  and 
thought  he  still  saw  a  smile  there,  and  catch- 
ing his  breath,  went  on,  "fifty  francs — I 
wiU  take  fifty  fi^ncs  for  the  bronze  serpent 
of  the  Garden  of  Eden,"  and  he  laid  it, 
coiled  up,  in  the  general's  hand,  as  he  all 
breathless  finished  his  speech. 

The  general  paid  him  the  money,  and 
the  party  moved  away,  as  the  railroad 
king  stood  lifting  the  precious  serpent  in 
his  hand,  and  rubbing  its  scaly  coils  and 
very  remarkable  looking  head. 

Taking  a  step  after  the  party,  while  the 
delighted  old  vendor  of  antiquities  followed 
hat  in  hand,  and  bowing  all  the  time,  he 
turned  and  said  to  the  old  prince  and  dealer : 
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"  But  what  makes  it  so  very  smooth?  " 
The  remarkable  old  merchant  put  on  his 
hat,  struck  an  attitude,  and  then  throwing 
out  and  reaching  his  arms  as  if  he  was 
about  to  hand  something  down  and  down 
and  down  through  the  hands  of  a  thousand 
people  standing  in  a  line,  he  said : 

"  Ah,  that  was  done  by  handing  it  down 
from  generation  to  generation/' 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

MURIBTTA   SEES   HIS   SHADOW. 

HE  air  was  like  balm  in  Rome 
the  next  morning  as  the  artist 
rose  and  looked  out  of  his  little 
window  to  the  red  flower-garden  on  the  top 
of  the  Palatine  Hill.  There  was  pure  and 
perfect  tranquillity  in  the  air  everywhere. 
The  people  seemed  to  have  tired  of  the 
three  days'  revel,  and  now  there  was  a  re- 
action. Some  cats  sat  in  a  row  along  the 
top  of  the  glass-topped  wall  across  the  street, 
and  slept  in  the  sun.  The  dancers  had  tired 
out  soon  and  now  sat  flat  down  in  the  street 
against  the  wall,  where  the  sunshine  fell  on 
their  dark  and  splendid  hair,  and  gambled 
at  a  very  noisy  game  for  wine  and  chest- 
nuts.   A  group  of  little  children  were  lead- 
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ing  and  riding  and  driving  aU  at  once  and 
all  together,  a  brown  goat  in  a  sort  of 
triumphal  march  by  the  blue  Madonna  with 
the  perpetual  lamp  at  her  feet,  and  laugh- 
ing and  shouting  as  if  they  had  only  begun 
to  have  their  o^  little  cLival. 

Under  this  Madonna  stood  a  man  muffled 
up  to  the  chin  in  a  cloak  that  reached  to 
the  ground.  Now  there  was  nothing  un- 
usual in  a  man  standing  under  any  one  of 
the  ten  thousand  blue  Madonnas  in  Rome, 
and  with  his  cloak  about  him  too,  and 
pulled  up  even  to  the  chin,  under  ordinary 
circumstances,  and  in  ordinary  weather. 
In  fact  few  men  but  Murietta,  a  man  born 
on  the  far  border  and  bred  in  battle  and  in 
scenes  where  a  man  must  watch  his  fellow- 
man  and  every  movement  and  unusual  sign, 
would  have  remarked  this  man  standing 
under  the  blue  Madonna  at  all.  But  Mu- 
rietta saw  him,  noted  him  at  once. 

Why  was  the  man  standing  there  alone 
and  in  the  midst  of  the  Carnival?  And 
why  was  he  so  muffled  up,  when  the  sun 
was  shining  so  warm  and  soft  and  sweet? 

It  is  true  the  Italians  say  that  the  sun 
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is  only  fit  for  the  dogs  and  the  English, 
but  they  mean  the  middle  season  when  the 
bloom  and  vigour  of  spring  is  over.  As 
for  the  early  sun  no  man  living  is  so  fond 
of  it  as  an  Italian.  He  seems  to  feed 
upon  it.  Then  this  man  had  his  cloak 
drawn  up  to  his  chin.  That  was  not  the 
thing  for  him  to  do  at  this  hour  of  the  day 
at  all.  In  fact  you  very  rarely  see  an 
Italian  with  his  cloak  drawn  close  about 
him  under  any  circumstances.  He  always 
carries  it  swinging  from  one  shoulder,  and 
flowing  and  falling  loosely  behind  him ; 
somewhat  after  the  fashion  of  the  toga. 

The  artist  closed  the  window,  threw  his 
cloak  over  his  shoulder,  and  adjusting  his 
dagger  in  its  place  called  one  of  the  coun- 
tesses, told  her  he  would  not  return  till 
just  before  midnight,  if  at  all,  that  even- 
ing, and  was  just  about  to  descend  the 
steps  when  he  met  the  old  prince  and 
vendor  of  antiquities. 

The  old  man  fairly  prostrated  himself 
at  the  feet  of  the  artist,  while  the  little 
black-eyed  daughter  stood  by  and  wept 
with  delight  and  gratitude. 
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"  You  have  made  my  fortune,"  said  the 
old  man, 

"  It  is  nothing,"  answered  the  artist. 
"  I  really  did  not  take  my  fiiends  to  your 
shop ;  it  was  only  by  chance  that  we  were 
there,  and  only  your  good  fortune  that  the 
man  bought  your  wares.  Besides  that, 
your  coins  and  antiquities  generally  are,  as 
the  man  said,  really  the  best  that  are  to  be 
had.    They  look  as  old  as  the  pyramids !  " 

"  Oh  yes,  oh  yes,"  said  the  old  man, 
gleefully  rubbing  his  hands,  "that  is  my 
pride,  that  is  my  pride.  I  make  it  a  matter 
of  conscience  ;  a  matter  of  conscience,  my 
friend,  to  make  my  antiquities  as  old  as 
they  possibly  can  be  made,  and  I  am  sure 
your  friend  will  never  regret  his  purchases." 

"  Well,  whether  he  regrets  it  or  not,  I 
am  sure  he  is  delighted  vnth  his  selection, 
and  perhaps  it  is  the  best  he  could  have 
done.  The  truth  is,  he  came  to  Europe  to 
spend  his  money,  and  he  is  determined  to 
spend  about  so  much  for  these  old  stained 
coins  and  copper  mouldings,  and  he  had  as 
well  spend  it  with  you  as  any  one ;  ay, 
better,  for  you,  my  old  friend,  are  honest, 
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as  the  world  goes,  and  your  good  daughters 
are  most  deserving.  Therefore  I  am  glad, 
you  are  glad,  and  the  military  old  man  from 
the  West  is  equally  glad ;  why  then  should 
I  have  said  a  word  to  interfere  with  so  plea- 
sant a  little  transaction?  Nay,  on  the  con- 
trary, I  shall  bring  you,  by  the  aid  of  the 
good  old  general,  at  least  a  dozen  customers, 
and  all  as  profitable  to  you  as  he." 

"  My  fortune  is  doubly  made  and  my 
daughters  shall  all  be  married,  and  I  shall 
dandle  my  grandchildren  on  my  knees 
before  I  die,  and  shall  ever  pray  for  the 
Madonna  to  guide  and  bless  you ! "  The 
old  man  was  bowing  and  rubbing  his  hands 
and  shedding  tears  of  gratitude. 

"  Prince ! "  said  Murietta  suddenly,  as  if 
just  recollecting  himself. 

The  old  man  stood  up  erect  at  once  and 
with  the  air  of  a  man  among  his  equals. 
He  looked  in  the  face  of  the  artist  inquir- 
ingly, and  then  said — 

"  Your  pleasure  ?  " 

^'Who  is  the  man  in  the  heavy  blue 
cloak  under  the  Madonna  as  you  come 
i^  the  wide  steps?  " 
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"What?  shall  I  tell  you?  can  I  trust 
you?  "  The  old  man  looked  at  his  daughter 
and  then  looked  nervously  about  him  as  if 
he  feared  that  the  very  walls  would  hear 
him. 

"  Trust  me,  if  you  like/'  whispered  the 
artist.  "  I  have  something  better  to  do 
than  to  tell  the  secrets  of  an  old  man  whom 
I  would  prefer  to  befriend." 

"  Nay,  it  is  not  my  secret,  not  mine.  In 
truth  I  know  not  what  he  wants  here.  He 
may  be  waiting  to  see  the  Prince  Trawaska 
or  my  son  the  Count  Paolini,  or — " 

''  Your  son !  " 

"  My  son  the  Count  Paolini  of  the  Italian 
army." 

The  countess  blushed  and  retreated  to 
the  door  of  her  own  apartments. 

"  Nay,  nay,  child,"  began  the  old  man, 
"  it  is  no  longer  necessary  to  keep  it  secret 
now.  Our  fortune  has  been  made,  and 
now  you  shall  be  confirmed  in  your  mar- 
riage before  all  the  world.  You  see,"  said 
the  old  man,  turning  to  Murietta  and  ad- 
dressing him,  "  we  are  so  very,  very  poor 
in  Italy  that  often  lovers  have  not  only  to 
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give  up  lovers,  but  sometimes  a  wife  has  to 
give  up  her  husband,  a  husband  his  wife, 
to  better  their  mutual  fortunes." 

**  I  do  not  understand  you." 

"  Well,  to  explain,"  said  the  old  man, 
glancing  timidly  towards  his  daughter. 
"  Say,  for  example,  a  young  man  loves  a 
young  woman,  and  both  are  poor.  To  be 
once  poor  in  Italy  is  to  be  poor  for  forty  gene- 
rations. Very  well.  Then,  in  the  course  of 
time,  the  young  man  chances  to  meet  with 
a  wealthy  foreign  lady,  who  consents  to 
become  his  wife.  This,  you  must  under- 
stand, is  an  opportunity  not  to  be  thrown 
away." 

"  That  I  can  understand,"  said  the  artist, 
•'  that,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  might  happen 
in  my  own  land;  but  how  about  a  man 
giving  up  his  own  wife  ?" 

"  I  will  tell  you ;  listen  to  me,"  began 
the  old  man  as  he  shrugged  his  shoulders 
and  laid  one  finger  across  the  other.  "  Two 
young  lovers  are  married.  Good.  They 
have  health,  youth,  desires,  children;  all 
in  fact  but  the  one  important  and  all-im- 
portant thing  in  Italy  to  make  them  happy. 
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that  is  —  money.  They  are  very  poor. 
Well,  a  cardinal  comes  along,  or  some 
foreign  gentleman,  and  falls  in  love  with 
the  wife.  Now,"  said  the  old  man,  again 
shrugging  his  shoulders  and  laying  one 
forefinger  still  tighter  and  firmer  across  the 
other,  and  turning  his  head  to  one  side  and 
half  smiling  out  of  his  half  shut  eyes  at 
the  artist,  *'  now  tell  me  what  is  the  wise 
thing  to  do  ?" 

"  Why,  blow  the  cardinal  or  the  wealthy 
foreigner  to  the  moon  if  he  interferes!" 
said  the  artist  emphatically. 

"  No,  no,  no,  no,"  remonstrated  the  old 
man,  still  shrugging  his  shoulders  and  lock- 
ing his  forefingers  together. 

"  What  then  ?" 

"  Why,  let  the  cardinal  have  the  wife  or 
let  the  foreigner  marry  her  if  he  will,  and 
pay  her  an  annual  sum  for  the  husband 
and  the  children  at  home." 

"  But  this  is  not  done  ? "  queried  the 
artist  doubtfully. 

'*  Not  done !  oh,  isn't  it ! "  said  the  old 
man,  putting  up  his  open  hands  as  if  he 
.would  banish  the  unpleasant  truth  from  his 
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mind,  "  and  here  we  are  coming  just  back 
to  the  point  where  we  began.  For  in- 
stance," said  he,  again  locking  his  two  fore- 
fingers together  and  shrugging  up  his  shoul- 
ders, "  here  is  my  daughter,  the  countess, 
secretly  married  to  my  son  the  Count 
Paolini.  Good.  But  they  are  very,  very 
poor,  and  it  becomes  necessary  for  him 
to  better  his  fortune.  They  could  barely 
subsist  on  their  limited  income.  They 
could  not  bear  to  bring  their  children  into 
the  world  to  starve  before  their  eyes.  What 
was  to  be  done  ?  The  count  joined  the 
order  known  as  the  Brothers  of  the  Altar." 
"  The  Brothers  of  the  Altar  ?" 
''  Yes,  the  Brothers  of  the  Altar ;"  and 
here  the  two  forefingers  wrestled  together 
more  violently  than  even  before.  "  He 
joined  the  Brothers  of  the  Altar,  much  to 
my  disgust,  and  much  to  his  disgrace,  and 
began  to  off*er  his  hand  in  marriage  to 
wealthy  foreign  ladies  from  the  wild  western 
countries,  and  was  just  about  to  succeed 
when  this  good  fortune  you  have  brouglit 
upon  my  house  happily  rendered  it  un- 
necessary." 
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Marietta  had  been  leaning  back  against 
the  wall  stupefied  and  utterly  overcome  by 
this  strange  revelation,  ffe  never  before 
had  realized  how  much  money  is  worth,  or 
how  much  men  are  willing  to  pay  for  it 
who  hang  upon  the  skirts  of  society. 

At  last  he  said  inquiringly,  as  he  straight- 
ened up  and  tried  to  throw  off  this  spell  of 
half  stupor  and  amazement,  "  But  the 
man  in  the  long  blue  cloak  under  the  blue 
Madonna?'' 

*'  Oh  yes,  oh  yes ;  well,  he  is  one  of  the 
Brothers  of  the  Altar.  That  is  all  I  know, 
that  is  all  I  know."  The  two  brown  old 
hands  were  thrown  up  again  as  if  they 
would  like  to  push  this  man  in  the  long 
blue  cloak  under  the  blue  Madonna  and  the 
whole  set  of  the  Brothers  of  the  Altar 
backward  over  the  Tarpeian  Rock. 

**  But  what  does  he  want  here  ?  Is  he 
not  waiting  to  see  my  face  and  my  figure 
so  that  he  will  know  me  in  the  dark?" 

"  Perhaps  he  wants  to  see  the  prince. 
I  do  not  know  what  he  is  waiting  there  for ; 
if  I  did  I  would  tell  you,  for  you  have  done 
more  for  me  in  one  day,  and  can  do  more 
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for  a  poor  Italian  family  than  all  the 
miserable  Brothers  of  the  Altar  in  their 
whole  lives.  But  I  should  say  he  wants  to 
see  Prince  Trawaska.  They  are  nearly 
always  together.  I  should  say  he  wants 
to  see  the  prince,  and  is  standing  there  in 
the  sun  waiting  for  him  to  come  along." 

"  Standing  in  the  sun  with  his  cloak 
muffled  about  him  like  a  midnight  assassin," 
said*  the  artist  savagely.  Then  turning 
to  the  countess  he  put  up  his  finger  and 
said,  "  He  wants  me.  He  wants  to  see  my 
face  and  not  be  seen.  You  are  a  honest, 
true  little  lady.  You  will  say  to  the  count 
that  Murietta  knows  what  this  man  is  wait- 
ing for,  and  that  if  I  am  in  peril  when  I  go 
abroad  in  the  dark  places  of  Rome  and 
come  and  go  through  these  narrow  passages 
at  night,  he  is  in  peril  also." 

The  countess  grew  pale  and  put  up  her 
hands  and  buried  her  head  in  her  hands, 
and  her  splendid  dark  hair  fell  down  about 
her  face  and  shoulders,  and  over  her  loose, 
ungathered  gown,  but  she  did  not  speak. 

The  old  vendor  of  antiquities  shuffled 
forward,  and  laid  his  two  forefingers  to- 
gether, as  if  in   preparation   for  another 
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wrestling  match  and  long  speech,  but 
Murietta  had  heard  quite  enough,  and  said, 
as  he  stepped  back  into  the  half-closed  door 
of  his  little  apartment — 

"  Do  not  fear,  old  man.  You,  as  I  said, 
are  honest,  as  the  world  goes.  You  are  a 
merchant.  You  do  your  best  to  sell  your 
wares  as  all  merchants  do.  Merchants  are 
simply  toll- takers  and  tax-gatherers  the 
world  over.  They  are  the  men  who  sit 
between  the  producer  and  the  consumer, 
and  tax,  and  tax,  and  tax  whatever  passes 
from  the  one  to  the  other.  They  produce 
nothing  whatever.  They  all  of  them  to- 
gether never  made  or  brought  into  the 
world  even  so  much  as  one  grain  of  wheat, 
not  even  so  much  as  one  of  your  worthless 
Vespasian  copper  coins.  You  are  as  good 
as  the  best  of  these  merchants.  Yea,  you 
are  even  better  than  the  best  of  them,  for 
you  are  not  only  a  merchant,  but  you  are 
also  a  producer." 

Murietta  was  half  smiling  all  this  time, 
for  the  old  man  had  begun  to  grow  nervous, 
but  now  he  bowed  at  this  compliment,  and 
took  on  his  old  complacency. 

"  Therefore,  I  say,"  continued  the  artist^ 
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"  fear  nothing  from  me.  Your  customers 
shall  be  wealthy  ones,  if  they  are  not 
numerous,  and  you  shall  sell  all  the  old 
copper  crucifixes,  bronze  serpents,  brass 
cats  from  Egypt^  and  battered  sphinxes  that 
you  can  fashion  for  a  year  to  come;  but 
understand,  the  count,  who  had  the  weak- 
ness, and  the  Prince  Trawaksa,  who  has  the 
wickedness,  to  set  this  watch  under  the 
blue  Madonna  upon  my  track,  must  be 
more  than  careful,  or  they  will  pull  this  old 
ruin  of  a  house  down  upon  the  heads  of  us 
all." 

He  bowed  to  the  countess,  who  stood 
pushing  back  her  black  stream  of  hair,  and 
half  laughing  by  this  time,  and  bidding  the 
old  man  good-day,  he  went  in,  shut  the 
door,  and  looked  out  of  the  window. 

The  children  were  still  riding  the  goat, 
the  cats  still  sat  in  a  long  gray  line  on  the 
glass-tipped  wall,  the  game  for  chestnuts 
and  wine  went  on,  but  the  man  muffled  up 
to  the  chin  in  the  long  blue  cloak,  under 
the  blue  Madonna  with  the  perpetual  lamp 
at  her  feet,  was  gone. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

WITH  THE  PINK  AND  ROSE  COUNTESS. 

HERE  she  sat  in  the  carriage,  as 
he  entered  the  court  of  her 
palace  the  next  morning,  more 
beautiful,  it  seemed  to  him,  than  ever.  She 
seemed  to  be  a  rose  that  opened  and  took 
colour  and  fragrance  from  the  sun  every 
day  of  the  opening  spring. 

The  dignified  old  Roman  senator  sat  on 
his  box  with  uplifted  whip  ready  to  obey 
the  expected  elbow  of  the  footman  beside 
him,  who  was  expecting  to  be  pulled  by 
the  string  that  looped  about  a  great  button 
of  his  uniform,  and  the  doves  fluttered  and 
cooed,  and  made  love  around  the  court, 
and  under  the  carriage,  and  about  the 
horses'  feet,  as  only  Italian  doves  can,  and 
the  pretty  brown  girls  went  and  came  to 
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and  from  the  great  well  in  a  comer  of  the 
court,  and  the  horses  were  tramping  the 
cobble  stones,  and  champing  then-  bits  as 
if  eager  to  be  off  for  the  sunny  hills  of  the 
Sabines  beyond  the  Tiber. 

"  I  have  been  waiting  for  you  half  an 
hour,"  said  the  countess  smiling,  as  she 
half  rose  and  drew  her  rich  rose  and  pink 
robe  closer  in  about  her,  and  making  place 
for  the  artist  as  if  he  had  only  that  moment 
got  out  of  the  carriage,  and  was  now  re- 
turning  to  his  seat  beside  her. 

"  Good  heavens !  "  ejaculated  the  man  in 
an  undertone,  as  he  took  the  proffered  seat, 
"  she  talks  as  if  I  had  come,  and  come  only 
tardily,  to  an  appointment." 

Little  Sunshine  drew  the  string  at  a  sign 
from  his  mother.  The  grave  and  reverend 
senator  let  off  a  fire  cracker  or  two,  the 
doves  fluttered  in  a  pretty  little  cloud  about 
the  horses'  feet,  as  if  they  were  a  sort  of 
white  and  purple  dust,  and  the  carriage 
whirled  and  wheeled  out  and  up  the  street 
at  a  gay  and  rapid  speed. 

"  Yes,  I  waited  for  you,  and  wasted  a  full 
half  hour,"  said  the  lady  half  reproachfully. 
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*'  It  is  so  beautiful  this  morning,  and  you 
know  I  must  get  out  all  I  can  and  get  the  ] 
air,  and  as  I  don't  like  to  go  alone,  and  as 
the  count  will  not  go  with  rae,  you  see  it 
makes  it  a  little  awkward  and  hard  on  me 
sitting  there  in  the  carriage  in  the  cold 
court  unless  you  come  a  little  earlier." 

"  By  Jove !  Have  I  lost  my  reason  ?  " 
The  artist  put  up  his  hand  and  rubbed  his 
head  nervously. 

"  There  will  be  a  perfect  whirlpool  of 
carriages  on  the  Pincian  to-day,  and  the 
Borghese  will  also  be  in  a  perfect  state  of 
ferment,  so  I  have  decided  to  drive  in  the 
cork  woods  beyond  the  Tiber,  and  escape 
the  crowd,  which  must  be  fearful  to-day, 
for  this,  you  know,  is  the  first  day  of  the 
drive,  since  the  opening  of  the  Carnival." 

Murietta  drew  a  breath  of  relief  such  as 
he  had  not  felt  for  a  long  time.  He  began 
to  comprehend  the  breadth  and  something 
of  the  depth  and  dignity  of  the  mind  of 
the  strange  and  beautiful  being  beside  him. 

She  had  made  no  allusion  to  his  days  of 
absence  and  neglect  to  call  and  inquire 
after  her  health,  no  reference  whatever  to 
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the  unpleasant  evening  he  passed  at  the 
palace  when  last  there.  She  simply  had 
reached  out  her  hand,  reached  it  over  all  the 
days,  and  let  them  lie  forgotten.  She  had 
the  rare  and  wonderful  good  sense  to  never 
allude  to  an  unpleasant  subject  if  it  could 
possibly  be  avoided. 

There  was  a  smell  of  flowers  and  fields  as 
they  drove  between  the  row  of  officers  in 
uniform  near  the  exit  of  the  great  Porta 
Popolo.  All  Rome  was  passing  out  at  the 
dozen  gates  of  the  city  into  the  country  for 
recreation. 

The  Secretary  of  the  Legation  would  have 
said  that  the  flood  gates  were  being  opened 
and  Rome  was  being  dried  to  the  bottom  of 
the  reservoir. 

The  grass  was  long  and  green  and  luxu*- 
riant  by  the  wayside  across  the  yellow  Tiber, 
and  men  in  skins,  with  long  pikes  that  have 
replaced  the  traditional  shepherd's  crook 
stood  on  the  hill  sides  with  their  white 
woolly  dogs  beside  them,  watching  their 
flocks  and  looking  from  under  their  dark 
brows  at  the  splendid  equipages  that  poured 
past  and  on  and  over  the  Sabine  Hills. 
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Murietta  was  glad  again  as  a  child  with  a 
new  toy.  He  was  ever  an  impulsive  man. 
To-day  he  was  a  perfect  boy.  On  little 
things  and  in  little  afiairs  he  constantly 
wavered,  and  had  at  least  a  dozen  opinions 
at  the  same  time.  He  never  had  been 
certain  of  but  a  very  few  things  in  all  his 
life.  Only  two  or  three  times  in  all  his 
wandering  bohemian  life  in  Europe  had  he 
met  with  an  occasion  of  sufficient  import- 
ance to  arouse  him  to  any  decided  course 
in  life,  or  any  real  action.  He  was  a  sort 
of  bow  that  was  half  unstrung  and  might 
be  twanged  many  ways.  He  was  a  neg- 
lected harp  that  lay  where  the  wind  blew 
over  the  chords,  and  he  gave  out  sweet 
notes  which  the  wind  provoked  and  care- 
lessly called  forth  as  it  passed  over. 

He  threw  kisses  at  the  peasant  girls  as 
he  passed  and  tossed  all  his  coppers  out  to 
the  old  women  who  went  by  with  bundles 
of  wood  on  their  heads  on  their  weary  way 
to  Rome. 

And  the  countess  laughed  too.  She  never 
had  seemed  so  light-hearted  before.  He 
wondered  how  long  this  would  last.     He 
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remembered  having  read  somewhere  that 
the  French  who  were  sentenced  to  be  shot 
the  very  next  morning  at  sunrise  were  the 
most  lively  and  brilliant  men  the  night 
preceding  the  execution  that  were  to  be 
found  in  all  Paris,  and  then  he  looked  at 
the  bright  and  beautiful  face  of  the  countess 
and  sighed. 

At  last  they  drew  up  at  a  great  gate, 
and  by  special  favour  and  previous  aiTange- 
ment  were  allowed  to  enter  and  drive  up 
the  narrow  valley  through  the  fields  of 
waving  grass,  herds  of  cattle,  and  forests  of 
green  and  curious  little  cork  trees. 

Farther  and  farther  they  drove,  and 
narrower  and  narrower  drew  the  hills  about 
them  till  the  oak  and  cork  trees  reached 
their  crooked  boughs  into  the  carriage  and 
played  mischievously  with  the  long  bright 
hair  of  little  Sunshine. 

The  whole  land  was  full  of  fragrance. 
There  were  flowers  under  the  horses'  feet, 
on  the  hill  sides,  and  in  the  meadows,  and  the 
road  was  soft  with  the  white  sand  of  the 
hills  and  the  long-grown  and  luxuriant 
grass.     It  was  so  warm  that  the  shade  of 
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the  trees  was  very  welcome,  and  the  cattle 
stood  under  the  oaks  and  corks  on  the  hill 
sides  to  the  left,  and  lowed  and  called  to 
their  young  and  their  loves  on  the  hills  to 
the  right.  There  were  some  peasants  play- 
ing on  their  reeds  in  the  cove  at  the  head 
of  the  valley,  and  under  a  clump  of  old  and 
curly  cork  trees,  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill, 
a  party  of  girls  and  boys  all  dressed  in  skins 
and  feathers,  who  had  not  dared  to  enter 
the  city  of  Rome,  were  playing  their  an- 
cient instruments  and  dancing  gracefully 
as  in  a  dream,  and  holding  their  ancient  rites 
as  their  fathers  did  in  this  delightful  season 
thousands  of  years  before  the  Carnival  of 
the  popes  had  name  or  place  in  Rome. 

"  Oh,"  said  the  countess,  "  I  might  ima- 
gine I  was  in  paradise." 

*' Or  I,"  answered  the  artist,  "that  I  was 
once  more  in  the  vine  and  oak-clad  foot- 
hills of  the^  Sierras." 

The  carriag^^ew  up  and  little  Sunshine 
went  oflf  with  the  footman  to  gather  flowers, 
while  the  artist  sat  beside  the  countess  and 
listened  to  the  wild,  sweet  songs  of  the  half 
wild  people  on  the  hill  and  in  the  cove,  and 
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drank  in  the  perfect  beauty  and  peace  and 
calm  delight  of  this  paradise  on  earth  in  the 
Sabine  Hills. 

The  countess  sat  silent  as  if  she  desired 
an  hour's  rest,  and  neither  spoke.  At  last 
the  sun  fell  down  suddenly,  as  it  always 
does  in  southern  Italy  when  it  drops  into 
the  Mediterranean,  and  the  music  on  the 
hill  and  in  the  valley  was  done. 

The  little  boy  had  gathered  a  basketful 
of  flowers,  and  he  poured  them  all  over  his 
mother's  lap  and  at  her  feet  as  he  clambered 
into  the  carriage  and  broke  her  reverie  and 
dream  with  his  pleasant  chatter  of  his 
ramble  among  the  many-coloured  hills. 

The  old  Roman  senator  on  his  box  snapped 
his  fire  crackers  again,  and  again  they 
whirled  at  a  rapid  rate  back  to  the  gates  of 
the  city,  yet  all  the  time  as  silent  as  before. 

"  You  will  dine  here  to-day,"  urged  the 
countess,  as  they  drew  up  at  the  bottom 
of  the  broad  steps  of  the  palace. 

"  No  indeed,  lady.     Impossible." 

"But  I  have  something  to  tell  you.  I 
really  have  a  great  deal  to  tell  you,  and 
must  tell  you  soon.     I  must  tell  you." 

"Must  tell  me!  and  have  been  sitting 
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silent  all  day  at  my  side,"  said  Murietta  as 
he  handed  her  from  the  carriage. 

"  You  will  not  stay  to  dinner  ?  " 

''  Not  to-day,  lady." 

"  Then  you  will  be  here  at  twelve  to 
drive  with  me,  and  will  remain  to  dinner 
to-morrow." 

She  said  this  with  an  imperiousness  and 
at  the  same  time  with  a  tone  of  kindness 
that  was  to  be  neither  disobeyed  nor  thought 
lightly  of. 

The  artist  passed  her  in  through  the 
great  door  and  hastened  to  descend  the 
steps.  He  half  feared  he  should  meet 
either  the  gentle  count  her  husband,  or 
the  furious  beast  the  admiral;  though  why 
he  feared  it,  or  what  cause  he  had  to  fear 
either  of  these  men,  he  could  not  have  told 
even  himself  had  he  asked  the  question  a 
thousand  times. 

*'  Something  to  tell  me,"  he  said  as  he 
gathered  his  cloak  about  him  and  moved 
doAvn  the  street  towards  his  home.  "  Some- 
thing to  tell  me ;  always  something  of  the 
deepest  importance  to  tell  me,  and  she  never 
tells  me  a  word ! " 

%  N 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

DRIFTING   TO  THE   SHALLOWS. 

|0U  had  better  sail  boldly  on  in 
almost  any  direction  than  drift 
without  any  direction  at  all. 
You  had  better  sail  in  the  maddest  storm 
that  ever  troubled  your  sea  of  life,  than  lie 
on  the  sea  and  drift  with  any  wind  that 
chooses  to  blow. 

Murietta  was  utterly  alone  in  Rome  as 
far  as  anything  like  real  friends  were  con- 
cerned, although  he  was  petted  and  patro- 
nized and  courted  by  the  kind  artists 
here ;  and  many  an  old  woman,  and  young 
one  too  for  that,  had  made  ineffectual 
efforts  to  draw  and  corkscrew  him  into 
their  special  clique  and  circle  where  sweet 
tea  and  strong  scandal  was  dealt  out  with 
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prodigal  liberality.  Yet  he  persistently 
held  himself  aloof,  and'  with  very  few  ex- 
ceptions kept  his  friends  and  his  place 
among  the  poor  and  lowly  people  of  old 
Rome. 

He  seemed  to  have  lost  his  spirit  some- 
how. He  was  drifting.  He  was  not  wait- 
ing for  anything  to  turn  up.  He  was  not 
wanting  anything  to  turn  up.  It  seemed  to 
him  rather  that  there  was  now  nothing  else 
to  be  done.  He  felt  that  he  had  come  to 
the  end  of  his  weary  road,  and  was  perfectly 
certain  in  his  o^vn  mind,  and  perfectly  satis- 
fied, too,  with  the  thought,  that  he  should 
never  live  to  leave  Rome. 

The  warm,  soft  wind  was  in  again  from 
Africa  as  the  artist  opened  his  window 
next  morning.  The  cats  were  on  the  wall 
asleep  just  as  they  were  before.  Possibly 
they  had  not  left  their  posts  on  the  battle- 
ment all  this  time.  It  was  as  warm  and 
sweet  as  middle  spring.  Even  the  beggars 
ajffected  the  shade  of  the  wall,  and  the^ 
people  as  they  passed  by  sang  low  and 
dreamily  if  they  sang  at  all,  and  all  seemed 
languid  and  half-asleep. 
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The  artist  passed  out  of  his  room  and 
crossed  the  Kttle  white  hall  and  looked  away 
to  the  hills  beyond  the  Tiber  and  above  the 
dome  of  St.  Peter's.  Monte  Mario  in  almost 
a  single  night  had  mounted  himself  in 
green.  He  lifted  his  glass  and  saw  that 
the  side  of  the  mountain  turning  to  the 
sun  was  in  places  red  with  roses  and  in 
other  places  white  with  flocks  of  sheep. 

"  I  can  almost  hear  the  songs  and  the  pipes 
of  the  skin-clad  shepherds,"  said  the  man 
as  he  lowered  his  glass  and  turned  back  to 
the  lonesome  room.  "  I  can  almost  hear 
the  music  of  spring.  The  country  seems 
to  call  to  me  across  the  mossy  walls  of 
Rome,  and  invite  me  to  come  forth  and  be 
glad." 

He  was  walking  slowly  across  the  room 
asking  himself  what  he  should  now  do,  for, 
despite  his  promise,  he  had  more  than  half 
resolved  to  see  the  beautiful  pink  and  rose 
countess  no  more  for  ever,  when  his  eyes 
fell  upon  the  picture  half  hiding  away  in 
the  shadow  of  the  door.  He  approached, 
lifted  it  tenderly  to  the  light,  and  sat  down 
before  it  in  silence.     What  could  he  have 
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been  thinking  of?  At  last  he  rose  up  with 
a  sigh,  set  it  back  in  its  place,  and  then 
shook  his  head  and  shrugged  his  shoulders 
violently,  as  if  he  would  shake  off  and 
throw  off  the  load  of  thought  that  encum- 
bered him. 

"  I  will  go  upon  the  Campagna."  He 
took  his  hat  as  he  said  this,  threw  his  cloak 
over  his  shoulders,  and  hastened  down  the 
narrow  stone  steps.  He  had  been  looking 
at  Annette,  loving  her,  worshipping  her,  ; 
talking  to  her,  taking  her  into  his  heart. 
Therefore  he  almost  hated  the  countess  as 
he  began  to  remember  his  promise  the  day 
before  to  be  with  her  at  the  hour  of  twelve, 
which  was  now  near  at  hand. 

"  There  is  truly  a  bad  atmosphere  about 
that  palace  of  the  pink  countess,  and  what 
have  I  done  that  I  must  condemn  myself 
to  perpetually  inhale  it  ?  She  is  in  the 
meshes  of  some  great  grief  and  trouble," 
mused  the  man,  *'  and  now  why,  or  what 
reason  there  is  that  I,  I  of  all  men,  should 
take  it  upon  myself  to  champion  her,  I  can- 
not understand.     I  will  not !    There ! " 

He  snapped  his  fingers  as  if  he  had  sun*^ 
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dered  the  cord  that  bound  him  to  her,  and 
then  threw  back  his  head  and  began  to 
whistle  as  he  went  on  down  the  street,  like 
a  country  ploughman. 

Carriages  were  pouring  past,  up,  and 
down,  as  he  reached  the  Corso,  and  they 
were  full  of  beautiful  women,  and  fragrant 
with  bouquets  and  enormous  baskets  of 
roses. 

Sometimes  these  roses  would  be  thrown 
in  a  perfect  shower  from  carriage  to  car- 
riage, and  now  and  then  some  beautiful 
woman,  in  these  little  battles  of  the  roses, 
would  be  almost  covered  with  red  and 
white  and  pink  as  she  sat  in  her  carriage. 
This  to  Murietta  seemed  to  be  the  most 
beautiful  and  innocent  thing  of  all  the  Car- 
nival. 

His  spirits  rose  as  he  saw  so  much  levity, 
such  innocent  diversion,  and  so  many 
light-hearted  and  happy  people,  and  he 
began  to  despise  himself  for  a  morbid  and 
a  discontented  man. 

**  I  will  join  them,"  thought  he.  "  I  can 
get  a  carriage  there  around  the  comer.  I 
can  get  a  carriage  there  under  the  palace 


Drifting  to  the  Shallows.  183 

around  the  corner ;  but  where  can  I  get  a 
beautiful  woman  to  sit   by  my  side   and  . 
challenge  the  volley  of  roses  ?  " 

The  carriages  rolled  by  as  if  they  were  in- 
numerable. There  were  mounted  cavaliers 
throwing  roses  and  bantering  the  beautiful 
women,  and  lifting  their  hats  and  leaning 
from  their  horses  to  talk  in  whispers.  All 
the  air  was  full  of  the  breath  and  fragrance 
of  the  country,  and  all  things  seemed  as 
beautiful  and  full  of  life  as  if  Rome  was 
one  great  ball-room  hung  with  flowers  and 
filled  with  the  beauty  of  the  earth,  and  all 
were  moving  down  the  mazes  of  the  dance. 

The  man  lingered  here  a  long  time. 
He  looked  and  peered  into  every  carriage 
with  an  eagerness  and  concern  and  anxiety 
on  his  face  that  was  not  to  be  mistaken. 
Had  he  been  asked  what  he  was  looking  for 
he  would  have  been  angry  even  with  .his 
best  Mend.  Had  he  asked  himself  what 
he  sought  there,  he  would  have  said  "  No- 
thing." He  was  looking  for  Annette.  She 
was  not  there. 

Suddenly  he  began  to  wonder  if  the 
countess  was  out  in  this  glorious  air,  so 


184  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

full  of  life,  and  health,  and  happiness. 
Then  he  remembered  his  promise,  and  he 
remembered  how  he  had  kept  her  sitting 
and  waiting  in  the  cold  damp  court  the  day 
before. 

He  started  for  the  palace  in  an  instant. 
He  was  certain  that  she  was  sitting  there 
in  the  damp  and  cold,  away  from  the  sun 
and  ah-,  and  waiting  for  him  still.  And 
now  that  the  man  saw  the  situation  in  this 
light  he  was  all  penitence  and  regret.  His 
heart  was  always  steeped  in  sweets  or  bit- 
terness. He  would  break  over  on  this  side 
now  and  flow  to  an  unreasonable  extreme, 
and  then  would  go  as  far  the  other  way, 
and  be  at  the  same  time  perfectly  sincere 
and  feel  certain  that  he  was  right,  and  that 
that  was  really  the  only  course  for  him  to 
take. 

The  restless  horses  had  stamped  so  long 
and  so  hard  on  the  stones  of  the  court  that 
the  doves  had  all  fluttered  and  flown  away 
and  up  to  the  sun  on  the  niches  and  arches  of 
the  palace,  and  little  Sunshine  had  muffled 
himself  up,  and  was  sitting  all  arshiver  on 
the  front  seat;  for  nothing  is  more  tanta- 
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Kzing,  and  chilling,  and  cheerless  than  the 
courts  of  these  damp,  dismal  palaces. 

"  You  are  so  very  fashionable,"  smiled 
the  beautiful  countess,  as  she  half  rose  and 
drew  her  pink  and  rose  robes  to  one  side 
to  give  place  to  the  artist. 

"  A  thousand  pardons,  lady,  I  feel  very 
guilty.  But  then,"  he  added,  as  he  sat 
down  by  the  rustling  robes  of  pink  and  silk 
and  lace,  "  you  know  it  is  always  twelve 
until  it  is  one  in  law." 

"  Yes,  in  law,  but  in  love  ?" 

The  artist  was  glad  the  carriage  and  the 
horses'  feet  on  the  cobble  stones  of  Rome 
precluded  a  reply,  for  he  was  certain  the 
countess  used  the  last  word  in  the  remark, 
not  with  any  significance,  but  simply  because 
it  fitted  in  there  and  was  a  pleasant  word, 
and  in  that  place  made  a  pretty  alliteration. 

This  very  often  happens  in  conversation. 
Words  do  not  always  have  the  same  weight 
and  importance. 

There  was  a  beautiful  but  silent  scorn  of 
the  gaieties  of  Rome  on  the  part  of  the 
countess  that  day,  wliich  now  more  pleased 
the  moody  Murietta  than  anything  that  she 
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said,  or  could  have  said.  She  had  chosen 
this  day,  this  "  Feast  of  Flowers,"  in  quite 
another  sense. 

Turning  down  the  Via  Angelo  Custoda 
they  passed  the  Fountain  of  Trevi,  reached 
the  Cor  so,  passed  the  resurrected  and 
exhumed  Forum  of  Trajan,  and  crossing 
the  old  Roman  Forum,  soon  touched  the 
Tiber  under  the  steep  and  north  side  of 
Mount  Aventine,  and  were  on  their  way 
out  to  the  Gate  of  St.  Paul. 

The  countess  never  questioned  Murietta 
as  to  whether  this  drive  would  please 
him  or  whether  that  would  displease  him. 
'*  Whatever  she  may  be,"  mused  the  man  to 
himself  as  they  sat  silent  all  the  time, 
"  whatever  she  may  be  now,  or  whatever 
troubles  encompass  her,  she  is  a  lady  who, 
once  iQ  her  life  at  least,  has  known  no 
will  or  whim  or  humour  but  her  own." 

As  they  roUed  between  the  yellow  Tiber 
to  the  left,  and  the  steep  Aventine  covered 
with  old  ruins  and  new  woods  to  the  right, 
the  lady  looked  up,  and  lifting  her  little 
pink  hand  to  the  top  of  the  mountain,  and 
following  it  with  her  great  hazel  eyes,  said — 
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"  There  is  a  shrine  up  there,  would  you 
care  to  see  it  as  we  return?" 

"  Well,  there  are  so  many  shrines  in 
Rome,"  answered  the  artist,  "that  one  must 
be  a  little  particular,  else  one  will  never 
get  through  with  them  all." 

''  But  this  one  is  very  old." 

"  And  pray  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  The  Tomb  of  Remus.  It  was  there  he 
watched  the  flight  of  the  birds,  and  there, 
says  tradition,  he  was  buried." 

"  No,  I  do  not  care  to  see  it,"  said  the 
artist,  "  it  is  an  old  aflfair  at  best ;  besides 
I  am  not  in  a  mood  to  visit  tombs  to-day," 

**  Not  in  a  mood  to  visit  tombs  to-day  ? 
But  you  must  be,"  said  the  lady,  looking 
the  least  bit  troubled;  "do  you  see  that 
little  mountain  down  the  Tiber  there  with 
the  great  cross  at  the  top?" 

"  Yes." 

"  That  overlooks  the  Campo  Santo.  We 
are  going  there ;  it  is  the  prettiest  place  in 
all  Rome.  We  will  visit  the  graves  of 
Eeats  and  Shelley." 

After  passing  down  a  long  avenue  of  elm 
and  locust  trees,  they  turned  to  the  right 
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through  a  broad  gate  and  passed  on  to  the 
south,  toward  the  great  marble  pyramid  built 
in  the  wall  of  Rome,  and  when  almost  against 
the  wall  stopped  before  a  deep  moat  that  runs 
around  the^  old--Erotes±anlJ^«ryiiTg^-gcoi^^ 

The  sexton  led  across  a  little  arched 
bridge,  and  there  in  one  corner  of  the  little 
island,  as  it  were,  with  its  few  trees  and 
many  flowers,  lifted  a  flat  faded  stone  with- 
out any  name  whatever.  For  that  name  has 
been  "  writ  in  water." 

A  few  roses  were  blossoming  pale  and 
feebly  on  a  few  sickly  bushes  that  had 
struggled  ineffectually  with  the  thick  car- 
peting of  grass,  and  here  and  there  a  bright 
margaretta  starred  the  green  covering,  but 
the  place  was  cheerless  and  lonesome,  and 
cold  from  the  shadows  of  the  trees  and 
the  walls.  The  grave  and  the  little  stones 
had  been  restored  but  a  few  years  before 
by  an  artist  of  Rome  who  had  come  from 
the  New  World,  and  the  strange  and  mourn- 
ful  inscription  on  the  head-stone  without  a 
name  had  been  made  once  more  legible. 

That  artist  lies  buried  now  up  yonder, 
under  the  tall  dark  cypresses  in  the  new 
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ground  against  the  wall  of  the  city,  and 
not  so  very  far  from  the  ashes  of  Shelley. 

Marietta  on  first  taking  his  seat  in  the 
carriage  had  thought  that  the  countess  con- 
templated a  revel  in  the  Carnival  of  Flowers 
on  the  Corso,  for  there  in  charge  of  the 
footman  were  two  broad  and  splendid 
baskets  of  roses.  They  were  destined  for 
a  better  purpose,  these  flowers,  than  to  be 
trodden  under  the  feet  of  revellers. 

The  countess  moved  about  the  grave  of 
the  great  boy  poet  as  silent  as  the  stone 
that  stood  nameless  above  his  head.  She 
turned  to  her  footman  at  last,  and  made  a 
sign.  He  brought  the  basket  of  flowers, 
and  while  he  held  it  in  his  hand,  she  scat- 
tered the  roses  above  his  dust,  and  then 
departed  in  silence.  She  had  not  spoken 
one  word. 

It  is  but  a  stone's-throw  from  this  bury- 
ing-ground — which  is  now  full  and  closed 
up — to  the  higher  and  more  beautiful 
ground  where  Shelley  has  his  last  resting- 
place. 

They  passed  through  a  great  iron  gate, 
and  stood  at  once  in  one  of  the  most  beau- 
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tdful  flower-gardens  to  be  found  in  all  that 
land  of  flowers. 

The  keeper  knows  perfectly  well  what 
the  stranger  wants  who  enters  that  iron 
gate.  His  hat  is  in  his  hand,  and  he  leads 
at  once  slowly  up  through  the  garden  of 
flowers,  up  the  little  hill  between  the  long 
row  of  taU,  dark  cypresses,  right  against  the 
very  top  of  the  wall  of  Rome.  The  old 
man  knows  full  well  that  but  two  classes  of 
people  come  to  him  there,  and  but  for  two 
purposes:  one  is  the  traveller  who  comes 
to  visit  the  grave  of  Shelley,  and  the  other 
is  the  man  who  has  finished  his  travels  and 
has  come  home  to  his  own  grave. 

Whatever  beautiful  things  Shelley  may 
have  said  of  the  grave  of  Keats,  it  is  not 
so  beautiful  now.  It  is  beautiful,  it  is  true, 
but  it  seems  so  very,  very  lonesome. 

But  here,  by  Shelley's  grave,  the  birds 
sing.  The  sun  is  always  here  when  it  is 
anywhere  in  Rome ;  and  then  the  spot  is 
lifted  so  high  and  so  much  above  all  the 
other  world  that  it  really  seems  nearer  to 
heaven  than  any  other  place.  Even  the 
dark  and  mournful  trees  look  pleasant,  for 
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all  about  their  feet  are  flowers  of  every 
clime  and  colour,  and  birds  are  in  the 
bushes. 

The  flat  stone  that  lies  above  the  sacred 
ashes  with  its  well-known  inscription,  is 
nestled  in  blooming  roses  that  nod  and 
toss  in  the  wind  that  blows  in  and  softly 
around  the  wall  from  the  Campagna. 

Others  had  set  flowers  there  that  day. 
Ladies  had  come  and  left  their  little  tokens, 
and  their  gifts  lay  still  fresh  and  imwithered 
on  the  white  stone. 

The  earth  is  almost  level  here  with  the 
top  of  the  wall.  The  grave  of  Shelley  looks 
over  the  Campagna,  and  you  can,  on  a  day 
of  singular  clearness,  see  the  Mediterranean 
Sea  from  the  port-hole  in  which  the  grave 
is  very  nearly  placed. 

The  silent  countess,  after  scattering  the 
roses  on  the  ground  and  around  the  stone, 
taking  care  not  to  disturb  the  gifts  of 
those  who  had  come  before  her,  lest  they 
should  be  from  nearer  and  dearer  hands, 
passed  through  the  little  half-open  dooj 
that  had  been  placed  there  at  the  mouth  of 
this  port-hole,  and  stood  there  and  looked 
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away  to  the  south  on  the  mighty  edifice  of 
St.  Paulo  and  on  to  the  spot  where  the 
apostle  perished,  but  spoke  no  word. 

The  little  room  that  had  been  cut  off  by 
this  door  and  improvised  out  of  this  port- 
hole by  the  sexton,  was  a  ding}'^  little  place 
full  of  flower- pots  and  spades  and  mattocks. 
It  was  the  place,  in  fact,  where  the  grave- 
digger  kept  his  tools. 

Birds  and  flowers  and  sunshine,  and  the 
songs  of  peasants  bore  in  from  the  fields 
and  over  the  walls  ;  dark  sweeping  trees 
and  pUgrims  coming,  and  peering  from 
under  their  shadows  the  whole  year  through. 
Surely  this  is  the  grave,  if  such  a  grave 
there  be,  to  make  a  man  ''in  love  with 
death." 

The  artist  followed  in  silence  this  silent 
and  incomprehensible  woman,  and  lifted  her 
in  the  carriage  and  took  his  place  by  her 
side  with  a  feeling  almost  akin  to  reverence. 
She  seemed  to  him  now  to  have  something 
of  that  soul  and  sympathy  which  he  had 
ever  in  his  heart — demanded  that  every  one 
should  have  before  they  entered  his  heart. 
Here  was  a  woman  cradled  in  the  lap  of 
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wealth,  a  beautiful  woman,  too,  the  most 
beautiful  woman  in  her  way  in  all  the  wide 
world,  a  woman  full  of  life  and  love,  who 
had  turned  in  contempt  from  the  follies 
of  the  Corso,  where  all  the  world  had  met 
to  bandy  wit  and  challenge  and  mingle  in 
the  Battle  of  Flowers,  and  had  gone  aside 
in  silence  to  scatter  roses  on  the  graves  of 
strangers. 

The  sun  was  dropping  down  behind  the 
great  gold  ball  of  the  dome  of  St.  Peter's, 
as  the  countess  drove,  with  a  thousand 
others,  up  the  Pincian  Hill. 

It  looked  as  if  the  whole  world  had 
climbed  the  Pincian ;  as  if  there  had  been  a 
deluge  and  every  one  had  come  up  here  out 
of  the  dark  shadows,  to  stand  in  the  last 
bright  rays  of  the  sun  and  escape. 

What  a  gregarious  people  these  Italians 
are !  They  are  like  a  flock  of  sheep ;  where- 
ever  the  leader  goes  the  rest  will  follow 
and  not  give  it  a  thought  or  make  any  ques- 
tion. But  this  was  the  season,  and  the 
full  blossom  and  flower  of  the  season,  on 
this  little  hill  and  around  this  little  drive 
among  the  figures  and  around  the  fountains. 

2  o 
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The  music  played  under  the  great  palm 
tree  as  the  sun  settled  behind  St.  Peter's, 
with  a  melody  and  sweetness  that  Murietta 
had  never  known  before. 

A  thousand  handsome  men,  the  hand- 
somest men  by  far '  in  all  the  world,  were 
there  in  their  gorgeous  uniforms  glittering 
in  the  sun  as  they  moved  to  and  fro, 
mixed  with  the  crowd,  or  passed  from  car- 
riage to  carriage  lifting  their  hats  to  the 
ladies. 

The  band  stopped  playing  for  a  moment, 
and  the  mass  of  carriages  moved  on,  one, 
two,  three,  four  abreast,  and  fast  as  the 
gay  horses  could  whirl  and  spin  about  the 
little  circle.  The  whole  hill  was  blossom- 
ing with  carriages,  and  every  carriage  was 
blossoming  with  beautiful  women  clad  in 
every  colour  of  the  rainbow. 

Then  the  band  began  to  play  again,  and 
again  the  carriages  drew  up  on  the  broad 
gravel  before  the  great  palm  tree,  and 
listened  and  looked  at  the  sun  hiding 
down  behind  St.  Peter's,  or  laughed  and 
talked  and  made  love  with  their  eyes. 

The  carriage  of  the  countess,  either  by 
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accident  or  by  quiet  and  unobserved  direc- 
tion, was  kept  well  out  on  the  edge  of  the 
immense  crowd,  and  but  few  acquaintances 
were  encountered ;  and  these  few  the  silent 
countess  dismissed  with  well  -  directed 
monosyllables,  as  if  they  had  been  little 
single-handed  stabs  aimed  at  their  vitals, 
and  she  was  left  much  to  herself.  As  for 
Murietta,  probably  he  had  not  spoken  ten 
words  all  day. 

There  was  a  hat  fluttering  in  the  air  in 
the  face  of  the  countess,  as  if  to  attract  her 
attention,  for  she  was  looking  dreamily 
away  toward  the  gold  and  fire  of  the  falling 
sun. 

She  caught  her  breath  as  she  saw  this 
hat,  and  her  little  hands  clutched  in  her 
rose  and  pink  and  lace,  and  her  face  wa^ 
deadly  pale. 

The  hat,  however,  was  replaced,  and  the 
man  with  his  old  gesture,  as  if  he  would 
say,  "  I  am  a  blunt  but  honest  sailor  who 
carries  his  heart  in  his  hand,"  passed  on 
and  joined  the  count  and  Prince  Trawaska 
and  a  group  of  other  gentlemen  who  stood 
beneath  one  of  the  little  sycamores  talking 
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and  watching  the  gay  whirl  of  fashion  in  the 
carriages. 

The  countess  was  suffering  terribly.  The 
old  admiral  knew  this  too,  for  as  he  passed 
on  he  threw  a  glance  over  his  shoulder, 
looked  hard  and  steadfast  for  a  second  in 
her  pale  and  pitiful  face  as  if  to  be  per- 
fectly certain  that  his  arrow  had  gone  to  the 
heart,  and  then  passed  on  with  a  swing 
and  flourish  of  his  cane  and  a  leer  of  satis- 
faction on  his  iron  face. 

The  lady  put  her  hand  to  her  throat, 
she  clutched  at  her  clothes,  and  was  for  a 
moment  in  great  agony,  and  for  a  time  it 
seemed  doubtful  if  she  could  rally  with- 
out assistance.  Murietta  caught  her  hand, 
tore  oft'  the  little  pink  glove,  and  began 
chafing  it,  and  tried  to  coax  the  frightened 
blood  back  and  out  from  her  heart  and  into 
her  hands  and  face  again. 

As  he  did  this  the  old  admiral  again 
elbowed  his  way  through  the  crowd  near 
the  carriage,  and  led  the  count  and  his 
friends,  or  followers,  whichever  they  may 
have  been,  in  his  wake. 

The  admiral  looked  hard  into  the  car- 
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riage  at  Murietta,  half  stooped,  whispered 
to  a  man  at  his  side,  spoke  to  the  count, 
who  Kfted  his  hat  very  civilly  and  respect- 
fully to  his  wife,  and  so  went  on. 

This  time  the  countess  was  almost  ut- 
terly overcome.  She  bit  her  lips  till  they 
bled.  She  sank  back  into  the  carriage,  and 
it  was  with  the  greatest  effort  that  she 
could  be  aroused. 

"  He  will  murder  me  yet."  She  whis- 
pered this  to  herself,  and  when  Murietta 
asked  her  if  she  really  feared  this  man 
would  harm  her,  she  would  not  answer,  but 
looked  away  again  at  the  sun  dying  in  a 
sea  of  blood,  and  was  very  silent  and  very 
pale. 

At  last  the  carriages  in  front  began  to 
move.  It  would  be  but  a  few  minutes  till 
the  carriage  of  the  countess  also  must  move 
on  and  give  room. 

She  turned  to  the  artist  and  looked  at 
him  with  the  same  sad  longing,  the  same 
lonely  and  pitiful  expression  he  had  seen  in 
her  face  at  Genoa,  and  said : 

"I  may  be  ill,  very  ill.  I  may  be  ill, 
and  imprisoned,  before  I  am  out  again.     I 
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must  drive  and  get  the  air,  and  keep  my 
strength,  and  prepare  for  something  terrible. 
Will  you  do  me  one  favour  ?  " 

"  I  will  do  anything  in  my  power  to  serve 
you,  lady,"  answered  the  artist,  with  all  the 
earnestness  and  determination  of  a  nature 
now  feeling  aroused  and  ready  for  much. 

^^No,  not  that  much  now,"  answered 
the  lady,  half  smiling  at  his  earnestness, 
"  not  that  now ;  it  is  only  this.  I  am  so 
situated  that  I  am  worse  than  alone.  I 
must  drive  out,  and  dare  not  go  out  alone. 
That  man  will  not  murder  me  with  a 
knife.  He  will  not  spill  one  drop  of  blood, 
but  he  will  kill  me  as  certainly  as  I  meet 
him  when  alone,  and  he  will  do  it  deliber- 
ately and  by  inches." 

"  But,  my  dear  lady,  I  do  not  under- 
stand." 

"  No,  you  do  not  understand,  and  you  do 
not  promise." 

"  I  do,  I  do,  I  do  promise.  If  you  are 
in  danger,  or  if  any  lady  is  in  danger,  or  if 
you  even  imagine  you  are  in  danger,  what 
better  can  I  do,  what  else  have  I  to  do  in 
this  sullen,  weary  world  " — the  man   was 
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almost  on  his  feet — "  than  to  stand  up  and 
protect  you? '' 

"  Gently,  gently,"  whispered  the  countess, 
"you  are  wild,  you  will  ruin  everything. 
But  listen.  Some  day  I  may  be  in  trouble, 
what  then?" 

"  Send  for  me,"  answered  the  artist  firmly 
and  emphatically. 

"  If  I  am  ill,"  she  began  again,  in  a  low 
voice,  "or  if  I  should  be  imprisoned,  do 
you  understand?  " 

"  I— I  think  I—" 

*'  No,  no,  you  do  not  understand.  Look 
here.  If  a  lady  should  send  to  you — send 
her  maid — could  send  nothing  like  a  note 
or  letter,  or  other  message,  and  tell  you 
she  was  a  prisoner  and  required  your  help, 
what  would  you  do?  " 

"  Well,  I  suppose  the  correct  thing  to  do 
would  be  to  go  to  the  consul  representing 
the  country  from  which  the  lady  came 
and—" 

"  And  get  laughed  at  for  your  pains/' 

The  carriages  were  moving  off*  The 
countess  laid  her  little  hand  on  the  wm  of 
Murietta,  and  again  looked  ja  hif  6kee, 
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"  If  I  some  day  send  my  maid  to  you, 
will  you  come  to  me,  and  at  once,  and 
contrive  to  get  a  message  from  me  to  my 
father?" 

"  Come  to  you !  I  will  come  to  you  for 
that  purpose  if  I  have  to  come  through 
fire!" 

She  looked  at  the  man's  passionate  and 
determined  face,  and  seemed  satisfied.  She 
took  her  hand  from  his  arm  as  the  carriage 
whirled  down  the  serpentine  road  between 
the  rows  of  sycamore  trees,  and  looking 
once  more  into  his  face,  said  softly : 

'*  You  will  remember?  " 

''  I  will  remember." 

"  No?  you  will  not  dine  with  me  to-day? 
Then  to-morrow  you  will  be  sure  to  be 
with  me  by  twelve,  and  we  will  find  a  new 
drive  outside  the  walls." 


CHAPTER  XXXL 

ALL      AROUND      ROME. 

HERE  was  certainly  something 
very  remarkable  in  the  conduct 
of  this  Count  Edna.  No  man 
could  be  more  gentle.  All  men  spoke  of 
him  with  kindness  ;  the  ladies  even  spoke 
of  him  with  affection ;  yet  he  seemed  to  be 
not  only  helpless  but  willingly  so.  He 
allowed  this  monster,  who  seemed  to  be  his 
master,  to  torture  his  wife  to  the  verge  of 
insanity.  He  even  allowed  her  to  be  driven 
to  do  and  say  very  unreasonable  things, 
and  then  let  these  very  things  be  set  down 
by  the  world  as  evidence  of  her  insanity. 

All  this  was  not  only  remarkable  but  was 
also  very  unreasonable.     In  fact,  had  these 
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things  not  been  remarkable  and  even  unrea- 
sonable, I  do  not  know  that  I  should  have 
taken  the  pains  to  tell  them 

Murietta  came  next  day  early,  even  before 
the  countess  was  yet  in  her  carriage,  and 
sat  in  the  parlour  and  talked  with  the  gentle 
count,  for  the  old  admiral  was  not  yet  to 
be  seen,  and  talked  of  art  and  other  things, 
and  found  him  really  in  all  respects,  or  to 
all  appearances  at  least,  a  perfect  gentle- 
man. 

He  even  assisted  the  countess  to  her  car- 
riage, lifted  his  hat  as  they  drove  away,  and 
then  stood  on  the  steps  looking  after  her. 

All  that  afternoon,  all  the  next  afternoon, 
and  many  and  many  an  afternoon,  did 
Murietta  sit  by  the  silent  countess  -as  they 
drove  out  through  one  of  the  many  great 
gates  of  the  Eternal  City  and  on  to  the 
Campagnaor  the  green  Sabine  Hills. 

Nothing  was  said,  nothing  transpired 
worth  repeating,  and  the  artist  began  to 
imagine  that  all  his  fears  were  groundless, 
idle,  and  bred  of  his  own  brain. 

He  enjoyed  these  drives  thoroughly. 
How  few  people  have  the  good  sense  to  sit 
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silent  in  the  carriage  as  they  drive  through 
the  groves,  and  let  God  speak ! 

All  day  these  two  would  sit  together  as 
they  whirled  around  the  green  hills  or  drove 
through  the  wood  and  out  of  the  sun,  and 
not  one  word  would  be  spoken. 

Every  day,  every  drive,  Murietta  felt  that  \ 
he  was  going  further  and  further  away  from 
Annette,  and  in  his  heart  he  was  very  glad, 
for  he  felt  that  he  was  once  more  becoming 
his  own  master. 

The  artist  often  met  the  count  at  the 
palace  and  elsewhere,  and  he  was  always 
very  friendly,  yet  a  little  mysterious  and 
reserved.  He  was  often  drunk,  yet  to  all 
appearances  a  perfect  gentleman  and  man 
of  the  world. 

The  old  admiral,  too,  was  often  to  be 
seen  both  in  social  circles,  at  the  rides  and 
elsewhere,  and  always  he  was  the  same 
imperious  and  insolent  bully,  both  in  action 
and  expression,  and  always  had  a  circle  of 
his  followers  about  him.  At  such  times 
the  Count  Edna  was  a  mere  cipher,  and  was 
hardly  to  be  heard.  He  became  at  such 
times,  and   even   in  the   presence   of  the 
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admiral^  a  mere  echo  or  shadow  of  this 
strong  and  half-beast  pu'ate  of  the  land  and 
brigand  of  the  sea. 

Still,  the  presence  of  this  ponderous  chin 
had  lost  its  old  terror  to  Marietta,  and  he 
had  come  to  admit  that  there  might  be  very 
much  worse  things  in  the  world  than  a  man 
who  was  always  blustering  about  like  a 
March  wind,  and  swearing  that  he  was  a 
rough  but  honest  sailor  who  always  carried 
his  heart  in  his  hand. 

Few  things  in  the  world  are  more  formid- 
able to  the  development  of  genius  than  this 
present  pleasant  life  into  which  the  artist 
had  almost  insensibly,  and  yet  against  his 
will,  glided. 

He  became  as  familiar  with  every  gate, 
every  road,  every  one  of  the  twenty  beauti- 
ful drives  in  and  all  around  Rome,  as  with 
his  own  narrow  stau-s,  rows  of  cats,  and 
blue  Madonnas  on  the  side  of  the  Tarpeian 
Rock. 

The  countess  would  now  drive  down  past 
his  little  tower  on  the  Rock,  send  up  her 
footman,  and  then  without  a  word,  without 
even  a  sound,  save  the  rustle  of  the  pink 
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and  rose  silk  robes  that  seemed  to  whisper 
pretty  songs  of  sentiment  and  love,  he  would 
take  his  seat  beside  her,  and  then  they 
would  whirl  away  to  the  most  unfrequented 
and  most  pleasant  drive,  and  only  stopping 
now  and  then  for  a  glass  of  ^^  Est  est^^  or 
buns  for  the  little  Sunshine  at  some  one 
of  the  wayside  inns,  they  would  spend  full 
half  of  the  alluring,  balmy,  beautiful  day,  sit- 
ting there  behind  the  strong  spirited  horses, 
watching  the  work  of  summer,  the  coming 
and  going  of  strange  men  up  and  down  the 
roads  of  Rome,  the  stacking  up  of  the  tall 
Indian  corn  in  the  fertile  fields,  the  b^o^vn 
harvesters  bending  to  the  scythe,  or  would 
look  away  at  the  bent  and  curved  new 
moon  that  hung  in  the  west  against  the  blue 
bent  walls  of  heaven,  as  bright  and  clear  as 
if  it  had  just  been  cut  and  fashioned  from 
new  and  polished  silver. 

"And  this  is  best,"  said  Murietta  to 
himself  often  and  over  again,  "  come  what 
comes  of  it,  I  will  not  deny  myself  the  gifts 
of  the  gods.  I  will  no  longer  play  the 
hermit.  These  fields  are  finer  than  the 
shadows  of  the  Tarpeian  Rock.     There  is 
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rest  and  repose  in  this  gorgeous  beauty, 
and  the  strength  and  movement  of  these 
spirited  horses  gives  me  life  and  lets  my 
blood  run  warm  and  natural.  This  beau-* 
tiful,  silent  lady  by  my  side  is  inspiration 
itself.  I  will  take  the  gifts  of  the  gods  and 
be  glad." 

There  was  a  great  gathering  of  men  and 
women  outside  the  walls  four  or  five  miles 
to  the  south  of  the  city,  at  a  place  called 
Old  Rome. 

This  Old  Rome  is  said  to  be  the  site  of  a 
city  once  as  mighty  as  Rome  itself  when 
Rome  was  the  capital  of  the  Caesars.  Yet 
all  you  see  there  now  is  a  succession  of 
mounds  and  long  reaches  of  moles  and 
little  hills  that  certainly  were  not  placed 
there  by  accident  or  by  the  sport  of  Nature. 

These  little  mounds  are  topped  in  many 
cases  by  groves  of  olive,  and  sometimes  by 
palm  and  pine  and  orange  trees;  though 
they  are  usually  white  with  flocks  of  sheep 
and  bare  of  anything  save  coats  of  grass. 
The  people  there  are  thin,  sleepy,  skin-clad 
shepherds  with  little  white  woolly  and  most 
vicious  dogs. 
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As  the  countess  and  the  artist  drove 
upon  this  ground  on  this  great  gala  day, 
there  was  a  battle  going  on  between  a  duke 
of  the  house  of  Rusk  and  a  Hapsburg. 
Each  prince  had  gathered  his  friends  and 
followers  about  him,  and  then  buying  up 
all  the  oranges  they  could  procure  from 
the  many  little  stands  all  along  the  road 
and  around  the  grand  stand  and  the  race- 
course, for  this  was  the  great  day  for  the 
sports  of  the  turf.  They  then  began  to 
pour  in  upon  each  other  volley  after  volley 
of  oranges. 

Sometimes  one  party,  with  their  hats  or 
arms  full  of  oranges,  would  sally  forth  from 
their  fortress  and  attempt  to  carry  the 
works  of  the  enemy  by  storm,  but  would 
always  be  driven  back  hatless  and  hot,  and 
sometimes  with  bleeding  noses,  to  their 
own  mound,  where,  perhaps,  three  or  four 
thousand  years  before  had  stood  as  gor- 
geous, and  high,  and  sacred  a  temple  as 
anything  now  to  be  found  on  the  face  of 
the  earth. 

Ladies  would  laugh  and  lift  their  little 
hands   and  wave  their  handkerchiefs  and 
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cheer  the  successful  party  in  a  way  that 
made  one  almost  feel  that  it  was  real  life, 
and  quite  in  accord  with  human,  or  at  least 
woman,  nature. 

The  red  flag  shot  up  above  the  grand 
stand,  where  stood  the  king  of  Italy,  under 
cover,  with  his  courtiers  around  him ;  the 
word  was  given,  and  the  dust  of  Old  Rome 
trembled  under  the  flying  feet  of  a  hundred 
splendid  horses  from  that  little  wintry 
island  away  out  yonder  on  the  edge  of  the 
world,  in  the  vltima  Thvle^  to  where  CdBsar's 
soldiers  hesitated  to  follow  him. 

And  English  riders,  English  owners, 
English  everything,  even  the  man  who 
tiptoed  up  in  the  crowd  and  even  climbed 
on  to  the  wheel  of  the  countess's  carriage 
to  get  a  glimpse  of  his  favourite  English 
horse,  swore  in  English  as  he  saw  him 
dropping  behind,  and  by  that  act  drawing 
hard  English  coin  from  the  pocket  of  his 
English  backer. 

All  the  world  was  here.  The  little 
mounds  for  miles  around  were  black  with 
armies  of  people  gathered  there  to  shout 
and  clap  their  hands  and  toss  their  hats 
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over  the  winner  of  the  day,  whoever  he 
might  be,  after  the  fashion  of  the  world. 

The  king  applauded  too.  A  stout,  black 
man,  in  black  clothes,  with  a  black  beard, 
and  black  bushy  hair,  that  grew  very  low 
down  on  his  forehead,  he  stood  there  with 
his  naked  brown  hands  clasped  over  the 
rail  when  the  race  was  done,  and  looking 
down  at  the  band  that  struck  up  the 
national  air  at  once.  He  looked  very  tired 
of  it  all,  and  as  if  he  was  intolerably  bored, 
and  wanted  to  get  back  to  his  hills,  in  north 
Italy,  and  to  his  boar  hunts  in  the  Alps. 

How  black  and  ugly  and  brigandish  he 
looked  in  his  great  black  slouch  hat,  his 
plain,  black,  slovenly  clothes,  and  with  his 
monstrous  black  moustache  curling  up  and 
out  like  the  horns  of  a  vicious  black  buflfalo 
bull. 

"  Santa  Maria !  "  said  a  monk  at  the  side 
of  the  carriage,  as  he  crossed  himself,  "he 
looks  like  the  devil  J " 

Yet  that  fierce,  ugly  old  man  standing 
there  stood  with  the  weight  of  all  new 
Italy  on  his  shoulders.  There  was  the  look 
and  the  action  of  something  more  than  the 
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king  in  this  man,  standing  there,  trying  to 
look  pleased  at  the  mob  of  a  million  strong, 
that  had  gathered  there  that  day  to  waste 
the  precious  time,  while  half  the  fields  of 
Italy  lay  fallow.  He  looked  a  very  Titan; 
You  felt  that  the  ground  would  tremble 
when  he  moved.  His  very  awkwardness 
and  abandon  was  grace  and  strength  and 
majesty.  Amid  the  swarms  of  popinjays 
in  satins  and  silks  and  lace  and  feathers,  it 
was  so  refreshing  to  see  this  old  grizzly 
standing  there  so  perfectly  individual,  so 
solely  original,  so  very  much  alone,  so 
manly  and  so  kingly.  He  is,  perhaps,  the 
only  king  to-day  that  has  a  throne. 

The  Count  Paolini,  with  Miss  MoUie  and 
Mrs.  Wopsus  and  the  general,  sat  in  a  car- 
riage but  a  little  way  to  the  left.  They 
bowed  to  the  countess,  and  the  general  and 
the  count  got  doAvn  and  elbowed  their  way 
through  the  crowd  and  came  to  pay  their 
respects  to  the  lady  in  pink. 

How  sweetly  she  smiled  as  they  bowed 
before  her  and  called  her  the  countess ! 

Murietta  marked  this  more  than  ever  on 
that  day.    He  had  seen  and  often  remarked 
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this  before ;  but  to-day  it  struck  him  with 
such  singular  clearness  that  he  made  a  note 
of  it  in  his  mind,  and  it  took  place  there  as 
the  key  by  which  a  mystery  might  be  un- 
ravelled. 

When  these  gentlemen  withdrew,  and 
again  as  they  bowed  themselves  away  re- 
peatedly called  her  the  countess,  she  again 
smiled  and  seemed  more  satisfied  with  this 
common  appellation  than  with  all  the 
splendid  scene  before  her,  or  all  the  Italian 
compliments  the  Count  Paolini  had  paid 
her  beauty  and  her  wit  that  day. 

As  an  American  of  the  lesser  Republic 
speaking  to  an  American  of  the  greater 
Republic,  Murietta  had  used  this  lady's  title 
as  little  as  possible  when  addressing  her. 
He  now  called  her  the  countess  as  they  sat 
there  remarking  on  the  appearance  of  the 
king.  And  this  man,  who  was  as  duU  and 
ignorant  in  his  understanding  and  know- 
ledge  of  women  as  a  boy  not  yet  from 
school,  began  to  see  at  last  the  vulnerable 
point  in  this  sweet  creature's  heart,  and  the 
place  where  the  arrow  had  entered. 

^^  Let  me  see,"  he  mused,  as  his  fiice 


212  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

rested  on  his  upturned  hand,  and  he  lounged 
back  in  the  carriage  and  looked  at  the  king, 
who  still  stood  there  clutching  on  to  the 
rail  before  him,  and  looking  down  at  the 
fiddlers  and  pipers  in  gold  and  lace  and 
tassels  and  cocks'  feathers.  "  Let  me  see. 
Here  was  a  young  American  girl,  full  of 
romance,  and  fed  on  Italian  novels  written 
by  men  who  never  saw  Italy,  and  all  glitter- 
ing with  gems  and  gold,  and  set  with  high- 
sounding  names  of  titled  men  who  were 
always  the  soul  of  chivalry  and  honour. 
She  was  a  child  of  fortune,  and  blessed  with 
beauty,  and  therefore  flattered  on  every 
hand,  till  her  little  untried  brain  was  fairly 
turned. 

"  Then  there  came  this  Italian  or  foreign 
count  of  whatever  country  he  may  be,  and 
his  gentle  manners,  and  his  sweet  and  in- 
sinuating nature,  and  his  title  most  of  all, 
made  him  an  object  of  interest.  Then 
this  man,  this  foreign  count,  a  Brother  of 
the  Altar,  sat  down  before  her  as  a  general 
would  sit  down  before  a  besieged  town ;  he 
made  his  calculations  with  the  same  coolness, 
the  same  deliberation,  the  same  estimation  of 
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the  loss  of  time,  of  money,  and  other  opera- 
tions, as  a  general  would  make  in  a  cam- 
paign or  a  siege ;  counted  the  probabilities 
of  gain,  the  possibilities  of  loss,  and  so 
sat  down,  and  so  besieged  and  won  and 
carried  her  away  to  his  own  land.  And 
then,"  continued  the  artist,  following  up 
his  train  of  fancy,  "  we  will  suppose  the 
lady,  when  it  was  too  late,  discovered  her 
fearful  mistake,  but  still  fond  and  proud  of 
her  rank  and  title,  cherished  it,  was  more 
pleased  with  it  than  anything  else,  despite 
the  awful  price  she  had  paid  for  it ;  and  so 
in  the  face  of  the  world  kept  her  secrets, 
and  stood  between  her  spouse  and  his  ex- 
posure," 

What  the  lady  at  his  side  was  thinking 
of  or  guessing  at,  no  one  may  know,  for  she 
was  a  wonderful  woman — a  woman  without 
curiosity,  and  a  woman  who  could  keep 
silent  for  a  month,  and  who  could  keep  her 
secrets  for  ever. 

The  band  ceased  playing,  the  king  with  a 
sigh  of  relief  loosed  his  hooked  hands  from 
the  railing  before  him,  and  turned  his  broad 
shoulders  to  our  party  in  the  carriage,  and 
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walked  to  the  other  side  of  the  stand,  for 
the  red  flag  was  again  flying,  and  the  Eng- 
lish horses  were  again  making  the  dust  of 
Old  Rome  fly  in  the  face  of  the  king  of 
New  Italy. 

"  Note  him  well,  Guiseppe !  Jesus !  if  you 
were  only  as  good  a  hand  with  a  pistol  as 
you  are  with  a  plate  of  maccaroni,  you  might 
rid  the  earth  of  the  black  brute  even  at  this 
distance,  and  then  take  shelter  under  a 
priest's  gown,  and  never  once  be  suspected. 
Christ !  what  a  splendid  opportunity ! " 

"Oh!"  whispered  Guiseppe,  "but  you  are 
always  urging  others  to  do  things  that  you 
never  dream  of  daring  to  do  yourself." 

"  Guiseppe,  a  general  does  not  touch  a 
musket  or  apply  the  match.  I  am  the  leader 
of  the  party.  I  cannot  afford  to  do  this 
thing,  nor  can  the  party  afford  to  allow  me 
to  do  it." 

Murietta  heard  all  this  distinctly,  although 
it  was  whispered  and  hissed  between  the 
teeth,  and  back  behind  the  carriage  of  the 
countess.  Long  training  and  experience 
on  the  border,  where  men  lie  awake  at 
night  listening  for  the  tawny  enemy,  where 
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lives  depend  on  the  acuteness  of  the  ear, 
had  made  him  quick  to  hear  and  understand 
expressions  that  to  other  ears  at  that  dis- 
tance had  not  been  even  a  whisper. 

And  yet  the  countess  felt  that  this  man, 
these  men,  were  there,  for  she  began  to  grow 
nervous  and  turn  pale,  and  she  leaned 
forward  and  whispered  to  her  little  boy  as 
he  stood  trying  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
flying  horses  above  the  sea  of  excited-  men. 

Little  Sunshine  pulled  suddenly  at  the 
string,  and  the  footman  sprang  down  and 
got  some  officers  to  assist  him  in  turning 
the  horses  through  the  crowd,  and  then 
again  climbed  back  to  the  box,  and  the 
carriage  began  to  move,  and  the  countess 
began  to  take  her  rosy  colour  again,  and 
the  rich  lips  took  on  the  old  sweet  smile  of 
blended  sadness  and  unmeasured  love. 

"  Guiseppe,  I  am  the  leader.  You  are  to 
trust  me.  I  am  a  man  who  carries  his  heart 
in  his—" 

The  carriage  was  whirling  away,  and  the 
countess  looked  back  and  saw  these  two 
men  scowling  at  each  other  like  two  wolves 
showing  their  teeth  above  their  bloody  prey. 


CHAPTER  XXXII- 

A  MARCH   HARE   AND  A   HATTER. 

jURIETTA  kept  his  promise  to 
drive  with  the  countess  across 
the  Tiber  to  the  grounds  of 
Prince  Doria,  very  reluctantly  next  day. 
He  hardly  knew  why,  but  he  really  dreaded 
to  go.  He  had,  in  fact,  made  up  his  mind 
not  to  go  at  all,  and  when  the  footman 
came  up  the  narrow  stone  steps  and  tapped 
at  the  door,  he  found  him  sitting  there  be- 
fore the  torn  and  pierced  picture  of  the  one 
£ur  woman,  moody  and  ill  at  ease,  and 
quite  unprepared  for  the  drive. 

The  artist  was  not  well  used  to  the 
convenient  and  fashionable  lies  by  which 
men  and  women  daily  escape  the  responsi- 
bilities of  promises,  and  so  sending  his  com- 
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pliments  to  the  countess,  he  hastily  arranged 
his  toilet,  and  was  soon  descending  the 
steps  by  the  little  blue  Madonna,  with  the 
undying  lamp  at  her  feet. 

The  morning  was  warm ;  the  artist  had 
made  some  haste,  and  was  descending  the 
steps  and  approaching  the  carriage  with  his 
cloak  thrown  but  loosely  over  his  shoul- 
ders, and  his  frock  coat  unbuttoned  and 
pushed  back,  so  that  it  exposed  the  rich  red 
silk  sash  that  wound  about  his  waist,  and 
hung  in  tassels  on  either  side,  after  the 
fashion  of  the  Mexican  at  home. 

The  countess  threw  up  her  hand  as  if  in 
terror  at  sight  of  this  rich  red  tasselled 
sash  about  his  waist,  and  cried  out  like  a 
frightened  chUd, 

"  It  is  blood !  It  is  a  sabre-cut,  a  dag- 
ger's gash !  it  means  death ! " 

She  hid  her  face  in  her  hands  and  shud- 
dered, while  little  Sunshine  looked  at  her 
in  amazement. 

After  a  moment  she  hfted  her  face  and 
smiled  sad  and  sweetly  as  before,  and  pull- 
ing in  her  rose  and  pink  robes  with  her 
dimpled   pink   baby-like    hand,  that    still 
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trembled  like  a  leaf  in  the  wind,  she  made 
room  for  Murietta,  and  made  no  more  men* 
tion  of  the  red  sash  again. 

They  crossed  the  Tiber  at  the  Island 
Bridge,  and  were  soon  climbing  the  tor- 
tuous road  towards  the  Via  Garibaldi. 

Gardens  to  the  right  and  gardens  to  the 
left,  with  a  splendid  fountain  pouring  out 
here  and  there,  as  if  it  was  large  and  gene- 
rous  enough  to  water  the  whole  thirsty 
Campagna  in  a  middle  summer's  day. 

Palm  trees,  sycamore,  locust,  and  trees 
of  every  name  and  clime,  and  flowers  of 
every  colour  on  this  natural  hill  side,  sloping 
down  and  overlooking  Rome. 

This  is  the  most  delightful  as  well  as  the 
most  dreamy  prospect  of  any  city  to  be 
seen  in  the  world,  for,  sitting  here  and 
looking  east  and  against  high  white  moun- 
tains above  Tivoli,  and  twenty  miles  away 
across  the  Campagna,  the  city  seems  to 
touch  the  base  of  these  mountains.  The 
towers  and  the  spires,  and  the  mighty 
structures  of  every  age  and  elevation,  stand- 
ing there  on  the  half  levelled  Seven  Hills, 
seem  to  have  their  base  against  the  moon- 
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tains  twenty  miles  away,  and  the  city  seems 
to  be  bmlt  all  over  the  vast  plain  from  the 
Tiber  to  Tivoli. 

Pass  through  this  gate,  with  all  the  walls 
to  the  right  and  left,  inside  and  out,  bat- 
tered and  riddled  and  torn  by  cannon  balls 
— ^this  gate  through  which  little  armies 
have  been  coming  in  and  going  out,  vie- 
toriou8  and  defeat,  mori^  .iSut,  dying 
that  Italy  might  live  for  the  last  ten  years, 
and  you  come  in  a  little  while  to  the 
highest  spot  and  the  most  beautiful  on  all 
the  banks  of  the  lower  Tiber. 

Here  you  drive  through  long  avenues  of 
oak,  and  the  oak  trees  are  seared  and 
split  and  splintered  by  shot  and  shell. 
You  drive  through  an  old  cemetery  with 
pagan  inscriptions  and  sarcophagi  with 
Greek  traditions  and  stories  pictured  out  in 
marble,  and  the  dead  man's  battles  told  in 
bold  and  bloody  relief  by  the  lid  of  his 
coffin,  now  set  up  and  made  bare  for  the 
contemplation  of  the  curious  barbarian  from 
the  far  north. 

Drive  on  through  and  under  the  dark 
and  overhanging  oaks,  and  you  see  close  to 
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your  right  a  little  white  monument,  with 
its  little  story  in  French  about  the  men  who 
feU  fighting  down  yonder  for  the  pope  in 
the  other  oak  avenue,  and  among  the  other 
tombstones. 

Here  are  great  pine  trees  as  taU  and 
graceful  as  those  of  the  Pacific,  only  they 
are  set  with  awkward  regularity,  and  have 
been  put  down  in  order  and  in  line  and  in 
rows  like  soldiers,  as  if  everything  on  this 
hill  of  beauty  meant  battle  and  discipline 
and  death. 

There  was  a  great  square  in  the  centre 
of  the  open  road  where  princes  and  even 
kings  came  to  walk  and  talk,  and  revel  on 
the  grass  in  a  sort  of  royal  pic-nic  every 
summer  season. 

There  were  but  few  people  there,  and 
the  countess  drew  a  long  breath  of  relief  as 
she  saw  the  green  plot  but  sparely  sprinkled 
with  people,  and  but  few  carriages  in  the 
long  eight-mile  drive  over  the  beautiful 
lands  of  the  great  and  good  Prince  Doria. 

Perhaps  the  countess  had  been  thinking 
of  that  ugly  face  that  rose  up  before  her 
on  the  Pincian,  and  that  came  as  if  from 
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under  her  own  carriage  bux  the  day  before, 
and  feared  a  repetition  if  she  should  here 
fall  into  a  crowd  of  people. 

They  drove  round  to  the  little  lake,  with 
its  fountains  and  flowers  and  water-fowl, 
and  then  drew  up,  aiid  little  Sunshine 
and  the  artist  descended  and  gathered 
flowers  from  the  banks,  or  threw  bread  at 
the  swans,  or  fed  the  gold-fish  that  came 
up  to  the  surface,  almost  on  to  the  bank, 
to  take  the  food  from  the  hand. 

The  countess  sat  in  her  carriage  more 
silent  and  sad  than  before.  She  had  re- 
marked to  Murietta,  as  they  climbed  the 
hill  up  out  of  Rome,  that  they  should  have 
but  few  more  drives  together,  .perhaps  but 
a  single  drive  more,  and  he  was  thinking  of 
this,  and  also  thinking  of  her  strange  and 
unreasonable  terror  at  sight  of  the  red  sash 
as  he  came  to  the  carriage  that  day,  and  was 
not  at  all  pleased  to  hear  that  all  this  must 
end  now  that  he  was  coming  to  like  it. 

Suddenly  through  the  green  trees,  below 
him,  yet  on  a  crest  of  a  lower  little  hill, 
between  him  and  Rome,  he  saw  a  tall  and 
dark  and   a  wonderful  figure  move  and 
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then  stand,  turn,  and  plucking  at  a  flower, 
look  directly  down  on  to  the  rolling  Tiber 
and  on  Rome. 

The  artist  let  go  the  little  boy's  hand, 
dropped  his  own  flowers,  and  almost  fell 
upon  his  knees  iq  the  tall  strong  grass 
through  which  they  had  been  wandering. 

The  little  boy  looked  up  to  him  with  all 
the  wonder  of  his  mother's  matchless  eyes, 
put  back  his  hair  with  a  hand  half  full  of 
flowers,  and  stood  there  waiting  while  the 
artist  looked  away  at  the  wonderful  woman 
slowly  plucking  the  flowers  to  pieces  and 
looking  down  upon  Rome  as  if  she  dreamed. 
It  was  Aniiette. 

The  little  boy  picked  up  the  fallen 
flowers  and  handed  them  back  to  the  artist, 
and  then  the  two  went  on  as  before,  pick- 
ing up  and  plucking  flowers  from  out  the 
grass ;  only  the  artist  could  not  see  very 
clearly,  and  once  when  the  little  boy  plucked 
a  flower  of  singular  beauty  and  held  it  up 
under  his  eyes,  he  pushed  back  his  hair 
and  looked  around  and  up  at  the  sky,  and 
asked  the  artist  if  it  was  not  going  to  rain, 
for  he  felt  a  drop  on  his  hand. 
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The  lady  was  standing  aloue.  Marietta 
did  not  dare  approach  nearer.  He  even 
went  aside  and  drew  a  clump  of  wood  and 
vine  between  the  lady  and  himself,  as  if  it 
had  been  an  impenetrable  curtain  and  he 
wished  to  keep  it  there  for  ever. 

At  last  she  had  plucked  her  flowers  to 
pieces,  and  then  looking  over  on  the  dreamy 
and  beautiful  scene  before  her,  turned  a 
little  to  one  side  and  joined  her  father,  a 
tall  and  iron-faced  soldier,  who  stood  against 
a  great  pine  close  at  hand,  smoking  his 
cigar. 

The  father  lifted  his  hand  after  a  mo- 
ment's consideration,  and  then  a  black  man 
came  forward  and  then  another,  and  then 
a  carriage  came  down  the  avenue  with 
two  black  men  on  the  box,  and  father 
and  daughter  entered  and  drove  rapidly 
away. 

The  artist  led  the  little  boy  down  and 
on  to  the  crest  of  the  other  hill  where  the 
tall  dark  woman  had  stood  between  him  and 
Rome,  as  she  had  ever  stood  before  him, 
lifted  up,  exalted  between  him  and  all 
things   else,  and    there  he   stooped    as  if 
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gathering  flowers  (while  the  little  boy 
looked  on  and  wondered),  and  picked  up 
the  bits  of  flowers  that  had  fallen  from  her 
hand  and  placed  them  tenderly  between 
the  leaves  of  a  book  that  he  wore  in  his 
breast. 

Then  the  little  boy  ran  down  the  hill 
and  plucked  some  special  flower  that  he 
had  discerned  from  the  distance,  and  as  he 
ran,  the  artist,  looking  quietly  around 
and  making  sure  that  no  one  saw  him, 
kneeled,  fell  upon  his  face,  and  kissed  the 
earth  where  she  had  walked.  Then  he 
rose  up,  found  the  little  boy,  led  him  back, 
and  as  he  entered  the  carriage  and  again 
sat  down  by  the  silent  countess,  he  felt 
somehow  inexpressibly  happy  and  intensely 
sad. 

The  few  carriages  were .  fast  rolling 
away  towards  Rome,  for,  beautiful  as  is 
this  place,  it  is  very  sickly  and  a  dan- 
gerous place  to  remain  in  after  sunset,  and 
our  party  speedily  followed.  Little  was 
said  on  either  side.  The  countess  was 
thinking  of  the  future,  the  artist  of  the 
past. 
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"No,  no,  lady,  another  time,"  said  the 
artist  resolutely,  as  she  stood  on  the 
steps  of  her  palace  above  him,  urging 
him  to  join  her  at  dinner,  "I  cannot  to- 
day/' 

"  Well,  then,  you  will  drive  with  me  to-    1 
morrow/' 

The  artist  hesitated.  He  had  gone  back 
to  the  worship  of  his  old  idol.  The  coun- 
tess had  driven  him  a  thousand  miles  from 
her  in  a  month.  He  had  gone  back  to  her 
feet  in  a  moment,  and  he  wished  to  remain 
there. 

"  You  will  come  but  this  once,  but  this 
once  more." 

The  countess  came  down  the  steps  and 
laid  her  little  hand  on  his  arm  and  looked 
in  his  face  with  a  troubled  and  an  appealing 
look.  "You  do  not  understand;  you  are 
a  man  and  do  not  think  of  a  woman's 
weakness  and  her  wants,  but  you  will  come 
this  once,  for  after  forty  drives  I  have 
kept  this  one  pleasant  one  for  the  last." 

"  I  should  be  a  boor,  a  brute,  lady,  to 
allow  you  to  ask  me  twice  after  all  the 
peace   and  pleasure  you  have  given   me. 

2  Q 
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'  I  certainly  will  be  with  you  to-morrow." 
He  raised  his  hand,  she  ascended  the 
steps  and  he  passed  out  and  down  to  the 
Caffe  Creco,  a  bohemian  head-quarters, 
where  he  sometimes  fell  in  for  an  hour's 
pastime  and  a  lunch  or  a  glass  of  in- 
diflferent  wine. 

Yet  he  had  not  been  here  much  of  late, 
and  remembered,  as  he  passed  in,  that 
he  had  not  dined  from  under  the  roof  of 
the  fine  and  kind  countess  for  days  and 
weeks  together. 

Some  old  friends  sat  there,  and  he  felt 
that  they  were  a  little  cold  and  chilly  in 
their  behaviour.  Away  down  in  a  comer, 
two  artists  sat  at  a  little  marble  table  to- 
gether, and  they  laid  their  heads  close 
together  as  if  they  were  whispering.  One 
of  them  was  stroking  and  patting  the  large 
round  head  of  a  great  spotted  dog,  as  he 
alternately  sipped  his  wine  and  laid  his 
head  over  towards  the  head  of  his  com- 
panion, and  then  looked  up  at  Murietta. 

Over  to  the  left,  on  the  other  side,  an 
American  artist  spoke  to  a  French  artist 
and  looked  at  Murietta.     The  French  artist 
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shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  then  sat  still, 
and  left  the  American  artist  to  translate 
that  remark  as  he  chose. 

Carlton  arose  and  came  forward,  as  the 
one  particular  friend  of  the  artist,  but  even 
he  was  a  little  stiff  and  ceremonious,  as 
Murietta  threw  off  his  cloak  and  sat  by 
his  side  at  a  table,  and  ordered  wine  for 
both. 

"  You  have  been  away  from  us  so  long, 
so  very,  very  long ;  why,  we  hardly  know   / 
you !  " 

''  So  very  long?  Why,  I  have  seen  you, 
my  friend  Carlton,  nearly  every  day  for 
the  last  forty." 

"  Yes,  from  a  splendid  carriage  by  the 
side  of  a  mad  countess  and  another  man's 
wife,  and — " 

"  Good  God !  " — the  artist  sprang  to  his 
feet  and  almost  upset  the  wine  that  had 
just  been  brought — "what  do  you  mean?  " 

"  Sit  down !  The  whole  caffe  is  noticing 
you ! " 

The  artist  sat  and  filled  a  glass  to  the 
brim.     Then,  tossing  it  off,  he  said, 

"  But  tell  me,  what  do  you  mean?  " 
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"  Mean?    Really,  I  mean  nothing.     Not 

\    I,  but  the  world,  that  is,  the  little  meddle- 

\   some,  mischievous  American  world  here,  is 

!  talking  of  you  and  the  countess,  and  the 

•   countess  and  you,  and  nothing  else,  and  it 

has  been  doing  so  for  the  last  fortnight. 

Can  it  be  possible  that  you  do  not  know 

it?" 

"  Know  it !  I  did  not  dream  of  it ! 
Besides,  look  here ! "  he  caught  the  man 
half  savagely  by  the  breast  of  his  coat, 
"  you  know  me,  you  know  my  affections 
lie  in  another  field,  you  know,  you  knew, 
when  you  heard  people  use  her  name  and 
mine,  that  it  was  utterly  impossible  that  I 
should  do,  nay  think,  an  improper  thing  in 
this  connection !  " 

"  Yes,  I  knew  it." 

"  And  what  did  you  say  to  these  med- 
dlers ?  " 

"What  should  I  have  said?" 

"  You  should  have  told  them  they  lied, 

* 

and  you  should  have  driven  the  lie  down 
their  throats!  Not  for  my  sake,  Carlton, 
not  for  mine!  my  name  will  take  care  of 
itself,  and  in  the  teeth  of  the  world  I  shall 
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pass  unstained  like  a  polished  stone;  but 
for  her  sake,  for  her,  knowing  what  you 
knew  of  me,  for  you  have  broken  bread  at 
her  table ;  and  whatever  a  merchant  may  do 
or  a  politician  may  devise,  a  man — a  man, 
mark  you,  who  takes  my  hand  and  holds 
friendship  with  me,  takes  on  himself  the 
responsibilities  of  a  man,  and  stands  between 
a  woman  and  the  world !  " 

The  artist  had  risen  up,  gathered  his 
cloak  about  him  and  was  about  to  pass  out. 
He  had  leaned  his  head  and  almost  hissed 
his  last  words  in  the  ears  of  Carlton  between 
his  teeth. 

"  Hear  me,  one  word !  Heaven  knows  my 
friendship  for  you,  and  I  know  your  sim- 
plicity and  your  sincerity.  Pray  sit  one 
moment  and  let  us  not  part  thus,  for  you 
wrong  me  now,  as  you  are  always  wronging 
yourself." 

Murietta  muflSed  his  cloak  closer  about 
him  and  sat  down. 

"  Now,  hear  me.  You  are  too  impetuous. 
You  know  as  little  of  the  world  as  you  do  of 
women.  You  bring  with  you  all  the  free- 
dom and  movement  of  the  plains.    You 
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would  tomahawk  a  man  as  if  you  were  a 
Comanche." 

The  artist  tapped  the  stone  floor  of  the 
caffe  fiercely  with  his  foot.  "  AU  Rome 
then  is  talking  of  that  gentle  and  unhappy 
lady!  All  Rome  is  also  talking  of  me! 
And  the  fair  Annette  !  What  has  she 
heard  and  what  will  she  say?" 

The  world  looked  black  to  Murietta. 
He  was  almost  blind  with  passion  and 
tumultuous  thought.  Suddenly  he  turned 
to  Carlton. 

"  Well,  my  politic  and  most  civilized 
friend,"  began  he,  sharply  and  bitterly, 
"  what  would  you  have  me  do  ?  " 

"With  the  present  state  of  ajSairs,  no- 
thing," answered  Carlton  gently.  "  I 
should  simply  employ  my  own  carriage,  let 
the  kind  and  gentle  Count  Edna,  who  has 
the  sympathy  and  respect  of  all  Rome,  ride 
with  and  take  care  of  his  own  wild  wife, 
while  I  took  care  of  my  own  reputation." 

"  I  shall  drive  with  the  countess  to- 
morrow ! " 

**Yes,  perhaps  you  will  drive  with  the 
countess  to  hell ! " 
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"  Mark  you,"  Marietta  leaned  over  and 
wagged  his  finger  in  the  face  of  his  cool 
and  prudent  fi'iend,  "  mark  you,  if  ever  any 
man,  even  though  that  man  be  her  husband, 
dares  wag  his  tongue  against  that  woman, 
he  dies,  by  heaven !  " 

"  No,  no,  no,  no.  That  is  not  the  way 
to  live ;  that  is  not  the  way  to  get  on.  If 
you  will  insist  on  your  war-dance,  put  on 
your  war-paint  and  go  back  to  your  Mexi- 
can border." 

Carlton  had  reached  and  taken  the  artist 
by  his  arm  and  half  forced  him  back  again 
into  his  seat. 

The  cool  half  humour  of  his  friend  did 
more  to  pacify  him  than  had  a  dozen  ser- 
mons, and  sitting  still  a  moment,  he  leaned 
over  to  Carlton  and  said,  V'  I  am  not  curious, 
or  at  least  1  hope  not  vulgarly  so,  but 
please  tell  me  what  some  of  these  meddle- 
some gossip-mongers  have  been  saying." 

"  Well,"  began  Carlton  quietly,  "  do  you 
remember  the  little  fairy  story  in  the 
'Child's  Primer,'  about  the  March  Hare 
and  the  Hatter?" 

''No;  and  what  the  devil  has  a  March 
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hare  and  a  hatter  to  do  with  me  and  the 
countess?'* 

"  Listen,  and  you  shall  hear." 

Murietta  again  tapped  the  stone  floor 
with  his  foot,  and  biting  his  lips,  sat  eager 
to  listen. 

Carlton  filled  his  glass,  drank  it  oflF,  filled 
that  of  Murietta,  waited  for  him  to  empty 
it,  or  at  least  sip  at  it  in  the  old  Italian 
fashion,  and  then  he  deliberately  began. 

"Well,  this  fairy  tale  was  after  this 
fashion  :  Once  upon  a  time  a  little  girl  was 
lost  in  fairy-land,  and  she  did  not  know  her 
way  out.  At  last  she  came  to  the  forks  of 
the  road,  and  there  in  the  way  sat  an  old 
woman  with  a  short  pipe  in  her  mouth. 

"  'Madam,  can  you  tell  me  which  road  I 
shall  take  to  find  my  way  home?* 

"'Well,  my  child,  if  you  turn  to  the 
right  and  follow  that  road,  it  will  lead  you 
to  the  house  of  the  hatter.  But,  mark  you, 
the  hatter  is  mad — mad  as  a  March  hare ! ' 

"  The  little  girl  shuddered,  and  turned 
and  looked  down  the  other  road,  and  then 
timidly  asked  if  she  should  not,  then,  take 
that  road. 
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drag  him  again  back  to  his  seat ;  ^^  will  you 
not  sit  down  ?  " 

"  No ;  I  am  wild ;  I  am  sick  and  disgusted. 
I  want  the  air.  I  can't  breathe  here  ;  it 
suffocates  me.  I  want  to  go  out ;  I  want  to 
go  outside  the  walls  of  Rome.  There  is 
not  room  here ;  it  is  too  close ! " 

"  Come^  come ;  here  is  another  table.  It 
is  my  treat." 

"  Enough,  enough !"  said  the  artist,  and 
tried  to  shake  him  off.  "  I  am  going  out. 
Good  night." 

"  But  the  story,"  said  Carlton. 

"But  what?"  asked  Murietta,  turning 
around  and  drawing  his  cloak  closer  about 
him. 

"  The  story,  or  rather  the  sequel  after 
the  fairy  tale  of  the  hatter  and  the  March 
hare." 

"  Yes;  that  remark — ^what  was  it?  You 
would  provoke  the  devil,"  said  he,  again 
tapping  a  tattoo  on  the  stones  as  he  stood 
there  with  his  hat  down  over  his  eyes  and 
his  cloak  drawn  close  about  him. 

"  Sit  down,  and  I  will  tell  you  what  it 
was,  lest  you  think  it  something  either  very 
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wicked  or  very  witty,  but  I  assure  you  that 
it  was  neither." 

"  Well,  I  am  here,"  said  the  artist,  taking 
his  seat. 

"Really,"  laughed  Carlton  quietly,  "it 
is  nothing  worth  repeating;  a  man  in  the 
crowd  simply  said,  as  you  and  the  countess  ; 
passed  by,  *  There  goes  the  hatter  and  the   . 
March  hare.' " 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

ON   THE   APPIAN   WAY. 

iT  midday  Murietta  stood  half 
leaning  against  a  marble  pillar 
by  the  pool  and  fountain  of 
Trevi.  The  sun  was  pitching  down  into 
the  cool  clear  basin  of  water,  over  the 
top  of  the  shops  to  the  south  ;  and  women, 
pretty  brown  Roman  peasant  women  in 
short  petticoats  of  gay  colours,  were  com- 
ing and  going  with  their  pitchers;  and 
now  and  then  one  would  lift  up  her 
great  dark  eyes  to  the  dreamer  as  she 
passed,  and  wonder  who  his  love  might  be, 
and  why  she  kept  him  waiting  and  looking 
all  the  time  so  forlorn  and  lone. 

The  man  was  thinking  of  Annette.     He 
was  devoutly  wishing  he  had  never  seen 
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the  countess.  True,  he  had  never  given 
her  a  thought  or  look  that  suggested  love. 
Yet  he  somehow  felt  that  he  had  been 
disloyal,  and  he  was  unhappy. 

Had  he  ever,  at  any  time,  had  any  aflfec- 
tion  for  the  lady  in  pink  in  all  the  forty 
days  just  past,  he  would  have  had  a  fearful 
account  to  settle  with  himself  as  he  stood 
there  listening  to  the  soft  call  of  the 
waters  so  like  a  cascade  of  the  moun- 
tains. 

But  nothing  of  the  kind  had  ever  been, 
and  he  was  not,  therefore,  much  at  war 
with  himself;  but  was  certainly  very  ill- 
content,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  and  was  fast 
shaping  a  resolve  in  his  heart  to  see  the 
pink  countess  no  more,  if  he  could  so 
devise  it  ^vithout  wounding  her  very  sensi- 
tive nature. 

And  this,  not  because  the  world  advised 
it,  but  because  he  felt  that  he  was  becoming 
disloyal  to  his  ideal  love.  True,  he  had 
overthrown  his  ideal  love.  He  had  driven 
a  dagger  through  her  image.  He  had 
stood  up  and  sworn  to  himself  to  forgeii 
her,  and  to  put  her  utterly  away  from  hii^ 


238  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

heart.  Yea,  the  man  had  done  all  this, 
and  done  it  but  a  little  time  before.  There- 
fore, like  a  true  lover,  of  that  type  and 
temperament,  he  now  stood  damning  him- 
self before  himself,  and  holding  her  dearer 
in  his  heart  than  ever. 

The  people  were  packed  as  tight  as  toys 
in  a  box.  Carriages  were  coming  and 
going  past,  and  people  on  foot  were  wedged 
in  and  making  their  way  along  among  the 
wheels  as  only  Italians  can. 

"  Bet  your  life  it's  he ! '' 

Murietta,  as  one  just  awakened  from  a 
dream,  looked  up. 

"There!  there!  what  did  I  tell  you. 
Murietta ! " 

The  carriages  stopped,  and  the  artist, 
hearing  his  name  called  by  the  loud,  clear- 
voiced  Californian  girl,  turned  and  made 
his  way  through  the  crowd. 

The  countess  put  out  her  little  hand  in 
a  little  pearl-coloured  glove,  and  smiling, 
said  in  a  low,  sweet  voice, — 

"I  have  kept  the  Appian  Way  as  some- 
thing sacred,  as  a  sort  of  dessert  to  be  taken 
when  all  else  palls,  you  see." 
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**  But,  my  dear  lady,  what  are  you  speak- 
ing of?" 

"  Why,  do  you  not  understand?  "  The 
little  hand  fluttered  about  over  the  pink 
and  rose  robes  of  the  lady  as  if  it  had 
been  a  sort  of  butterfly  in  a  garden  of 
flowers. 

"We  are  on  the  way  for  a  drive — my 
last  drive  in  or  around  Rome.  We  are 
going  over  the  Via  Appia." 

"  A  pleasant  drive  and  a  speedy  return !  " 
said  the  artist,  lifting  his  hat,  and  stepping 
back  to  say  good-bye. 

"No,  no,  no!  Come!"  cried  the  coun- 
tess, reaching  her  hand.  "  We  will  not 
go  without  you !  " 

"  Come  along,  stupid.  Hop  in  !  There ! 
Take  that  if  you  won't  sit  by  yourself." 
And  little  Mollie  rose  up,  left  the  side  of 
the  countess,  and  sat  opposite. 

The  street  was  getting  blocked,  and  a 
little  Roman,  in  a  beautiful  uniform  over- 
shadowed by  an  enormous  plume  of  red 
cocks'  feathers,  came  up  smiling  and  bow- 
ing, and  beckoning  for  the  carriage  to 
move  on. 
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"  Come !  "  cried  Mollie,  '*  you  will  have 
us  all  arrested !  " 

"  Well,  sit  back  by  the  countesg,  and  I 
am  with  you." 

The  artist  climbed  into  the  carriage  just 
in  time  to  escape  a  speech  from  the  police- 
man, and  the  party  moved  slowly  on  through 
the  jammed  and  crowded  streets  above  the 
buried  city,  and  around  the  partly  exca- 
vated Forum  of  Trajan. 

"  And  Mollie  the  Mischievous  is  well?  " 
said  the  artist,  settling  down  in  his  seat,  and 
looking  at  the  picture  of  health  before  him. 

"  Well,  and  happy,  too,  as  an  apple  on  a 
tree !  '*  and  the  little  California  lady,  as  if 
just  reminded  of  it,  put  her  hand  in  her 
pocket,  laughed  while  doing  so,  and  then 
drawing  it  forth  held  it  out  fiill  of  nuts 
and  raisins  and  candies. 

"  No,  thank  you." 

Then  she  wanted  to  divide  with  the 
countess,  who  had  settled  back  as  if  hiding 
away  out  of  sight  behind  the  bouncing, 
warm-hearted  girl,  and  as  if  half  hurt  that 
she  was  not  all  the  time  the  centre  and  the 
one  person  present. 
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"After  all,"  said  Marietta  to  himself,  as 
he  noticed  this,  "  she  is  only  a  woman ; 
and  what  a  perfect  woman,  too !  " 

"  Then  you  were  going  without  me? " 
The  artist  looked  at  the  countess,  and 
spoke  as  if  he  meant  to  reproach  her. 

"  On  the  contrary ;  I  should  not  have 
gone  without  you  at  all." 

"  But  you  did  not  know  I  was  here?  " 

"  I  knew  you  would  be  found  on  a  morn- 
ing like  this,  and  after  a  day  like  yesterday, 
either  at  the  Fountain  of  Trevi  listening  to 
the  water,  or  in  the  garden  of  the  Palatine 
looking  at  the  flowers.  Had  I  not  found 
you  here,  I  should  have  driven  directly  to 
the  gardens." 

The  artist  sat  silent,  and  was  a  bit 
embarrassed. 

"  Something  more  than  a  woman  after 
all!"  he  said  to  himself.  "For,  true  as  I 
live,  I  was  just  thinking  of  turning  my 
steps  to  the  Palatine." 

"  You  are  moody  and  dissatisfied." 
The  little  butterfly-hand,  in  the  pearl- 
coloured  glove,  again  fluttered  about  over 
the  flowers  of  rose  and  pink,  and  the  great 
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brown  eyes  looked  at  the  man  with  their 
old  wonder. 

"Not  at  all,",  he  answered — ^yet  he 
answered  with  a  sigh.  "  Not  at  all.  On 
the  contrary,  I  am  glad  to  be  with  you  this 
morning  —  glad  to  make  this  wonderful 
drive  with  you,  whatever  it  may  be.  But 
what  is  the  special  attraction  ?  " 

"We  shall  see!  In  the  first  place, 
listen."  The  pearl-coloured  butterfly 
fluttered  about,  and  then  dived  down 
among  the  roses  and  pinks,  and  brought 
out  a  little  Bible.  "  Listen  to  this,"  and 
the  countess  read : 

"  And  from  thence,  when  the  brethren 
heard  of  us,  they  came  to  meet  us  as  far 
as  Appii  forum,  and  The  three  taverns: 
whom  when  Paul  saw,  he  thanked  God, 
and  took  courage." — Acts^  xxviii.  15. 

Then  closing  the  book,  and  looking  at  the 
artist,  while  all  the  time  Mollie  sat  munching 
her  nuts  and  raisins  and  candies,  she  said, — 

"  We  are  going  out  over  that  road 
towards  the  Three  Taverns,  and  over  the 
same  stones  that  were  pressed  by  the  feet 
of  Saint  Paul  and  his  followers." 
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"  Good,"  said  Marietta.  "  You  are  more 
than  kind.  It  is  the  one  thing  certainly  in 
the  world  to  do,  a  sort  of  pilgrimage." 

Then  he  fell  to  wondering  again  what 
manner  of  woman  this  countess  was,  and 
found  himself  more  puzzled  than  ever. 

After  a  little  time  she  began, — 

"When  a  man  from  the  far,  far  West, 
from  the  imder  world,  as  it  were,  makes 
his  own  way  around  the  globe,  and  comes 
first  upon  the  footprints  of  the  Apostles, 
he  is  thrilled  by  a  sort  of  awe  that  nothing 
else  can  produce.  He  feels  somehow  that 
he  has  come  upon  the  confines  of  another 
world — a  better  world,  and  a  fairer  one — 
and  he,  for  the  day  at  least,  is  a  better 
man  for  the  fact." 

Murietta  leaned  forward  and  listened. 
His  heart  was  again  vibrating  between  two 
idols.  Here  was  a  sincerity,  a  sort  of  re- 
ligious devotion  that  he  had  never  seen  in 
this  woman  before.  He  was  certain  he  had 
done  her  wrong.  The  lady  lifted  her  little 
pearl-coloured  hand,  as  if  she  would  put 
Rome  and  the  ruins  behind  her. 

"  You  get  tired  of  Rome  in  a  month  or 
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two,  in  spite  of  yourself,"  she  said.  "  Ruins 
and  galleries,  towers  and  churches — (three 
hundred  and  sixty-five  churches!  and  if 
there  had  been  more  days  in  the  year 
there  would  have  been  more  churches  in 
Rome!) — and  you  want  to  get  outside  the 
great  brick  walls  somewhere  and  sit  down 
and  rest.  You  are  a  sort  of  anaconda,  that 
has  at  last  swallowed  an  ox,  and  you  want 
to  steal  away  and  lie  down  and  digest  it." 

Just  then  a  boy  stood  up  on  a  box  by 
the  side  of  the  driver  of  the  carriage  in 
advance,  and  shouted  aloud,  "  I  say,  Moll!" 

"Oh  Johnny!  do  sit  down,  or  you  will 
break  yoiu-neck!"  said  Mollie,  answering 
back. 

"  And  who  is  Johnny  ?  "  queried  the 
artist. 

"  Oh  that's  my  big  little  brother,  just 
down  from  school  at  Florence,  and  he  ia 
the  worst — bet  your  life!-— he  is  the  worst 
that  ever  was!  Sit  down  there,  Johnny, 
or  you'll  drive  mother  into  the  tan-ta- 
rams ! " 

The  mother  and  the  good  general  also 
kept  reaching  out  to  the  rosy,  mischievous 
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boy  just  from  school,  who  would  persist  in 
riding  on  the  box  with  the  man  with  the 
fire-crackers;  and  Johnny,  for  their  pains, 
kept  them  in  a  constant  state  of  terror  by 
standing  up  on  the  box  and  turning  around 
and  shouting  back  to  sister  "  Moll." 

**  Oh  Johnny!  Johnny!  will  you  never 
sit  down  till  you  break  your  neck  ?  "  cried 
MoUie. 

"  Never,  Mollie,  never !  " 

"  Then  break  it  and  be  done  with  it !  " 
And  the  pouting  Mollie  once  more  filled 
her  pretty  mouth  with  goodies. 

But  Johnny  still  stood  there  on  the  seat, 
still  looked  back  and  called  across  his 
shoulder. 

Mercy !  the  carriage  wheel  has  bumped 
against  a  bit  of  tombstone,  and  Johnny  is 
pitched  forward  on  the  horses,  and  lands 
among  them  and  under  their  heels. 

Murietta  now  had  a  good  opportunity  to 
observe,  and  did  observe  with  a  great  deal 
of  satisfaction,  that  the  horses  of  degene- 
rate Rome,  under  very  aggravating  circum- 
stances, kick  very  much  like  the  horses  of 
the  great  American  republic. 


246  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

Johnny  is  fished  out,  however,  at  last ; 
and  like  very  many  other  bad  boys,  has 
escaped  almost  scot-free.  This  boy  and 
similar  other  boys  convince  one  of  the 
absolute  necessity  of  a  first-class  and  well- 
regulated  hell. 

The  trouble  is,  these  bad  boys  are  nearly 
always  as  sharp  as  briars  and  as  quick  as 
traps.  If  they  would  only  consent  to  be 
fools !  You  can  compromise  with  a  good- 
natured  idiot,  and  get  him  to  capitulate  on 
very  reasonable  terms ;  but  this  boy  among 
the  tombs  of  the  Via  Appii  was  quite  ano- 
ther thing. 

As  soon  as  the  mother,  who  had  been 
shrieking,  wild  with  terror,  discovered  that 
he  was  not  hurt,  she  said  she  wished  he  had 
broken  his  neck — a  wish  that  was  joined 
in  by  at  least  one  of  the  party  with  more 
heartiness  than  she  would  have  desired. 

The  party  drew  up  for  a  moment  beside 
the  excavations  of  the  Roman  Forum,  and 
getting  down  from  their  carriages,  stood  to- 
gether and  leaned  over  the  rails  and  looked 
down  at  the  little  indolent  army  of  workers 
twenty-five  feet  below  them. 
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"  There,"  said  the  countess,  pointing  to  a 
heap  of  stones  that  stood  on  the  clear  pave- 
ment away  down  there,  that  had  just  been 
laid  bare,  ''  there  is  the  spot,  almost  under- 
neath us,  where  Caesar's  body  was  burned, 
and  Antony  and  Brutus  spoke  their  respec- 
tive pieces." 

The  general  stood  and  looked  earnestly 
at  the  work  of  excavation,  and  then  said, — 

"  It  looks  for  all  the  world  like  a  Cali-  / 
fomia  mining  claim!"  / 

The  excavation,  which  lays  bare  the 
Forum  as  it  was  in  the  time  of  the  Caesars, 
is  about  three  hundred  yards  long,  two 
hundred  wide,  and  fifty  feet  deep. 

"  I  think  the  owners  are  doing  just  about 
work  to  hold  the  claim,"  said  Mollie. 

"  Nothing,"  said  the  general  thought- 
fully, '*  can  more  closely  resemble  a  placer 
mine  than  this  ugly  excavation.  There  lies 
the  bed-rock,  the  old  Roman  pavement, 
swept  clean  and  creviced  out  ;  there  are 
the  picks  and  the  wheelbarrows,  and  there 
the  granite  boulders  and  the  quartz,  only 
the  quartz  happens  to  be  marble,  and  the 
granite  boulders  to  be  broken  columns." 
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Mrs.  Wopsus  wiped  her  eyes,  as  if  over- 
come with  some  sort  of  emotion  ;  and  then 
she  reached  out  her  hand  and  took  Johnny 
hy  the  coat  collar  at  the  back  of  the  neck, 
and  held  on  to  him  till  they  again  moved 
on,  lest  he  should  tumble  over  the  bank 
and  break  Mb  precocious  neck. 

People  were  standing  in  hundreds  looking 
down  idly  over  the  rails  at  the  idleworkmen. 
Here  and  there  stood  groups  of  tourists, 
mth  red  guide-books  in  their  hands,  that 
looked  like  lamps  hung  up  by  the  authori- 
ties to  give  notice  of  repairs. 

Never  did  a  live  American  see  sach 
indolent  men  as  these  Italians  at  their 
work.  They  move  as  if  half  asleep.  Their 
tools  are  awkward,  and  always  dull ;  their 
wheelbarrows  have  an  old  primitive  wooden 
wheel,  and  hold  about  a  saucejianful  of 
earth.  Thcyuseno  running  planks, but  push 
their  load  slowly  up  on  the  uneven  ground. 

"  A  Californian,"  said  the  general,  "  could 
rarry  twice  the  load  in  his  hat." 

"  Ay,  that  he  could,"  cried  Johnny  ; 
"  particularly  if  it  was  apples  from  some 
forbidden  garden." 
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The  countess  was  thoughtful.  Somehow 
this  levity  did  not  suit  her.  Then  they 
climbed  into  their  carriages,  and  went  on 
to  the  gates  of  the  Palatine  Hill,  only  a 
pistol-shot  distant. 

They  passed  through  in  the  presence  of 
the  two  or  three  Romans  in  uniform  to  be 
found  at  every  gate  in  Italy,  and  then 
climbed  up,  up,  up  a  thousand  steps,  and 
stood  at  last  on  the  level  where  Romulus 
had  set  his  capital. 

The  old  general  was  puffing  and  blow- 
ing from  the  long  ascent  of  the  stairs,  and 
his  son  Johnny  was  very  affectionate,  and 
very  anxious  that  he  should  sit  down  and 
rest. 

The  old  man  was  moved,  was  very  much 
affected  by  his  solicitude  and  tenderness. 
Mrs.  Wopsus  wept.  At  last  Johnny  led  his 
tired  father  to  a  fallen  column  of  African 
granite,  that  had  once  formed  a  part  of 
Caesar's  palace,  and  there  the  general  did 
sit  down. 

And  then,  as  if  shot  from  a  mortar,  he 
sprang  up  into  the  air,  with  a  yell  that 
would  have  taken  the  first  premium  in  a 
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Comanche  war-dance.  The  gentle-hearted 
Johnny  Had  slipped  a  prickly  pear  into  his 
father's  coat-tail  pocket. 

The  countess  kept  aloof  from  the  party. 
She  patted  the  little  she-wolf  on  the  head, 
gave  her  some  nuts,  and  asked  her  about 
Romulus  and  Remus.  The  wolf  only 
drooped  her  bushy  taQ,  scratched  in  the 
crack  of  the  floor  for  a  nut  which  she  had 
dropped,  and  pretended  not  to  hear. 

The  countess  turned  to  Murietta,  and  to 
him  alone  all  the  day,  as  she  now  did,  and 
told  him  every  little  thing  that  might  be  of 
interest,  as  if  to  keep  the  way  open  between 
their  hearts.  He,  on  the  other  hand,  would 
have  built  a  wall  colossal  and  high  between 
them. 

"  Two  of  these  wolves  are  kept  at  the 
public  expense — the  one  on  the  Capitoline 
Hill,  and  this  one  on  the  Palatine." 

'*  And  shabby,  dirty,  indolent-looking 
things  they  are,  to  be  sure,"  answered  the 
artist.  "  They  are  just  the  size,  build,  and 
colour  of  the  Californian  coyote." 

Further  along  the  hill  and  on  the  other 
side  of  the  beautiful  garden  of  flowers, 
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they  came  upon  the  excavations  where  the 
frescoes  of  twenty  centuries  ago  are  laid 
bare.  But  the  countess  would  not  de- 
scend from  the  roses  and  sunshine. 

Mollie  ranged  herself  beside  the  others 
at  the  edge  of  the  garden,  and  standing  on 
the  bank,  called  attention  to  the  little  negro 
lad  that  had  just  been  exhumed. 

"  Bet  your  life,  pa,  he's  a  New  York 
negro!  My!  just  look  at  him  with  his 
head  held  sideways  as  he  looks  up  at  you ! 
I  could  almost  hear  him  say,  '  Black'er 
boots,  sah?  black'er  boots?'  " 

"What  is  most  remarkable  about  this 
statue,"  said  the  countess,  '*  is  that  its  nose 
is  perfectly  intact !  It  is  the  only  very  old 
face  in  Rome  that  has  not  a  broken  nose. 
Of  course  this  is  because  it  has  such  a  broad 
foundation,  and  is  set  so  closely  to  the 
face ;  but  it  is  none  the  less  noticeable." 

*'  But  oh!  to  think,"  said  MoUie,  "what 
this  curly-headed  good-natured  little  fel- 
low has  had  to  endure  for  two  thousand 
years.  Two  thousand  years  to  endure  the 
smells  of  Rome ! 

'  Monk  and  Mnssnlman,  Pagan  and  Jew/ 
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all  have  filed  past  our  woolly-hcacled  little 
friend,  have  left  their  filth,  and  gone 
away." 

Then  Mrs.  Wopsus,  holding  her  hand- 
kerchief to  htr  nose  with  one  hand  and 
holding  Johnny  by  the  collar  with  the 
other,  slowly  spoke  and  said, 

'^  No  wonder  that  Mr.  Csesar  and  Citizen 
Brutus  and  General  Antony,  and  all  the 
rest,  have  had  their  noses  broken  to  the 
very  base! " 

"  We  must  push  on,"  said  the  countess, 
after  a  moment,  as  she  looked  at  the  sun. 
"  Will  you  allow  me?  "  She  took  the  artist's 
arm,  and  they  returned  together  through 
the  garden  of  roses  to  the  gate. 

"You  are  not  strong?"  he  said  as  he 
handed  her  into  the  carriage. 

The  lady's  face  was  pink  and  rose  as  her 
dress,  for  the  blood  mounted  to  her  cheeks 
as  she  said, 

"I  fear  I  lean  heavily  on  your  arm." 

"  No,  no,  not  at  all !  not  that,  only — " 

"  Never  mind !  "  cried  Mollie,  "  Take  a 
pea-nut!  "  And  she  laughed  and  reached 
her  full  hand  to  the  artist  as  the  carriages 
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whirled  away  from  the  crowd  of  beggars 
that  was  gathering  around. 

They  drove  under  the  Triumphal  Arch 
of  Titus.  On  the  marble  pillars  of  the 
gate  Murietta  marked  the  figures  of  great 
strong  men  bearing  the  holy  candlesticks 
and  other  sacred  vessels  of  the  Taber- 
nacle which  were  brought  to  Rome  by  the 
son  of  Vespasian  when  he  overthrew  Jeru- 
salem. 

"  Tradition,"  began  the  countess,  talking 
entirely  to  Murietta,  "says  they  were 
thrown  into  the  Tiber,  when  the  Vandals 
came  down  and  plundered  Rome.  There 
is  strong  talk  of  turning  the  course  of  the 
river  to  search  for  this  and  other  treasure 
supposed  to  be  hidden  there." 

The  carriages  rumbled  on  down  a  slop- 
ing hill,  over  a  very  rough  and  broken 
section  of  old  Roman  pavement  that  has 
lain  there  unrepaired  for  perhaps  a  thou- 
sand years. 

Suddenly  the  countess  reached  a  pink 
and  pearl  hand  to  the  left,  and  lifted  her 
beautiful  face  all  aglow  with  enthusiasm  as 
he  said,  pointing, 
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"  Now  we  come  to  the  shadows  of  the 
Coliseum !  The  gray  Coliseum,  lifting  its 
stony  circles  against  the  eternal  rounds  of 
Time ! " 

"  But  Time,"  cried  MoUie,  "  has  set  his 
teeth  in  it !  " 

"  How  old!  "  said  Murietta. 

"  No,"  said  the  countess,  "  it  does  not 
look  old !  It  is  not  old !  It  has  outlived 
the  Caesars,  the  Charlemagnes,  and  will 
probably  outlive  the  Kaisers  of  Germany. 
But  the  Coliseum  does  not  look  old!  It 
has  stood  as  a  stone  quarry  for  a  whole 
city,  for  centuries,  and  all  the  fine  palaces 
of  Rome  have  been  built  from  it,  and  yet  it 
does  not  seem  to  have  suffered  any  material 
damage!" 

"Damage!"  rejoined  MoUie,  munching 
away  at  her  nuts,  "  no,  not  a  bit!  It  still 
looks  as  though  it  might  furnish  material 
for  two  or  three  Chicagos,  and  yet  hold  its 
place  as  the  biggest  thing  out  of  doors ! " 

The  carriages  stopped  for  a  time,  and 
sitting  there  together,  they  contemplated 
the  colossal  structure. 

"Look  up  there!     Holy  Spoons!  What 
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can  that  man  be  doing  up  there  with  a 
broom?  "  cried  little  Johnny  as  he  pointed 
to  the  topmost  rain  of  the  Coliseum.  The 
party  looked  as  the  boy  pointed  with  his 
hand ;  and  lo !  there  stood  an  Italian 
leaning  on  his  broom  in  the  most  graceful 
pose,  as  if  he  was  standing  on  a  cross  street 
calmly  waiting  the  approach  of  some  good- 
natured  countryman  whom  his  quick  eye 
had  selected  from  the  crowd  as  a  probable 
contributor. 

Then  the  man  with  the  broom  swept  right 
and  left,  walked  on  along  his  lofty  preci- 
pice, poised  his  broom  in  the  air  on  his 
forefinger,  and  danced  as  he  did  so,  and 
sang  a  snatch  of  an  opera.  After  that  he 
.  stooped  as  if  he  had  discovered  something 
in  a  crevice  of  the  rock,  drew  a  pair  of 
nippers  from  his  pocket  as  if  he  was  a  sort 
of  travelling  dentist,  and  inserting  it  in  the 
opened  lips  of  the  crevice,  he  seized  and 
drew  forth  and  flourished  in  the  air  a  blade 
of  grass  so  large  that  it  seemed  to  be  dis- 
tinctly visible  to  him  as  he  held  it  up  before 
him,  and  contemplated  it  with  an  air  of 
triumph  without  the  aid  of  glasses. 
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"  And  look  there ! "  cried  Johnny  agam, 
as  they  drove  still  nearer  to  the  Coliseum. 
"  Look  up  and  down  the  broken  wall  and 
on  the  borders  there.  Do  you  see  those 
people  clinging  here  and  there,  and  pulling 
little  weeds  and  grasses  from  out  the 
crevices  of  the  rocks  ?  " 

Sure  enough,  there  they  hung  and  clung, 
some  by  ropes,  and  some  by  help  of  the 
broken  and  decayed  parts  of  the  wall  that 
gave  them  a  foothold,  while  they  jerked  at 
the  grass  and  weeds  as  if  they  had  been  of 
a  species  of  two-legged  goat. 

"And  what  does  it  all  mean?"  asked 
the  general  curiously. 

"  It  means,"  answered  the  countess, 
"  that  the  government  of  Italy  is  spending 
the  genius  of  her  gifted  sons,  and  the 
revenues  of  her  coffers,  in  a  glorious  attempt 
to  accomplish  the  work  of  renovation." 

The  general  looked  puzzled. 

"  Ah,  you  are  surprised,"  continued  the 
countess  sarcastically.  "  But  let  me  give 
you  the  reasons  of  these  Italians,  and 
recount  some  of  their  labours  in  that  line." 

The  general  settled  back  and  prepared  to 
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listen,  while  the  party  drove  slowly  and 
pleasantly  on  between  the  avenues  of  over- 
arching trees  and  shade. 

The  countess  dusted  down  the  folds  of 
her  pink  dress  Avith  a  little  baby-hand  in  a 
pearl-coloured  glove,  and  went  on ; 

"  You  see,  the  Coliseum  had  only  stood 
frsvo  thousand  years  when  this  new  order  of 
things  was  established  in  Italy.  It  is  true 
it  was  not  at  all  affected  by  Time  in  this 
little  period  of  twenty  centuries,  for  those 
blocks  of  tufa  of  which  it  is  built,  are 
about  as  tough  and  imperishable  as  the 
lead  that  held  the  blocks  together.  But 
then  these  gentle  Italians  began  to  fear 
that  it  would  be  affected  if  they  left  it 
standing  out  here  in  its  coat  of  grass  and 
its  glorious  company  of  old  fig-trees  and 
splendid  folds  of  ivy  ;  and  so  they  cut 
all  that  away,  and  made  the  CoUseum 
seem  the  newest  thing  in  Rome  ! " 

"  And  what  are  they  sweeping  it  down 
for?"  queried  the  general,  twisting  his  head 
and  looking  back  at  the  actor  on  the  top  of 
the  ruin  with  his  broom. 

"  Oh,  they  intend  to  paint  it  perhaps ! " 

1  s 
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laughed  the  countess.  "  Paint  it— paint  it 
in  the  three  colours  of  Italy !  " 

"  Certainly  paint  it,  whitewash  it,  you 
know,  and  make  it  look  gay  and  lively !  " 
chimed  in  Johnny. 

"  Yes,  and  then  put  green  window-blinds 
in  its  windows ! "  said  Mollie,  leaning  over 
and  looking  into  the  old  general's  face, 
"  and  oh !  won't  that  be  a  jolly  ruin  then ! 
bet  your  life ! "  laughed  the  little  maiden 
from  California. 

"To  be  serious,  general,''  began  the 
countess  again,  as  the  little  baby-hand 
smoothed  down  the  rose-coloured  silk ;  "  to 
be  serious  about  a  really  serious  matter, 
these  men  are  mad  about  their  ruins. 
They  see  the  whole  world  come  here  to 
look  upon  these  relics  of  old  Rome;  and 
these  men,  now  lacking  even  the  little 
sense  shown  by  the  pope  who  thought  to 
make  a  woollen  mill  of  the  Coliseum,  have, 
in  these  few  years,  almost  destroyed  what  it 
took  nearly  two  thousand  years  to  attain." 

"  But,"  remonstrated  the  general,  "  the 
people  were  destroying  the  Coliseum.  You 
see  whole  palaces  built  of  it  in  Rome." 
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"Not  for  nearly  a  century,"  said  the 
countess,  "not  for  nearly  a  century  has 
a  hand  been  laid  on  a  stone  of  it,  till  these 
new  Vandals  came  and  cut  down  the  trees 
and  tore  away  the  ivy." 

"And  why  not?" 

"  Because  these  popes  counted  it  as  a 
holy  spot.  They  set  up  a  cross  there,  and 
the  stones  became  sacred.  And,"  said  the 
countess  with  earnestness,  "  that  was  the 
only  one  of  their  hundreds  of  shrines  and 
churches  that  I  would  have  bent  before 
within  the  walls  of  Rome!  for  it  was, 
indeed,  a  temple  that  Nature  had  reclaimed 
from  man.  It  was  so  magnificent,  and  so 
imposing,  that  she  took  it  as  if  it  had  been 
her  own  work  and  made  a  garden  of  it^ 
and  planted  flowers  there,  found  nowhere 
else  on  earth." 

The  general  wrinkled  his  brows  with 
wonder. 

"  It  is  very  true,"  the  countess  went  on, 
"when  the  place  was  undisturbed,  the 
botanists  came  here,  and  on  the  walls,  and 
about  the  floors  among  the  fallen  columns, 
they  found  hundreds  of  plants  and  flowers 
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that  were  utterly  new  to  the  world.  Look 
at  it  now !  " 

"The  floor  is  Uke  a  parade  ground," 
said  Murietta. 

"  The  walls  are  bare  as  if  built  yester- 
day," said  the  countess. 

"  There  is  a  man  employed  like  a  par- 
lour-maid dusting  it  down  with  a  broom  as 
if  it  was  a  sort  of  child's  toy,  or  at  most 
a  parlour  wall." 

The  party  drove  on.  The  irrepressible 
Johnny  bawled  back  from  his  father's  car- 
riage that  he  would  like  to  see  old  Joshua 
march  around  that,  and  toot  his  horn,  and 
see  what  would  come  of  it;  and  then  his 
mother  reached  and  took  him  by  the  collar. 

They  now  passed  under  the  great  Tri- 
umphal Arch  of  Constantine,  and  then  had 
a  long  leafy  ride  through  a  lane  of  elms. 

Peasants  were  spinning  ropes  of  flax  to 
the  right;  and  all  along  they  came  and 
went  to  and  from  the  city  with  great  loads 
on  their  heads,  and  leading  their  little 
children  by  the  hand. 

"  The  urns  that  lined  this  road,"  said 
the  countess,  after  a  long  silence,    "have 
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disappeared.  At  one  place  you  can  pass 
through  that  high  stone  wall  for  a  franc, 
and  see  some  of  the  old  jars  of  ashes;  but 
there  is  nothing  now  to  be  seen  from  the 
carriage." 

Then  again  the  party  was  silent,  for 
Mollie  was  absorbed  in  her  nuts  and  can- 
dies, and  Murietta  was  moody,  and  his 
mind  was  drifting  far  away. 

They  passed  through  the  great  wall  of 
Rome,  and  were  in  the  wide  open  Cam- 
pagna,  a  place  that  looks  more  like  a  bit  of 
the  great  American  plains  than  anything 
to  be  seen  in  Europe. 

Barefooted  peasant  girls,  and  beautiful, 
too,  as  red  May  roses,  were  going  into  town 
in  Indian  file,  with  bundles  of  wood  and 
cane  on  their  heads.  A  shoemaker  sat  in 
his  cottage  door  as  they  passed,  with  half- 
a-dozen  children  at  his  knees,  and  he 
stopped  work  to  look  at  Johnny,  who  had 
*  set  his  thumb  against  his  nose,  and  was 
wriggling  his  fingers  in  the  air  in  the  direc- 
tion of  his  mother. 

"I  never  saw  so  many  shoemakers  in 
my  life  as  there  are  in  Rome,"  said  Murietta 
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at  last.  "At  the  door  of  almost  every 
house  you  enter  there  sits  a  little,  dried- 
up,  wrinkled  old  shoemaker." 

The  great  soft  eyes  of  the  coimtess 
twinkled  just  the  least  bit  mischievously 
here  as  she  looked  at  Murietta,  and  said, — 

"Is  it  not  possible  now,  after  all,  that 
this  is  why  Rome  is  called  the  *City  of 
the  Soul? ' " 

He  only  smiled  in  reply,  and  there  was 
again  a  long  silence  as  the  carriages  rattled 
on  over  the  rough  stones. 

The  Appian  Way  is  dreadfully  disap- 
pointing. It  is  not  more  than  twenty  or 
twenty-five  feet  wide,  and  there  is  not  a 
shady  tree  to  be  seen  along  the  way. 

On  either  hand  lift  great  walls  that  hide 
the  gardens  and  peasants  at  their  labour; 
and  but  for  the  interesting  relics  which 
compose  these  walls  in  part,  you  would 
find  but  little  to  amuse  you. 

These  walls,  in  many  places,  have  been 
repaired,  or  were  originally  built  of  broken 
marble,  plundered  from  Heaven  knows 
what  ruined  city  or  palace;  for  these 
Romans  seem  to  have  had  no  respect  what- 
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ever  for  antiquity.  The  great  St.  Peter's 
Church,  for  example,  is  built  for  the  most 
part  out  of  stones  taken  from  their  most 
picturesque  ruins. 

You  will  notice  a  broken  arm  reaching 
helplessly  out  of  this  wall  on  the  Appian 
Way  in  one  place  as  you  pass;  and  in 
another  you  will  see  a  pretty  cluster  of 
flowers.  A  part  of  a  giant  serpent  is  also 
to  be  seen  along  with  a  hundred  other  like 
fragments  of  art,  where  storms  and  time 
have  laid  bare  the  rough  masonry  of  the 
wall. 

Latterly,  however,  these  gentle  Romans 
have  come  to  preserve  all  these  things,  and 
stick  them  up  in  the  stucco  walls  of  the 
houses  all  along  the  roads.  This,  of  course, 
spoils  the  effect,  and  you  take  less  interest 
in  the  broken  marbles  when  you  find  they 
are  posted  up  for  exhibition. 

Capuchin  monks,  in  brown  gowns  and 
sandals,  go  by,  indolent-looking  and  filthy, 
though  they  are  the  best  of  their  kind,  and 
very  attentive  to  the  sick  in  times  of  the 
plague. 

Then    they  met  a  family  of  peasants 
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going  into  town.  They  aU  had  loads  on 
their  heads,  and  chatted,  and  sang,  and 
seemed  very  happy.  Then  came  another 
party  of  Capuchm  monks,  and  looking  at 
them,  Mollie  observed, — 

"  I  have  never  yet  seen  a  monk  carry 
anything  heavier  than  his  little  basket, 
where  he  puts  whatever  may  be  given  him 
in  charity.'' 

"  And  that,"  answered  the  countess,  "  is 
just  one  basket  more  than  I  have  seen  any 
clergyman  carry." 

There  was  another  silence  as  they  still 
rumbled  on  over  the  stones  of  the  Via  Appii. 

Virgins  and  holy  families  look  down 
from  niches  in  the  walls,  and  here  and  there 
is  a  Madonna  with  a  burning  lamp.  One 
or  two  mossy  urns  only  now  are  noticeable 
of  all  the  thousands  that  sat  of  old  on 
either  side  of  the  way. 

Johnny  climbed  the  wall  as  they  stopped 
for  a  moment  for  a  carriage  full  of  English 
people  to  get  by;  and  lifting  the  lid  of  an 
urn,  bawled  out  to  his  mother  to  know  if 
she  would  have  a  "  pickle !  " 

"Here  in  this  little  church  to  the  left 
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are  the  two  footprints  of  our  Saviour  in 
the  stone,"  said  the  countess,  as  they  drove 
up,  and  found  two  monks  at  the  door 
stringing  beads.  Then  as  they  looked  in 
the  countess  told  the  party  this  story  of 
the  footprints. 

St.  Peter  had  been  condemned  in  Rome 
to  be  crucified;  but  his  heart  had  failed 
him,  and,  having  met  with  an  opportunity 
to  escape,  he  was  now  making  his  way  at 
night  along  the  Appian  Way  toward  the 
sea.  But  suddenly  here,  on  the  site  of  this 
church,  which  is  built  over  the  old  road  so 
that  the  new  road  has  to  pass  around,  he 
came  face  to  face  with  his  Master. 

Peter  said, " Master , whither  goest  thou?" 
"  I  go  to  Rome  to  be  crucified." 
At  this  Peter  returned  to   Rome,   and 
died  at  the  hands  of  the  Romans  on  the 
site  of  St.  Peter's  church. 

The  very  paving  stones  of  the  old  road 
are  still  here,  and  form  the  floor  of  the 
church.  But  the  good  priest  told  them 
that  this  was  only  a  copy  of  the  stone  in 
which  the  feet  of  the  Saviour  pressed  as  he 
spoke  to  Peter. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

IN   THE   CATACOMBS. 

NCE  more  on  the  road,  the  party 
in  a  little  time  pulled  up  at  ano- 
ther gate,  with  the  usual  man  in 
keeping,  who  expects,  and  looks  daggers 
indeed  out  of  his  black  Italian  eyes  if  he 
does  not  get,  the  usual  fee. 

The  countess  sat  in  her  carriage,  and 
would  not  enter  the  six  hundred  miles  of 
Christian  Catacombs.  But  Murietta  went 
on  with  the  party.  Having  voted  to  take  a 
mile  or  two  of  this  singular  burying-groimd 
and  resting-place  of  martyrs,  they  passed 
through  a  gate  on  foot,  they  climbed  a  little 
eminence,  and  there,  amon^  the  grape  vines 
and  garden  plants,  with  peasants  all  around 
them  at  work,  they  went  down,  down,  down 
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narrow  stairs,  led  by  a  guide,  who  at  last 
stopped  at  the  door  of  a  dark  cavern,  and 
furnished  them  each  with  a  coil  of  lighted 
taper. 

He  led  them  along  a  level,  narrow  pass- 
age, with  its  sides  all  cut  into  niches,  not 
much  unlike  the  berths  of  a  ship,  and  cut 
in  tiers  on  either  hand,  as  high  as  you  can 
reach. 

Here  the  bodies  had  been  placed,  some- 
times a  whole  family  side  by  side,  in  the 
red  sandstone.  After  interment,  the  mouth 
of  the  little  shelf  had  been  closed  with  a 
marble  slab,  bearing  the  name  and  date, 
and  the  whole  tightly  sealed  with  cement. 
Many  of  these  had  fallen  away  and  had  dis- 
appeared. Perhaps  they  now  are  used  to 
build  the  wall  around  the  garden  of  some 
modern  Cincinnatus. 

Some  of  these  little  tombs  are  still  sealed 
as  they  had  been  at  first ;  and  the  inscrip- 
tions on  the  polished  marble  are  the  same 
as  if  made  yesterday.  Often  you  see  the 
dove  bearing  the  olive-branch,  and  now  and 
then  a  pea-fowl,  or  some  other  bird  familiar 
to  the  Romans.     Where  the  marble  slab  is 
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gone,  there  lie  the  bones  crumbling  to  ashes 
on  the  stone — only  a  handful  of  dust,  no- 
thing more. 

The  enterprising  Johnny  hid  the  brown 
and  crumbling  jawbone  of  a  possible  Chris- 
tian martyr  under  his  waistcoat,  and  then 
loudly  declared  to  the  unsuspecting  guide 
that  he  would  assist  him  in  detecting  any 
one  who  attempted  to  carry  oflF  any  of  the 
sacred  relics,  even  though  the  guilty  party 
should  be  his  own  mother. 

To  the  infinite  satisfaction  of  Murietta, 
as  he  was  talking  back  over  his  shoulder  to 
the  guide  from  a  side-passage,  this  promis- 
ing youth  fell  over  a  broken  stone  coffin 
and  nearly  broke  his  neck. 

A  very  noticeable  thing  here  is  a  great 
marble  slab,  which  was  the  tombstone  of  a 
bishop,  with  a  long  and  elaborate  inscrip- 
tion. The  interest  of  the  thing  hinges  on 
the  fact  that  on  the  other  side  of  the  great 
slab  is  another  long  inscription,  showing  it 
to  have  been  primarily  used  as  the  tomb- 
stone of  an  ancient  Roman  pagan  of  consular 
dignity. 

"  Stealing  each  other's  tombstones !  "  ex- 
claimed the  general. 
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"  Let's  get  out  of  this,"  sighed  Mollie ;  "  I 
feel  queer !  " 

Then  Mrs.  Wopsus  was  in  tears,  and  she 
too  wanted  to  go  away  and  get  up  out  of 
the  earth  and  from  among  the  dead. 

And  the  place  was  unpleasant  to  Murietta 
too,  despite  the  little  lamp  hung  at  every 
corner,  and  the  old  pictures,  and  the  crosses 
and  images  of  the  Saviour  everywhere. 

To  him  there  was  something  wanting. 
He  did  not  know  how  much  he  missed  the 
countess  all  the  time.  He  would  have 
laughed  if  any  one  had  told  him  the  truth ; 
and  he  really  would  have  believed  this 
truth  to  be  a  lie .  There  was  one  light  that 
was  more  to  him  than  all  the  little  lights 
that  hung  along  these  mournful  walls  of 
the  dead — the  light  of  her  great  sad  eyes 
of  brown. 

But  the  general  must  see  the  tomb  of 
St.  Cecilia,  and  thither  the  guide  led  the 
way. 

Perhaps  the  most  interesting  feature  of 
all  this  underground  place  of  tombs  is  the 
resting-place  of  St.  Cecilia.  On  the  stone 
wall  is  a  fresco  painting  of  the  departed,  in 
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a  fair  state  of  preservation;  and  also   a 
picture  of  the  Saviour. 

You  are  bound  to  admit,  however,  that 
these  paintings  were  very  poor  productions 
from  the  first.  They  are  done  altogether 
in  red  and  black  colours,  and  look  more 
like  the  paintings  of  the  savages  of  the 
plains  on  their  skins  of  buffalo. 

In  another  place  you  are  shown  two 
bodies  in  stone  coffins.  One  is  that  of  a 
mummy,  and  it  is  not  much  unlike  those  of 
Egypt,  save  that  it  is  perfectly  white.  The 
.other  is  more  ghastly — only  a  little  line  of 
bones  lying  at  the  bottom,  sinking,  as  it 
were,  into  the  stone  —  resting,  resting, 
resting. 

Mollie  stood  here  in  silence.  Her  hand 
was  full  of  candies  and  sweets,  but  they 
Avere  untasted. 

"  Come,''  whispered  she  to  her  mother, 
^'  I  hear  strange  sounds.  Perhaps  that  is 
somebody  lost  away  out  yonder  in  the 
labjo-inths  among  the  dead." 

Even  the  general  shuddered  at  the 
thought  of  being  lost  in  the  six  hundred 
miles  of  this  awful  place,  and  instinctively 
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reached  out  his  hand  and  took  Johnny  by 
the  coat-collar  and  held  him  tight  and 
fast. 

Mrs.  Wopsus  threw  her  arms  about  Mol- 
lie's  neck  and  burst  into  tears. 

"  Don't  mash  my  hat,  mother,"  said 
Mollie.  And  then  she  shook  her  parent 
off,  and  began  once  more  to  eat  her 
candy. 

The  voices  were  drawing  nearer.  There 
was  a  glimmer  of  light  through  the  solemn 
passages.  It  was  only  another  party  that 
had  descended  another  way,  now  coming 
up  to  pay  a  pilgrimage  to  the  tomb  of  the 
patron  saint  of  Song. 

Our  party  here  moved  on,  to  the  infinite 
delight  of  Mollie,  and  the  relief  of  all.  For 
as  Murietta  looked  back  over  his  shoulder, 
he  saw  that  this  new  party  was  headed  by 
his  whilom  friend,  the  doctor  and  missionary 
of  Naples.  And  above  the  noise  of  crush- 
ing bones  under  their  feet  as  they  passed 
out,  and  the  accumulated  echoes  of  every 
sound  through  the  awful  chambers  of  death, 
he  heard  the  clarion  voice  of  the  Special 
Correspondent  ringing  loud  and  clear. 


f  i 
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"  Good  heavens !  ".  said  the  artist  to  him- 
self as  they  regained  the  height,  ^^that 
monster,  that  ghoul,  has  come  to  steal 
away  a  bone  of  St.  Cecilia ! " 

The  countess  sat  in  her  carriage,  leaning 
her  face  on  her  hand.  She  did  not  see  the 
party  till  they  came  suddenly  through  the 
gate.  She  evidently  had  not  expected  them 
to  return  so  soon.  She  lifted  her  face  half 
frightened ;  and  as  she  did  so  there  were 
tears  on  her  great  sweeping  lashes,  and  her 
face  was  still  wet  with  weeping. 

The  artist  took  his  seat  in  silence,  and 
Mollie  Avas,  for  the  first  time  and  for  a 
wonder,  thoughtful.  They  drove  rapidly 
on,  for  the  sun  was  settling  to  the  west. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  were  before  the 
little  church  of  St.  Sebastian,  and  without 
yet  having  spoken  to  the  countess,  and 
without  speaking,  the  artist  descended  and 
entered,  while  she  remained  seated  still  in 
the  carriage  as  before. 

A  very  small  black  monk  was  kneeling 
before  an  altar,  and  rising  up  as  our  party 
entered,  he  lighted  a  taper  on  the  staff,  and 
coming  forward,  pulled  aside  a  red  curtain, 
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and  showed  the  original  footprints  of  our 
Saviour. 

The  stone  is  of  a  brown  colour,  hard  as 
marble,  and  about  eighteen  inches  square. 
The  prints  are  side  by  side,  as  close  as 
possible,  are  rather  large,  and  set  at  least 
an  inch  deep  in  the  stone. 

The  rim  or  edge  of  the  stone  seems  to 
be  cased  in  gold.  It  stands  up  against  an 
altar  to  the  right  of  the  entrance  to  the 
church,  or  monastery  as  they  are  called 
here,  and  is  kept  under  cover  behind  a 
double  iron  gate.  Here  you  are  also  shown 
an  arrow,  said  to  be  one  of  those  by  which 
the  martyr  fell,  and  also  a  portion  of  a  stone 
pillar,  to  which  he  was  bound  when  slain. 

Johnny  told  the  quiet  little  monk  that  he 
had  seen  the  whole  column  at  Milan. 

'*  Very  likely,"  answered  the  priest, 
gravely;  "for  there  were  three  of  these 
small  columns  set  together,  and  to  these 
three  was  St.  Sebastian  bound." 

Ah !  the  wealth  and  the  levity  of  these 
places  of  worship ! 

"It  looks  bad  to  see  so  much  extrava- 
gance in  this  way,  when  there  is  so  much 
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poverty  and  misery  among  the  poor,"  said 
the  general  to  the  monk. 

"  But,"  said  the  monk  in  answer,  "  when 
we  reflect  that  it  is  the  poor  who  chiefly 
use  these  sacred  houses,  and  that  they 
there,  at  least,  are  peers  with  the  proudest 
of  the  land,  it  is  not  so  bad  after  all/' 

The  general  saw  that  the  subject,  like 
nearly  all  others  in  the  world,  had  two 
sides  to  it,  and  was  silent. 

While  they  were  here  an  old  woman 
came  in  with  her  weaving  apparatus — a 
part  of  a  loom  it  seemed — on  her  shoulders, 
and  setting  it  down  in  a  comer,  crossed 
herself,  said  a  prayer,  and  then  asked  to 
see  the  sacred  relics.  Murietta  remarked, 
with  pleasure,  that  the  priest  lighted  the 
taper,  and  put  the  red  curtain  aside,  pre- 
cisely the  same  for  this  old  weaver-woman, 
as  he  did  for  the  party  of  sovereigns  from 
America. 

What  had  come  between  Murietta  and 
the  countess?  Surely  nothing  had  been 
said  or  done  that  day  by  either  that  they 
should  now  be  standing  wide  apart  as  it 
were. 
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The  artist  took  his  seat  once  more,  and 
once  more  without  one  word.  The  lady 
did  not  look  up.  As  the  carriages  whirled 
away  that  the  party  might  see  the  sun  go 
down  from  the  Tomb  of  Metella,  the  lady's 
little  pink  and  pearl  hands  lay  still  on  the 
flower-beds  of  rose  and  pink,  and  her  pretty 
baby-face  kept  trying  to  hide  back  behind 
her  companion. 

Yea,  they  were  standing  wide  apart.  A 
stream  was  flowing  between  them.  It  was 
growing  cold  in  their  hearts — cold  enough 
to  freeze  the  flowing  stream  to  ice. 

Ruins !  ruins !  ruins !  right  and  left. 
After  passing  the  Tomb  of  Metella,  with  its 
girdle  of  oxen  skulls  bound  in  wreaths — 
a  tomb  that  has  been  a  battlement,  a 
palace,  and  a  prison,  they  came  to  a  tomb 
that  has  not  even  a  name ;  and  yet  it  is 
almost  as  colossal  as  a  pyramid,  and  twice 
as  gray. 

"  Marvellous,  marvellous !  "  mused  the 
general,  as  they  turned  their  carriages,  and 
rested  here  a  moment  before  returning  to 
Rome. 

On  the   top  of  this  lofty   and   colossal 
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structure,  that  even  the  most  imaginative 
Italian  falters  before,  there  is  growing  a 
grove  of  olive  trees,  and  there  is  a  little 
farm-house  perched  up  there,  and  the  man 
has  really  a  little  farm  on  the  top  of  his 
tomb. 

While  our  party  rested  here,  a  cock 
came  to  the  edge  of  his  little  world,  and 
strutting  up  and  down,  he  flapped  his 
wings  and  crowed  above  them,  loud  and 
clear  and  defiant. 

Then  Johnny  rose  up,  and  standing  in 
his  seat,  answered  back  the  challenge. 
Then  the  cock  again  strutted  along  the 
edge  of  his  little  world,  and  looking  con- 
temptuously down  again,  crowed  and 
crowed  and  crowed  as  the  party  drove 
across. 

Here  are  ruins  that  will  probably  survive 
all  other  structures  now  in  existence,  save 
the  Pyramids,  either  old  or  new. 

The  one  thing  that  saddens  a  man  in 
contemplating  these  great  works  is  the 
reflection  that  the  labour  was  all  done  by 
slaves.  Done  by  men  chiefly  brought 
captive  from  other  lands  and  made  to  waste 
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out  their  existence  here  in  most  ignoble 
toil  for  masters  as  cruel  and  as  insolent  as 
the  Pharaohs. 

Yonder  is  the  sacred  wood,  and  hard  by 
the  ruins  of  the  Temple  of  Bacchus.  Here 
and  there  are  mounds,  and  you  can  guess 
what  lies  beneath.  Only  now  and  then 
the  ruins  lift  in  mass  above  the  climbing 
grass  and  shrubs  and  trees.  Sometimes, 
however,  they  loom  up  as  if  they  would 
never  stop,  and  stand  hundreds  of  feet  in 
the  air.  These  will  never  fall.  The  earth 
may  climb  up  around  them ;  the  grass  will 
take  root,  and  in  time  will  smooth  the 
rugged  path ;  but  they  have  melted  together 
as  it  were  in  one  solid  mass,  and  stand  like 
a  spur  of  the  Sierras. 

Kind  earth  claims  them  for  her  own,  and 
•has  pressed  them  so  long  and  so  close 
against  her  breast  that  they  have  sunk 
all  together,  brick  and  mortar  in  one  indis- 
tinguishable mass. 

The  sun  had  gone  down  on  Rome ;  and 
round  about  Rome  on  the  mighty  mountain 
tops  was  drawn  a  girdle  of  fire. 

Twenty  miles  away  to  the  west  as  they 


278  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

returned,  flashed  the  sea  in  the  dying  sun 
of  Italy  like  a  hemisphere  of  flame. 

Before  them,  in  the  middle  of  the  great 
Campagna,  with  its  far-off*  wall  of  eternal 
and  snowy  mountains,  huddled  together 
the  white  houses  of  Rome,  like  a  flock  of 
goats  gathered  to  rest  for  the  night ;  and 
mighty  St.  Peter's  towered  above  them  all 
like  a  tall  shepherd  keeping  watch  and 
ward. 

"  Now  I  can  see  that  it  was  no  chance  or 
accident  that  built  the  Eternal  City  in  the 
centre  of  this  mighty  amphitheatre,"  said 
Murietta.  "  Nature  ordered  it.  She  pointed 
to  the  little  group  of  hills  lifting  out  of  the 
plain  by  the  Tiber,  and  said,  '  Build  your 
city  on  the  Palatine  ! ' " 

The  countess  did  not  answer;  but  the 
man  seemed  inspired  with  the  scene,  and 
went  on  as  if  speaking  to  himself. 

"  Yonder  mighty  crescent  of  snowy 
mountains  seems  to  me,  as  the  sun  is  fad- 
ing from  their  forked  summits,  to  be  but 
another,  a  more  magnificent  Coliseum. 
Yonder  are  the  gladiators  now,  battling  to 
the   death — Papist  and   Protestant,  Turk 
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and  Jew.  Rome  is  the  arena!  and  I  am 
but  an  idle  looker-on/' 

Still  the  countess  did  not  answer.  She 
did  not  look  up  or  even  lift  a  finger. 

What  could  have  been  the  matter  ?  The 
stream  that  flowed  between  them  was  indeed 
frozen  over.  It  was  dark  and  still.  It  was 
dead  and  made  no  sound. 

They  dreAv  up  at  the  palace,  and  Murietta, 
after  lifting  the  lady  from  the  carriage  and 
ringing  a  bell,  left  her,  and  gathering  his 
cloak  about  him,  turned  away  with  no 
other  word  than  the  coldest  courtesies  of 
the  occasion. 

He  was  half  down  the  steps. 

*'  You  will  come  to-morrow." 

He  turned,  folded  his  cloak  tighter  about 
him,  but  did  not  speak. 

"  You  will  come  to-morrow.  I  com- 
mand you  to  come !  " 

The  door  opened,  and  she  disappeared. 

The  man  stood  there  and  tapped  the  step 
a  moment  with  his  foot,  and  then  was  gone. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

WITH   THE    ONE   FAIR   WOMAN. 

T  is  very  hard  indeed  to  write  a 
romance  altogether  out  of  facts. 
The  facts  refuse  all  the  time  to 
adjust  themselves.  They  are  all  the  time 
in  the  way.  The  unimportant  facts  refiise 
to  lie  down  and  lie  still  and  be  passed  over 
as  they  should  be,  and  the  important  ones 
often  stand  up  tall  and  white  and  cold, 
and  ghostly  as  if  they  had  just  risen  from  a 
grave-yard,  and  did  not  want  to  be  dis- 
turbed. 

And  then  these  dull  scenes  all  want  to  be 
described  so  minutely.  They  keep  in- 
troducing themselves  and  sitting  down  be- 
fore you  like  Italian  models,  ever  falling  in 
position  as  they  sit,  and  saying  all  the  time, 
"  I  am  So-and-so,  and  not  This-and-this." 
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People,  too,  are  tiresome.  These  real 
people  are  hard  to  handle.  They  are  not 
exactly  what  you  want.  They  some- 
times persist  in  being  intolerably  dull  and 
uninteresting,  yet  all  the  time  and  withal 
they  will  insist  on  being  put  down  just 
precisely  as  they  appeared,  and  will  de- 
terminedly insist  all  the  time  in  saying  ex- 
actly the  same  stupid  things  they  said  on 
the  occasion  described  without  one  redeem- 
ing variation.  Better  to  break  up  your 
work  root  and  branch,  scatter  it  to  the  four 
winds,  and  begin  with  stage,  scene,  actors, 
—all  from  your  own  brain. 

9^^  ^M^  ^^#  ^^#  ^M^ 

Murietta  called  at  the  palace  of  the 
pink  countess  in  the  afternoon  of  the 
next  day  and  sent  up  his  card,  since  she 
had  not  appeared  as  usual  in  her  daily 
drive. 

It  was  not  absolutely  necessary  that  he 
should  call,  but  he  did  so  in  a  spirit  of  de- 
fiance, and  wanted  to  show  to  himself  and 
the  world  that  he  proposed  to  do  as  he 
pleased  in  this  matter  so  long  as  he  harmed 
no  one,  and  kept  his  heart  and  his  con- 
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science  clear.  Besides,  he  really  wanted 
to  know  if  any  ill  had  overtaken  her,  and 
if  he  could  be  of  use  to  her,  who  had 
made  the  last  month  of  his  life  certainly 
very  pleasant. 

Yet  he  was  glad,  very  glad,  when  he  was 
told  that  she  was  not  in ;  and  went  down 
the  great  broad  brown  tufa  steps  with  a 
lighter  heart  than  usual. 

"  The  spell  is  broken,"  he  said  to  himself 
almost  gaily  as  he  gained  the  street,  and 
tapped  his  boot  with  his  cane.  "  The  spell 
is  broken,  the  charm  is  over,  and  I  am 
again  very  free,  and  well  escaped  from  a 
lady  that  I  never  could  understand  in  the 
least." 

Then  suddenly  he  stopped  and  began  to 
think,  and  then  his  brow  gathered  with 
concern.  He  knew  perfectly  well  that  she 
was  not  out,  and  he  knew  just  as  certainly 
that  she  would  have  seen  him,  that  she 
wanted  to  see  him,  aiid  he  knew  that  some- 
thing was  wrong  at  the  palace  of  the 
beautiful  lady  in  pink. 

He  began  to  despise  himself  again  for 
having  only  thought  of  her  in  the  most 
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selfish  manner,  and  for  that  selfish  satisfac- 
tion which  he  felt  when  he  found  she  would 
not  see  him,  and  he  walked  on,  gloomy  and 
full  of  conflicting  thought. 

As  he  slowly  sauntered  on  along,  the 
Via  Felice  with  his  head  down,  a  hand 
reached  out  before  him,  and  looking  up  he 
saw  the  pleasant  face  of  the  Secretary  of 
Legation. 

"  I  am  going," — then  the  secretary  blus- 
tered and  fumbled  in  his  vest  pocket  and 
drew  out  a  Uttle  piece  of  paper  and  a  little 
piece  of  tobacco,  and  these  somehow  rolled 
themselves  together  between  thumb  and 
finger,  as  they  only  can  between  the  thumb 
and  finger  of  a  Spaniard,  and  putting  the 
end  of  this  little  wisp  between  his  teeth,  he 
found  a  match  in  the  same  sudden  and 
mysterious  manner,  touched  it  to  the  end 
of  the  wisp,  and  instantly  fired  himself  off, 
while  the  smoke  poured  from  his  mouth  as 
firom  the  mouth  of  a  cannon, — "  I  am  going 
to  one  of  the  Afternoons  of  an  American 
lady,  the  amiable  Miss  D.,  an  ancient  but 
most  honoured  lady;  and  that  is  just  as 
much  as  a  Secretary  of  Legation  should 
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say,  though  if  I  was  again  writing  novels  I 
might  say  a  great  deal  more,  and  would  be 
more  than  honoured  if  you  would  accom- 
pany rae." 

Marietta  was  just  in  the  mood  to  do 
anything,  go  anywhere.  He  turned,  took  the 
kind,  good  secretary's  arm  without  a  word, 
and  went  on  silently  up  the  street.  He  was 
wondering  what  in  the  world  had  become 
of  the  last  month.  He  saw  that  the  de- 
ciduous trees  which  had  been  quite  bare 
when  he  last  passed  that  way,  were  in  full 
leaf,  and  casting  cool  and  pleasant  shadows 
over  at  least  a  hundred  happy  peasants  asleep 
in  the  open  street. 

"  What  in  the  world  have  I  been  doing?" 
he  asked  himself;  "what  have  I  done  all 
this  pleasant  and  dreamy  summer  month?" 
Then  he  thought  of  what  Carlton  had  said 
the  night  before  his  last  drive  with  the 
countess,  and  .was  sorely  nettled.  "Where 
am  I  going  now?"  He  said  this  to  himself 
almost  audibly,  and  suddenly  stopped  and 
turned  to  the  good-natured  secretary. 

"  Pray  tell  me  where  we  are  going,  and 
whom  I  am  to  see  there?" 

"  You  are  going  with  me  to  one  of  the 
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social  afternoon  gatherings  of  the  amiable 
and  ancient  Miss  D.  A  very  proper  lady,  I 
do  assure  you,  else  a  Secretary  of  Legation 
would  not  be  found  there,  I  will  be  sworn." 
"But  whom  shall  we  meet  there?" 
"  Artists  and  poets,  literary  and  scientific 
people  from  all  parts  of  the  world.  The 
best  people  I  assure  you,  the  very  best 
place  in  Rome  for  a  man  like  you ;  lots  of 
brain  and  not  many  clothes." 
"  And  not  many  ladies,  I  hope?  " 
"  Ladies !  no ;  no  ladies  to  speak  of.  Yet 
there  are  the  tall  long  people  from  the 
States,  a  sort  of  flag-staflf  species,  that 
vibrate  and  flutter  between  the  two  sexes 
and  belong  to  neither  yet  claim  all  the 
privileges  of  both, — I  mean  the  special 
correspondents  in  gold-rimmed  spectacles, 
usually  from  the  City  of  Boston;  but 
ftu-ther  than  these,  and  an  old  imbecile  and 
superannuated  princess  or  two,  you  will 
find  nothing  much  in  the  shape  of  woman." 
Murietta  was  amused,  and  was  also  glad 
to  know  that  there  was  no  probability  of 
meeting  the  One  Fair  Woman  at  this 
gathering  of  bohemians  on  the  hill. 

On  reflection  he  began  to  see  that  he  had 
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really  been  keeping  out  of  society,  or  at 
least  had  lacked  courage  to  go  to  more  than 
cue  pleasant  gathering,  for  fear  lie  should 
come  face  to  face  with  Annette.  Therefore 
he  was  well  pleased  to  know  that  in  this 
company  at  least,  which  had  been  so  humor- 
ously pictured  by  the  good-natured  novelist 
and  secretary,  he  should  be  quite  certain  to 
not  encounter  her. 

They  climbed  the  longest,  steepest,  nar- 
rowest stone  stairs  in  all  Rome,  perhaps. 
It  was  a  perfect  corkscrew,  and  went  round 
and  round  and  round  in  the  dark  till  they 
both  grew  dizzy  headed. 

Then  at  last  they  pulled  at  the  red  tassel 
of  a  rope  that  hung  there  like  a  little  red 
lamp  trying  hard  to  make  itself  seen,  and 
then  they  entered  a  very  pleasant  ante- 
room, and  leaving  their  hats  and  canes  and 
cloaks,  they  passed  to  a  door  which  opened 
into  a  most  pleasant  place,  and  out  of 
which  poured  a  murmur  of  most  pleasant 
voices,  aa  of  a  great  multitude  talking  in 
all  the  tongues  of  Europe. 

They  were  met  by  a  busy,  bustling  little 
woman  who  kept  fluttering  about  and  catch- 
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ing  her  breath  and  coughing  and  flipping 
her  fan,  and  introducing  everybody  to  every- 
body, and  bumping  against  people,  and  all 
the  time  keeping  her  part  of  the  saloons — 
and  that  was^  nearly  every  part  at  the  same 
instant — in  a  perfect  state  of  excitement 
and  turmoil. 

This  little  lady's  name  should  have  been 
Mother  Bunch,  for  she  was  so  fat  and  so 
good-natured  and  so  delightfully  stupid. 
She  had  corkscrew  curls  all  about  her  ears 
and  shoulders.  In  fact,  nearly  every 
woman  there  had,  more  or  less,  corkscrew 
curls  about  her.  Even  the  little  brown 
poodle  there,  who  seemed  terribly  jealous 
of  every  attention  to  his  mistress,  and  who 
pretended  to  sleep  all  the  time  and  yet 
never  slept  at  all,  unless  he  did  it  while  he 
was  snapping  at  some  lady,  even  this  little 
poodle  had  little  corkscrew  curls  hanging 
from  and  about  his  little  flossy,  brown  tan 
and  leather  ears. 

There  were  a  great  many  tall,  bony,  and 
lonesome  women  in  corkscrew  curls  moving 
mournfully  about  behind  a  teacup  and 
saucer. 
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These  women  wore  goM-rimmed  spec- 
tacles, and  nearly  every  one  there  had  at 
least  once  in  her  life  mounted  the  stump, 
and  in  the  face  of  the  world  uttered  unin- 
telligible philippics  against  man  and  in  be- 
half of  her  down-trodden  sex. 

These  tall,  bony,  hungry-lookmg  women 
from  Boston  towered  above  the  other  sex 
assembled  there,  like  flag-staifs  above  the 
procession  in  a  Fourth  of  July  Celebration. 

They  went  round,  behind  their  gold- 
rimmed  spectacles  and  teacup  and  saucer, 
thrusting  their  long  lean  necks  right  and 
left,  and  looking  like  the  giraffes  in  a  mena- 
gerie. You  would  almost  expect  them 
to  turn  their  heads  to  one  side,  reach  up 
and  nip  off  the  ivy  leaves  that  had  been 
frescoed  around  the  border  of  the  ceiling. 

What  an  odd  assemblage  it  was  to  be 
sure !  There  sat  the  man  in  the  centre  of 
an  admiring  group,  who  had  devoted  his 
life  to  prowling  through  the  Catacombs  and 
dragging  up  Christian  bones  to  the  vulgar 
gaze  of  the  curious,  and  removing  their 
simple  tombstones  to  the  museum  of  Rome. 

This  was  the  man  who  had  torn  the  ivy 
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and  the  old  fig  trees  from  the  Coliseum, 
and  he  was  now  telling,  with  a  flourish  of 
triumph,  what  he  expected  to  find  when  he 
excavated  the  very  foundations  of  the 
Coliseum.  This  was  the  man  who  had 
renovated  the  ruins  of  the  Baths  of  Caracalla 
and  made  the  place  vile  with  asphalte  and 
the  smell  of  tar  and  turpentine.  Yet  this 
man  set  himself  up  for  quite  a  hero,  and 
was  certainly  quite  a  centre  here. 

There  was  a  tall,  lean  figure  standing 
before  him  imploring  a  few  Christian  bones 
for  his  private  collection,  and  at  least  one 
bone  of  some  celebrated  martyr. 

The  missionary  of  Naples  was  promised 
all  that  he  desired  by  this  little  autocrat, 
— who,  like  all  sensible  Italians,  sat  grace- 
fully on  the  sofa,  and  rested  and  grew  fat, 
while  the  imhappy  storks  and  giraffes 
stalked  and  wandered  mournfully  around. 
Then  a  tall  woman  in  gold-rimmed  spec- 
tacles came  by.  Whipping  out  a  note- 
book, pencil,  and  a  two-foot  rule,  she  stood 
before  the  little  man  and  seemed  to  mono- 
polize him  for  the  remainder  of  the  day. 

There   were  good   and  gi'eat  men   too 
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standing  away  here  and  there  in  the  cor- 
ners. And  now  and  then  you  stood  before 
a  man,  as  you  wandered  around  and  wedged 
yourself  through  the  crowd,  whose  name 
had  been  familiar  to  you  even  in  your 
childhood.  And  after  all  Murietta  began 
to  fall  in  love  with  this  place  and  the  puffy, 
fussy  little  woman  who  had  come  and  set 
up  a  little  kingdom  on  the  Seventh  Hill  of 
the  Ctesars,  and  in  spite  of  bis  determina- 
tion to  retreat  as  soon  as  possible,  he  now 
found  he  was  loth  to  go  away. 

There  were  some  pretty  flowers  there 
too.  The  violet  looked  up  from  the  base 
of  the  waU  to  the  tall  sunflower  that  tossed 
its  head  and  lorded  the  land,  and  the  violet 
peeped  out  from  under  the  thorn  and  the 
thistle  mth  its  sweet  blue  eyes,  and  gave 
the  place  a  chjirm  and  a  perfect  freshness. 
It  was  a  sort  of  human  forest. 

The  menagerie  was  complete.  If  the 
giraffe  was  there,  then  the  mild-eyed  gazelle 
was  there  also.  Beautiftil  young  girls  sat 
there  as  silent  as  if  they  were  painted  on 
the  wall  against  which  they  sat,  as  they 
watched  the  tall  and  terrible  women  moving 
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to  and  fro  upon  their  various  missions  in 
Rome.  These  beautiful  children  made  one 
in  love  with  Silence. 

The  lion  was  there  also,  the  shaggy 
Numidian  lion,  and  he  moved  about  and 
shook  his  mane  and  roared  in  a  voice  and 
manner  that  made  you  feel  very  certain, 
and  also  very  sorry,  that  the  lion  is  and 
ever  will  be  a  beast  in  spite  of  his  strength 
and  dignity. 

The  elephant  and  the  hippopotamus 
waddled  and  toddled  about  the  grounds, 
and  like  beasts  just  let  loose  to  be  fed, 
snapped  and  snarled  at  each  other  from 
behind  their  wires,  and  talked  art  and  dis- 
puted with  a  zeal  that  was  equalled  only 
by  their  ignorance. 

Good-natured  old  gentlemen,  dukes, 
princes,  consuls,  and  secretaries  of  lega- 
tions went  about  feeding  the  pretty  ani- 
mals— and  the  plain  animals  too — in  the 
menagerie,  with  tea  and  cakes  and  buns 
and  bread  and  butter ;  and  pretty  innocent 
Mollie  stood  back  in  the  corner  by  the  side 
of  Paolini,  looking  as  happy  as  possible 
and  eating  as  fast  as  an  old  general  could 
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feed  her.  She  was  playing  the  part  of  a 
little  pet  grizzly  bear  standing  on  his  hind 
legs  and  eating  nuts  from  the  hand  of  a 
Californian. 

Such  was  American  society  in  Rome,  or 
at  least  the  busy,  the  active,  the  accessible, 
the  working  wing  of  it,  for  be  it  known 
that  the  majority  of  the  people  present  who 
contributed  to  make  up  this  pleasant  little 
menagerie  were  Americans,  although  the 
bustling  little  Mother  Bunch  of  a  hostess 
was  English,  notwithstanding  the  good 
secretary  had  said  she  was  American. 

The  party  was  thinning  out  and  melting 
away.  Murietta  had  found  the  modest 
little  secretary  of  legation,  and  the  two 
together  were  seeking  for  the  amiable  little 
hostess  to  say  good-bye. 

There  was  a  flutter  about  the  door,  and 
she  was  not  to  be  found.  Then  in  a 
moment  there  was  a  murmur  of  admiration 
just  audible  all  around  the  saloon,  and 
Murietta  shrank  back  behind  the  little 
secretary  and  close  against  the  wall,  and  as 
well  out  of  sight  as  possible. 

The    crowd   parted   before  her  as   she 
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passed  on.  Never  yet  did  woman  move 
with  such  perfect  grace,  such  quiet  power, 
and  such  noble  presence  as  did  that  lady 
then  and  there,  as  she  crossed  the  saloon 
with  her  father,  the  iron-faced  soldier,  and 
sat  down  dreamily  on  a  lounge  by  his  side. 

Murietta,  by  accident,  had  settled  back 
against  the  wall  in  this  very  same  direc- 
tion. He  was  standing  now  almost  in  reach 
of  her  hand.  He  hardly  dared  breathe. 
He  was  wondering  if  she  did  not  hear  his 
heart  beat,  and  then  he  began  to  look  in 
vain  for  an  opportunity  to  steal  away  un- 
seen. 

Just  then  the  kind  little  hostess,  who  had 
led  Annette  and  her  father  to  the  seat, 
caught  sight  of  the  artist.  There  was  no 
escaping ;  there  was  no  time  for  excuse  or 
explanation.  He  came  forth  from  his  re- 
treat as  the  little  woman  called  his  name, 
and  an  informal  introduction,  a  simple, 
sudden,  hand-to-hand,  bohemian  introduc- 
tion passed  in  a  moment. 

The  lady  did  not  rise.  She  sat  perfectly 
still  and  composed  all  the  time;  yet  she 
was  neither  disdainful  nor  indifferent^     She 
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was  simply  perfectly  at  home,  and  by  her 
easy  manners  and  careless  offhand  conduct 
did  more  to  make  Marietta  satisfied  with 
himself  and  at  rest,  than  anything  that  she 
could  have  said  or  done. 

The  artist  settled  down  in  a  chair  at  the 
head  of  the  sofa  with  his  arms  thrown  care- 
lessly over  the  head  of  the  covered  settee, 
and  in  a  moment  was  talking  on  the  old 
and  easy  topic  of  all  travellers  in  that  sunny 
land, — art  and  the  future  of  Italy. 

Gallant  and  graceful  men  would  come, 
pay  their  compliments  to  the  belle  of  Rome 
and  pass  on,  looking  fiercely  back  as  one 
might  fancy  Adam  looked  on  leaving  Para- 
dise ;  but  the  artist,  to  his  intense  delight, 
was  specially  favoured  by  fortune,  and  sat 
there  and  talked  as  if  he  had  known  this 
lady  all  his  life. 

Now  and  then  the  seared  and  iron- 
faced  soldier  would  say  a  word  or  two, 
but  his  mind  seemed  above  and  beyond 
the  tame  surroundings.  His  soul  was 
riding  on  the  smoke  of  battle.  The  old 
commander  was  marshalling  his  regiments 
and  fighting  over  again  the  battles   that 


Vtti  tit'     '7i'  s  M'  T^  rnJi.  fly-l 

imc  i»trei.  ic«;.     Iz  i^  l  ciiH-^r-eroii?  tnnir  lor 
fc  Hiiii.  ic    eupiiTt    iL    rrrt:ii'    ^om-r?!?   aiiil 

':ii'^    a'jconiiiiiahiiiein     o:    iier?iiit3a:_    xa&kf 

r-j*  -.oul    •>t:•JOILlrr^  Ht'VrL  Iv   IliiT.  lUiTL  ina>. . 

1  ^r   II- .  Ill-    lirU?!.  linL    i»^:tir    TC     ^aiiitra. 

•  _ 

•*  1  c  111-.'  uij?v-rtrL  AnTi-err-.  •'  ^aniej^ 
if  h  dr*iaiL  a:  ijuradij^.     I  ziniiL  r  i>enr£^':T 

"  Ti^  rrll.  vet.'"  aii?verrrL  Xiiriera*.  "  iiov 
ulur  I  Taiiii:  o:  it.  I  ic*.  iii:-  ^Li^iicr  ui»ovt 
ul  til*  voriL.' 

Tii^L  tilt  Jiit'^'  yaub^L  s*  niomeiii.  and  iifi- 
iiif:  iier  irreai.  darii.  tsv^fiiiuc  Liaiit^i.  sc  fuL 
erf  fiotftrv  aiid  yassiot  iieid  a:  viL  siit  said  : 

•'  And  J  afeceuded  Mouut  TtjsuTiub,  I 
and  iatiier  loiretiier.  and  iound  it  i^erftsnih" 
delitrniiul.  And  vna:  do  vou  Uiink  lui}«- 
jiened  r  AL.  i:  i^ub  bv  xouching  and  fio 
lieauiiiul ! " 

Murierta  leaned  Ibrward  lo  lisiea.  He 
could  nut  guebb. 


296  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

"Well  then,"  laughed  the  lady  gaily, 
"  I  will  tell  you.  As  we  rode  up  the  broad 
carriage  road  winding  above  the  sea  to- 
ward the  hermitage  there  was  a  party  of 
two  in  advance  of  us." 

"  A  party  of  two.  Nothing  remarkable 
in  that,  unless  perhaps  they  were  brigands 
or  lovers." 

"  No,  nothing  remarkable  in  the  number 
or  in  the  men,  so  far  as  I  know,  for  I  never 
saw  the  faces  of  either  of  them.  But  this 
is  the  pretty  little  romance  of  it.  The 
pretty,  winding,  natural  road  began  to  be 
starred  and  strewn  with  little  leaves  of  pink 
and  crimson." 

"  And  then  ! " 

"  Why,  that  is  all ;"  and  the  great  lashes 
lifted  and  the  fair  and  beautiful  woman 
looked  at  the  man  a  moment,  and  then  let 
her  eyes  fall  to  the  carpet,  and  said  softly 
and  as  if  in  a  dream,  and  as  if  she  was 
remembering  something  very  pleasant  and 
telling  it  over  only  to  herself  and  not  to  a 
stranger,  "the  man,  this  man  before  me 
who  rode  up  the  mountain  in  the  sun,  was 
scattering  roses  in  my  path ! " 


CHAPTER  XXXVL 

BREAD    ON   THE   WATERS. 

IHE  man  who  is  miserable  is  also 
the  man  who  is  happy.  He  is, 
in  fact,  the  only  man  who  is 
really  happy.  A  man  may  not  reap  till  he 
has  first  ploughed.  No  one  can  under- 
stand joy  till  he  has  first  felt  misery. 
Nature  seems  to  be  a  vulgar  commercial 
shopkeeper.  All  things  seem  to  have  a  . 
price.  There  are  a  few  men,  however,  who 
are  so  formed  that  they  are  sometimes  able 
to  get  a  little  happiness,  or  at  least  pleasure, 
in  advance  of  payment ;  on  credit,  as  it  were. 
But  then,  when  these  men  come  to  pay  for 
it,  they  have  to  pay  such  enormous  interest 
that  they  are  ruined. 

Then  there  are  other  men  who  come  to 
their  full  estate  and  fortune  with  the  ruddy 
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hue  of  youth  on  their  faces  and  full  of  sun- 
shine in  their  hearts.  No,  no !  these  men 
have  not  suffered,  neither  have  they  en- 
joyed.  They  are  children  still.  You  may 
follow  this  idea  down  till  you  come  to  a 
stone  standing  placid  and  stUl,  and  always 
serene  and  peaceful,  but  in  the  form  and 
expression  of  a  man;  and  this  form  of  a 
man,  this  stone,  has  not  suffered  at  aU. 

Fire  in  the  eye  and  furrows  on  the  face. 
Let  these  things  come  when  they  may, 
they  have  their  meaning.  A  man  may 
crowd  forty  years  into  forty  days  and 
nights  of  his  impetuous  life,  if  he  be  large 
enough  of  soul  to  hold  them,  and  may  die 
an  old  man  at  thirty. 

Nature  keeps  her  own  books  and  bap- 
tismal records,  and  all  that,  herself.  It 
would  be  interesting  if  we  could  some- 
times manage  to  have  her  books  and  man's 
compared.  We  should  be  startled  at  the 
discrepancies. 

Well,  let  no  man  murmur,  or  woman  weep, 
in  vain.  The  storm  is  only  the  prophet 
and  forerunner  of  fair  weather.  The  pea- 
sants know  perfectly  well  that  they  are 
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going  to  have  a  warm  and  an  early  spring 
when  they  have  had  a  hard  and  unhappy 
winter.  If  a  pendulum  swings  far  to  the 
left,  it  must  swing  just  exactly  as  far  to 
the  right  when  it  returns.  All  things  are 
pretty  evenly  balanced.  The  law  of  comr 
pensation  is  exact  and  unalterable.  The 
great  store  of  Nature  is  indeed  a  big, 
vulgar  shop.  You  must  pay  for  every- 
thing you  get.  And  what  is  very  interest- 
ing to  know  is  the  fact  that  the  peasant  has 
just  as  much  of  Nature's  currency  in  his 
pocket  as  the  prince. 

Murietta  had  been  doing  a  large  business 
in  this  line  from  the  first.  From  the 
very  first  he  had  felt  and  suffered  much. 
Standing  on  a  peak  of  the  Cordilleras  when 
still  a  boy,  with  the  sun  and  wind  of  the 
Pacific  in  his  yellow  hair,  he  had  dared  to 
question  why  he  had  been  born.  Said  some- 
one, revelations  never  go  backward.  Ask 
this  question,  and  sometimes  the  answer 
may  come  to  you  when  you  are  tired  and 
want  to  rest.     Then  you  cannot  rest. 

When  you  are  suffering  intensely  you 
can  safely  say  to  yourself,  "I  am  heaping 
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up  money,  I  am  putting  it  in  the  bank  of 
Nature,  and  some  day  it  will  all  be  paid 
back  with  interest." 

But  now  it  seemed  to  Murietta  as  he  sat 
there  so  perfectly  fiill  of  calm  delight,  that 
there  never  any  more  could  be  even  the 
breath  of  a  storm. 

•  His  roses  in  the  road,  in  the  path  of  the 
strangers  who  followed  had  been  bread 
upon  the  waters. 

He  did  not  say  one  word  when  she  told 
this.  He  did  not  even  look  at  her,  for  fear 
of  he  knew  not  what.  He  did  not  speak  or 
answer  her,  or  even  lift  his  eyes  to  look  at 
her.     He  was  satisfied.     It  was  enough. 

Now,  for  the  first  time,  he  liked  Naples. 
He  even  was  certain  that  he  loved  Naples 
and  all  her  motley  wretched  people.  He 
liked  all  Italy  and  all  the  people  of  Italy ; 
the  beggarly  princes  of  the  old  Jew  quarter 
of  Rome,  and  the  princely  beggars  on  the 
Spanish  steps.  He  loved  them  all.  For 
had  not  she  said  she  liked  Italy,  and  was 
not  that  enough?  He  was  willing — he 
wished  to  be  blind.  He  wanted  hence- 
forth to  see  only  through  her  eyes. 


Bread  on  the  Waters.  301 

Murietta  did. not  dare  remain  long  in 
her  presence.  In  fact,  for  all  that  he  had 
thought  and  said  and  felt,  he  had  been  i 
before  her  but  a  very  few  minutes.  But  , 
such  minutes !  They  were  bricks  of  gold. 
They  were  great  big  bank-notes  that 
Nature  had  handed  him,  and  bade  him 
go  and  take  a  glorious  holiday. 

The  good  old   commander  came   down 
from  out  his  cloud  of  battle-smoke  as  the 
artist    rose   to  say  good   day,   and  in   a 
dreamy  and  indistinct  way  said  something 
of  wishing  to  see  this  young  man  at  his 
own  house;  and  then,  to  the  unutterable 
delight  of  Murietta,  Annette  took  up  the 
tangled   thread   and   laid   it   straight   and 
made  its  meaning  intelligible  by  means  of 
dates  and  numbers  and  names  on  a  card 
which  she  now  got  from  the  dreamy  old 
commander,  who  had  gone  back  to  ride  on 
his  battle-cloud ;   and  then,  by  means  of  a 
pencil  and   a  few  bold  clear  words  in   a 
hand  as  clear  and  strong  as  if  it  might  hold 
and  control  a  world  of  its  own,  she  blazed 
out  the  future  path  of  the  artist's  mind  for 
many  and  many  a  day. 
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She  had  simply  written  the  day,  or  even- 
ing, in  which  her  house  was  open  and  they 
were  all  at  home.  But  this  to  him  was 
more  than  all  the  wealth  of  banks,  than  all 
the  world  beside. 

Poor  deluded  boy,  self-deluded !  He  did 
not  know,  he  did  not  think,  could  not 
think,  that  she  had  said  nothing,  done  no- 
thing whatever  that  she  might  not  have 
said  and  done  to  any  one,  even  the  most 
humble  and  least  favoured  in  all  that  house. 

Then  he  retreated  from  her  presence,  and 
found  the  good  secretary  hidden  away  in  a 
comer  where  the  light  would  not  fall  too 
heavily  on  his  clothes,  and  then,  turning  to 
the  good  Mother  Bunch,  they  bowed  them- 
selves away,  and  were  gone. 

Down  the  corkscrew  steps,  and  down 
and  down,  and  around  and  around  and 
around.  Murietta  laughed  as  he  descended, 
and  he  knew  not  why  he  laughed.  His 
heart  was  so  full  of  happiness  that  it 
jostled  and  spilled  over  and  on  to  the 
steps  as  they  made  their  unsteady  descent. 

"  We  have  been  up  in  heaven,"  he  said 
to  the  good  secretary,  as  they  shook  hands 
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at  the  great  portal,  and  then  turned  and 
gave  to  the  beggars  who  crowded  around, 
all  the  money  he  could  find  in  his  pockets. 

"  Ha !  ha !  A  pretty  figure  that,*' 
laughed  the  secretary,  as  he  said  good-bye, 
"  a  figure  that  might  be  used  by  a  novelist. 
It  was  indeed  heaven,  and  like  heaven  it 
was  very  hard  to  attain.  Let  us  hope  that 
we  have  not  descended  into  hell."  And  so 
saying  the  novelist  and  secretary  bowed 
very  low,  and  then  waving  his  hand  went 
on  his  way. 

The  artist  again  stood  alone  in  the  street, 
but  he  did  not  feel  alone.  If  all  the 
hundreds  of  millions  who  have  laid  down 
and  died  in  Rome,  who  have  made  the  very 
roads  and  streets,  even  the  soil  of  Rome  for 
many  feet  deep  out  of  their  dust,  had  risen 
up,  he  could  not  have  felt  more  in  the  pre- 
sence of,  and  in  sympathy  with,  his  kind. 

It  is  a  bad  sign  if  you  feel  lonesome  in  a 
city.  And  yet  it  is  no  uncommon  feeling. 
And,  too,  if  a  man  does  feel  lonesome  in  a 
city  he  feels  it  terribly.  There  is  no  man 
so  lonesome  as  a  man  who  is  lonesome  in  a 
crowd. 
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This  man  was  not  a  bit  exalted.  He 
gave  away  all  his  money  to  beggars.  He 
could  have  taken  the  little  urchin,  clad  in 
sheepskin  even  in  summer,  who  ran  by  his 
side  and  asked  for  a  sou,  into  his  arms  and 
kissed  him,  yet  when  he  saw  Carlton  coming 
down  the  street  on  his  way  to  the  popular 
and  populous  Greco,  he  turned  up  a  court 
and  escaped  him. 

Why  had  he  done  this?  He  did  not 
know.  Perhaps  he  did  not  wish  to  speak  to 
him?  Possibly  he  was  offended  with  him? 
Not  so.  He  could  not  have  shaped  the 
reason  into  expression,  or  have  given  it  ut- 
terance. But  the  truth  is,  he  felt  that  this 
day  was  sacred.  It  was  to  him  a  holy  day. 
He  felt  that  it  would  be  profanity  to  speak. 
He  wanted  to  think,  to  dream,  to  drift.  He 
did  not  want  to  speak  to  Carlton,  because 
he  wanted  to  think  of  Annette. 

And  now  that  he  was  happy,  he  did  not 
stop  to  think  that  this  would  end  some  day. 
He  felt  that  henceforward  he  should  for 
ever  walk  on  in  the  sun.  It  seemed  to  him 
just  as  if  it  would  never  be  night  any  more 
in  figure  or  in  fact.     His  soul  was  didfting 
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away  into  and  over  a  great  sea  of  light  that 
knew  not  any  shore.  How  could  he  then 
think  of  shore,  or  shipwreck,  or  anything 
that  had  a  dark  side  or  any  disaster  in  it  ? 

There  are  three  things,  at  least,  in  art 
worth  seeing  in  Rome,  outside  the  Vatican. 
One  of  these,  possibly  the  first,  is  the  Dying 
Gladiator.  Then  there  is  the  Moses  of 
Michael  Angelo,  out  in  the  rich  old  church 
near  the  Coliseum. 

It  is  an  ugly  figure,  with  horns  on  its 
head.  It  sits  there  right  before  you  as  if 
it  had  come  down  from  some  high  place  to 
get  close  to  you,  and  appeal  to  you,  and 
absorb  you  into  its  awful  self.  It  sits  there 
lifting  its  wrinkled  brows  all  day  to  God. 

That  figure  seems  as  full  of  life,  of  hus- 
banded strength,  of  suppressed  power,  as  the 
Nile  when  flowing  dark  and  full  of  flood, 
and  lapping  the  topmost  limit  of  its  stony 
embankment. 

Whatever  you  may  be,  standing  before 
this  a'wful  form  of  deified  man,  be  you 
Papist,  Protestant,  or  Jew  or  Pagan,  you 
feel  somehow  that  from  out  of  a  man  like 
that,  and  only  that,  there  could  have  flowed 
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a  stream  and  tide  of  people  with  all  their 
laws  and  ceremonies  intact — even  from  this 
fountain-head  before  yon,  sitting  there  with 
all  the  sad  majesty  and  desolation  of  Sinai 
in  the  desert,  that  should  flow  on  for  ever 
to  the  eternal  sea. 

The  third  and  last,  if  it  is  not  the  first,  is 
a  little  face  thrown  back  over  the  shoulder, 
looking  at  you  from  under  the  careless 
brown  hair,  with  the  lips  half  parted  as  if 
she  had  a  story  to  tell  and  you  were  bound 
to  stand  there  and  look  and  listen  and  listen 
and  look  till  you  made  out  all  the  story 
yourself. 

Murietta  went  and  stood  before  this 
picture,  and  alone.  Whenever  any  one  with 
a  red  book,  who  had  the  good  taste  to  find 
the  little  treasure  on  the  walls  of  the 
Barbarini  Palace,  would  stop  before  the 
sad  face  of  the  Cenci,  he  would  pass  on  a 
moment,  and  only  a  moment,  until  the  dis- 
appointed visitor  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
shut  up  his  book  as  if  disgusted  with  the 
laudations  heaped  upon  this  little  picture, 
and  then  he  would  return. 

There  he  stood  and  listened  and  listened 
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and  stood  and  watched  the  light  come  and 
go  from  the  great  sad  eyes;  watched  the 
blood  flow  and  fall  and  pulsate!  through 
the  neck ;  watched  the  parted  lips  till  the 
soul  seemed  passing  through  them,  and 
then  the  sun  was  down,  and  the  story  was 
finished.  He  knew  her  now,  and  all  her 
awful  sorrows.  Their  souls  stood  close 
together.  Lawless  and  terrible  both  of 
these,  and  mighty  for  good  or  ill. 

How  singular  it  is  that  all  beautiful 
things  are  sad !  Every  great  fiwe  seems  to 
be  a  flood-gate  of  tears  that  is  about  to 
burst.  This  face  of  the  Cenci  is  so,  the 
Moses  of  Angelo  is  so;  the  fik^e  of  the 
Gladiator  would  be  so  only  that  he  is  a 
soldier,  and  is  weeping  blood. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVn. 


THE    CALIFORNIAlf   OIBL. 


^  T  was  a  week,  one  fiill  long  week, 
before  the  time  when  the  artist 
hoped  to  meet  Annette  in  her 
own  home.  He  could  not  sit  there  before 
her  picture  which  he  had  not  brought  out 
into ,  the  full  light,  and  made  a  sort  of 
shrine,  and  look  at  it  all  the  time.  What 
should  he  do?  Finally,  he  found  himself 
ascending  the  steps  of  the  H6tel  Yille,  and 
heard  a  shout  and  a  bounding  step  that 
was  not  to  be  mistaken. 

"  Bet  your  life,    Oh   bet  your  life  I'm 
glad  to  see  you,  so  glad  to  see  you ;  "  and  the   ; 
ilioDest,  openrhearted  little  lady  threw  her 
arms  about  hia  neck,  and  laughed  till  she 


2  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

"  Why,  MoUie,  what  in  the  world  is  the 
matter  ? "  said  he  at  last,  as  he,  half 
smothered,  disengaged  himself  from  the 
girl,  and  stood  smiling^ at  her  enthusiasm 
and  easy  habits. 

"  Matter !  Nothing  the  matter  at  all, 
only  IVe — IVe  got  something  nice  to  tell 
you."  She  stood  swjinging  her  hat  by  the 
ribbons,  for  it  had  been  pushed  off  in  her 
haste  to  embrace  her  brother,  as  she  some- 
times called  Murietta,  and  holding  her  head 
to  one  side,  and  looking  very  bashful  and 
very  mischievous. 

"Well,  Mollie,  what  is  it?"  said  he,  as 
they  sauntered  along  the  hall  toward  the 
parlour,  while  she  still  swung  her  hat,  and 
held  her  head  to  one  side,  and  looked  the 
very  picture  of  perfect  happiness. 

"  No,  I  won't  tell  you,"  pouted  the  saucy 
girl.  "It's  my  little  secret.  My  own 
little  bit  of  a  secret,  the  only  one  I  ever 
had  in  my  life,  and  I  intend  to  keep  it.  I 
intend  to  keep  it  all  day  to  myself."  Then 
she  held  her  head  still  lower  to  one  side, 
and  swung  her  hat  as  if  she  intended  to 
twist  the  ribbons  off,  and  send  it  flying 
through  the  window. 
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"  Come,  come,  Mollie,  tell  me.  It  must  be 
something  nice,  you  seem  so  very  happy !  " 

"  It  is  nice,  and  I  am  happy,  bet  your 
life  ! "  Then  she  stopped  swinging  her 
hat,  thought  a  moment,  and  then  diving 
into  her  pocket  and  holding  out  her  hand 
to  Murietta,  said,  "  Have  some  goodies?  " 

"  Certainly,  Mollie.  But  now,  about 
that  wonderful  little  secret  that  you  are 
going  to  keep  all  day,  and  that  you  told 
me  about  the  moment  I  came,  and  that 
you  will  tell  me  before  ten  minutes  longer ; 
what  is  it?" 

"Well  now,  don't  you  tell.  Mamma 
knows  it,  and  papa  knows  it,  and  the  Count 
Paolini  knows  it,  and  that  is  all.  Won't 
tell?" 

"  No." 

"  Hope  you  may  die  if  you  tell?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  now  listen,  this  is  my  little  secret 
— all  mine,  you  know,  but  I  can't  keep  it. 
The  count  made  me  promise  not  to  tell, 
and  he  was  so  very  particular.  Well,  now, 
he's  in  there,"  pointing  to  the  parlour,  as 
they  still  sauntered  up  and  around  the  haU 
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looking  at  the  pictures  and  the  statuary, 
"  and  don't  you  let  it  out  when  you  go  io. 
Well,  he  don't  want  any  big  wedding  either, 
but  I  do;  bet  your  life  I  didn't  come  all 
the  way  from  California  to  be  married  off 
like  a  dummy.  Not  much,  bet  your  life. 
That  ain't  me.     Have  another  goodie?  " 

"  Yes,  Mollie.  I  am  so  very  well  to-day 
I  feel  like  I  could  almost  eat  you." 

"  Well,  there  you  are,  a  whole  handful. 
And  now  I  am  going  to  tell  you  my  little 
secret." 

She  stood  before  him  blushing,  with  her 
pretty  lips  pouted  out  and  her  mouth  fiill 
of  sugar-plums.  She  laid  her  head  to  one 
side,  swung  her  hat  faster  than  before,  and 
began. 

"Now,  you  mustn't  tell;  hope  you  may 
die,  and  all  that  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  but  Mollie,  I  know  all  about  it." 

"  Shut  up !  you  don't !  " 

"  But  I  do." 

The  hat  stopped  swinging  and  the  pretty  ' 
lips    pouted   out,   and   then   she   stooped, 
reached  into  her  pocket,  and  got  another 
handfrd  of  candies. 


The  Calif  omian  GHrl.  5 

After  a  moment  the  old  mischieyotis  look 
came  back  into  the  eyes  of  the  innocent 
girl,  and  she  began : 

"  Now  m  bet  you  a  forty-dollar  boss  to 
a  gooseberry,  that  you  don't  know  anything 
about  it." 

"  I  will  bet  you  a  whole  herd  of  Mustang 
ponies  to  one  kiss^  Miss  MoUie,  that  I  know 
all  about  it." 

'^Done!" 

"Is  it  a  bet?" 

'^  Yes,  it's  a  bet.  Here's  the  stakes.  Put 
up  your  Mustang  ponies." 

"  The  Mustangs  are  on  the  plains  of  Ara- 
zona;  you  must  trust  me." 

"  I  will  trust  you.  Now  come,  what  is 
it?" 

.  The  artist  began  a  little  thoughtfully, 
and  quite  slowly,  for  he  felt  more  than  half 
serious  over  this  announcement  of  his, 
which  in  her'^ppiness  she  had  made 
without  knowing  it,  and  said : 

"  Tou  are  engaged  to  be  married  to 
Count  Paolini." 

"  There  !  take  the  bet." 

She    reached  forward  her  girlish  face, 
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and  the  man  kissed  his  romping,  sometime 
sister,  and  then  said,  more  earnestly  than 
was  his  custom  when  speaking  to  this  half 
child, 

"  MoUie ! " 

"Murietta?" 

"  This  is  a  very  serious  business." 

"  Oh  ain't  it  though !  Do  you  know,  Mr. 
Murietta,  I  cried  and  cried  and  cried  for 
half  an  hour;  and  then  mother,  she  cried 
and  cried;  and  even  old  papa,  the  good  old 
governor,  he  cried  too !  Oh  it's  awful  serious, 
ain't  it?  I  declare  it  makes  one  feel  real 
shaky."  And  here  she  stopped,  reached 
into  her  pocket,  and  drew  forth  another 
handful  of  candies. 

"  You  know,  MoUie,"  said  the  artist, 
taking  a  handful  of  proflFered  candies,  and 
dropping  them  down  among  the  flowers  by 
the  wall,  ''  you  know  I  promised  to  take 
you  to  my  little  palace  on  the  Tarpeian 
Rock." 

"  Yes ;  and  like  all  the  men,  you  forgot 
all  about  it,  and  never  did  it." 

"No;  but  I  have  come  this  morning. 
Can  you  go  ?  " 
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• 

"  Go?  Oh  won't  it  be  joUy !  But  then," 
and  her  manner  took  on  a  mock  gravity 
which  she  really  meant  to  be  real,  "but  then, 
you  know,  mamma  must  go  too,  for  the  count 
is  awful  particular.  You  know  the  count 
says  we  American  girls  are  all  too  fast 
and  loose,  and  all  that,  and  are  liable  to  get 
ourselves  talked  about,  and  now  that  I  am 
engaged,  you  know,  I  must  be  particular, 
if  only  to  please  him." 

"  Well  now,  my  good  little  Mollie,  will 
you  do  one  thing  first  to  please  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  a  dozen." 

"  No,  only  this  one  thing." 

"Well,  what  is  it?  Come,  let's  get  it 
done  and  be  oflf,  for  ain't  it  just  the  bulliest 
weather  you  ever  saw  to  be  out?  " 

"  Well,  MolUe,  this  is  it.  Don't  tell  the 
count  where  you  are  going.  We  will  go 
to  the  Capuchin  monks — tell  him  that  if  you 
like — after  that  we  will  take  in  the  Tarpeian 
Kock." 

"Eight;  mum's  the  motto,"  and  here 
Mollie  laid  her  finger  on  her  pouting  lips, 
and  reaching  down  for  another  handful  of 
sweets,  she  led  into  the  parlour. 
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Mrs.  Wopsus  burst  into  tears,  as  usual, 
and  the  general  came  forward  quoting  some 
snatches  of  poetry,  which  showed  that  his 
mind  was  not  on  his  railroads,  or  anything 
of  the  kind,  that  day  at  leaat. 

Paolini  turned  pale.  Yet  he  recovered 
himself  in  an  instant,  and  in  the  softest  and 
sweetest  voice,  so  well  modulated  that  in 
the  sweet  Italian  tongue  it  was  music  in 
itself,  he  passed  the  compliments  of  the  day 
as  he  came  up  and  reached  his  hand,  for  he 
was  standing  all  ready  as  if  waiting  to  go. 

In  a  moment  he  was  talking  over  the  or- 
dinary topics  of  the  day,  and  showed  no  con- 
cern at  all  whatever  he  may  have  felt.  And 
perhaps  after  the  first  flush  of  sudden  ap- 
prehension he  felt  none,  but  leaned  steadily 
upon  fortune  with  all  the  confidence  of 
youth  and  inexperience,  and  left  all  to  the 
fisktes  and  his  leaders  who  had  this  matter 
in  hand.  He  tapped  his  sword  hUt  with  his 
gloved  fingers,  dusted  the  least  bit  of  down 
from  off  his  sleeve,  and  lifting  his  cap,  after 
one  or  two  low  soft  sweet  speeches  to  Mol- 
lie  he  passed  out,  promising  to  return  in  the 
evening. 


The  Calif omiojn,  Gfirl.  9 

In  a  few  minutes  more  Murietta,  Mrs. 
Wopsus,  and  Mollie  left  the  old  general  on 
his  shaded  balcony  with  his  papers,  aod 
taking  the  carriage  at  the  door,  were  on 
their  way  to  the  strange  and  gloomy  cave 
known  as  the  monastery  of  the  Capuchin 
monks. 

It  was  a  fearful  place  to  take  a  young 
girl  just  contemplating  her  near  wedding 
day,  and  yet  for  the  purposes  of  Murietta 
was  perhaps  the  best  in  all  the  world. 

On  their  way  they  picked  up  the  good 
Carlton,  who  was  a  great  favourite  with 
Mrs.  Wopsus,  and  in  fact  with  all  the  family. 

Under  some  trees  in  a  little  square  that 
opens  on  to  the  broad,  desolate  plaza  of  Bar- 
barini,  with  its  one  hideous  figure  blowing  a 
fountain  in  the  centre,  then  under  an  arch, 
then  up  a  wide  court,  and  then,  pulling  a 
bell  in  a  low  wall  to  the  left,  they  found 
themselves  at  the  door  of  the  Capuchins. 

Very  dark,  and  very  damp  and  deathlike. 
Mushrooms  grow  here,  and  what  is  very 
strange  and  fearful  to  tell,  these  mushrooms 
liiat  grow  out  of  these  bones  and  half  rotten 
men  are  sometimes  extremely  like  a  death's 
head. 
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Here  were  lamps  and  dim  lights,  just 
light  enough  to  see  the  dead  men  hanging 
up  around  the  walls  only  half  dried,  as  if 
the  place  had  been  a  sort  of  Cincinnati 
smoke-house  for  curing  hams  and  whole 
hogs. 

The  monk  who  opened  this  was  a  brown 
monk  in  a  brown  gown  and  brown  sandals. 
He  kept  coughing  all  the  time,  and  was 
only  skin  and  bone.  Poor  devil !  what  a 
desolate  life  was  his ! 

He  looked  as  if  he  had  unhooked  himself 
from  a  place  on  the  wall  alongside  of  an- 
other fellow  who  hung  up  there,  all  skin 
and  bone,  with  his  hair  and  beard  hanging 
loose  about  his  face,  and  his  toes  and  finger 
bones  hanging  in  strings  down  there,  as  if 
they  were  a  sort  of  ornament  to  him,  like 
an  Indian's  beads. 

Now  and  then  this  poor  lean  monk,  with 
a  brown  beard  and  a  brown  gown  and  a 
consumptive  cough,  would  look  back  and 
up  at  the  other  fellow  hanging  there,  and 
would  look  as  if  he  was  very  tired,  and 
would  like  to  hang  himself  up  there,  and 
stay  there   all  the  time,  and   quit  telling 
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strangers  about  whose  bones  this  sunflower 
was  made  of,  and  how  many  thigh  bones  it 
took  to  build  this  monk's  monument  sleep- 
ing there  in  the  dust  brought  from  Jerusa- 
lem, or  just  how  many  monks  had  to  die  and 
have  their  back-bones  wired  together,  in 
order  to  make  this  beautiful  ornament  now 
suspended  from  the  low  ceiling  and  doing 
service  as  a  chandelier. 

"  I  want  some  of  this  dirt  from  Jerusa- 
lem," said  Carlton.  "  Will  you  not,  good 
father,  let  me  have  just  one  little  pinch  of 
this  dirt  from  Jerusalem?" 

"  Impossible !  "  cough,  cough,  cough. 

Then  the  little  bell  rang  again,  and  the 
monk  went  to  the  door,  yet  all  the  time 
kept  looking  back  over  his  shoulder. 

There  was  a  commotion  at  the  door,  and 
a  staring  crowd  poured  in  and  began  to 
deluge  the  monk  with  questions. 

"  Good  gracious  !  was  he  a  full-grown 
man?" 

"  A  full-grown  man,  madam.  You  see  he 
was  bearded  like  a  prophet,"  coughed  the 
skin-and-bone  monk  who  was  not  hanging 
on  a  hook  on  the  wall,  as  he  looked  up  at 
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and   alluded  to    the   skin-and-bone  monk 

who  was  hangmg  up  on  a  hook  against  the 
walL 

Then  the  Special  Correspondent  took  out 
a  carpenter's  rule,  and  stepping  across  and 
straddling  over  the  new  graves,  she  care- 
fiiUy  measured  the  length  of  the  lean  skin- 
and-bone  monk  on  the  wall,  and  still  stand- 
ing there  straddling  over  a  grave,  she  took 
out  note-book  and  pencil  and  wrote  very 
rapidly  for  some  time. 

"  Only  three  feet  long !"  she  said  to  her- 
self as  she  shut  the  note-book  and  again 
strode  over  the  new  graves,  and  came  forth 
and  joined  our  party  in  the  little  vault  at 
the  feet  of  the  graves,  and  under  the  curious 
piles  and  strange  arrangements  of  bones 
and  skulls  about  the  walls. 

"There  is  here  somewhere,  says  tradir 
tion — "  A  tall  man,  in  black  threadbare 
clothes,  set  his  umbrella  down,  and  bent 
himself  into  a  new  moon.  "  There  is  some- 
where here,"  he  said,  facing  the  Special 
Correspondent,  who  stood  before  him  all 
attention,  "  a  bone  of  Saint  Francis,  and  I 
would  give  more  to  know  where  that  bone 
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like  a  very  weak  but  very  faithful  dog  at  this 
sacrilegious  piracy  of  unconsidered  trifles. 

Carlton  began  slowly  and  carelessly  to 
roll  a  cigarette.  In  this  cigarette  was  the 
sacred  earth.  The  monk's  little  black  eyes 
glistened.  He  had  his  suspicions,  but  was 
not  certain  that  he  was  right.  Would  this 
Carlton  go  on  with  that  cigarette — would 
he  roll  it  up,  turn  down  the  end  of  it? 
Would  he  then  dare  place  the  sacred  dust 
— still  damp  and  reeking  with  dead  men's 
flesh — between  his  teeth? 

The  monk's  eyes  glistened,  and  his  out- 
stretched hand  trembled  like  a  leaf  in  the 
wind. 

Would  he  go  on  and  finish  the  cigarette, 
and  put  the  dust  between  his  teeth? 

Carlton,  too,  was  more  than  nervous,  he 
was  pale;  but  he  did  not  hesitate.  His 
hands  trembled  and  rattled  the  paper  as  he 
rolled  it  tight  and  smoothly,  and  then  he 
slowly  fastened  down  the  end,  and  then 
slowly  raised  it  up  and  deliberately  set  it 
between  his  teeth. 

The  monk  was  satisfied ;  or  at  least  he 
felt  that  whether  this  man  was  guilty  or 
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not,  he  was  too  audacious  to  interfere  with, 
and  leaving  a  pile  of  bones  rather  to  the 
right,  he  hastened  around  in  that  direction 
and  began  to  look  furtively  at  the  mission- 
ary, who  had  also  found  these  goods  wired 
to  the  shop  and  impossible  to  purloin. 

Mrs.  Wopsus  was  all  the  time  in  tears. 
Mollie  did  not  say  one  word,  but  kept  all 
the  time  back  in  the  dark  and  half-hidden 
out  of  sight.  Murietta  sought  her  out  at 
last,  for  he  feared  this  unearthly  sight 
might  have  an  unpleasant  influence  on  her 
young  spirits,  and  possibly  sit  on  her  ner- 
vous nature  too  heavily. 

She  was  leaning  up  against  the  damp 
wall  eating  a  bun,  and  trying  to  count  by 
the  dim  grating  light  the  number  of  bones 
that  there  were  in  an  exquisite  figure 
worked  on  the  ceiling  just  over  her  head. 

Carlton  seemed  to  be  getting  cold  and 
chilly  and  nervous.  The  brown  monk  kept 
looking  at  him,  too,  as  a  dog  will  look  and 
growl  at  a  man  he  has  seen  doing  some 
crime,  and  he  wanted  to  go  at  once. 

The  monk  went  down  to  where  the  Spe- 
cial  Correspondent  wa8  trying  to  measure 
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the  size  of  a  dead  monk's  skull,  and  kindly 
pretended  to  help  her  in  her  enterprise; 
but  it  was  observed  that  as  soon  as  he  got 
the  party  away  he  fell  to  counting  his 
skulls  and  looking  for  this  one  and  that,  aa 
a  shoddy  will  count  his  spoons  after  a  dinner 
to  the  Press  or  some  great  politician. 

At  last  the  party  filed  out  through  the 
narrow  door  of  death  into  the  open  day^ 
and  once  more  breathed  the  open  air,  as  the 
little  monk  stood  by,  taking  his  toll,  as  if 
they  were  passing  on  a  bridge  from  one 
world  to  the  other,  and  looking  at  the 
party  all  the  time  as  if  to  warn  them  off 
the  premises. 

What  possible  sermon  was  this  charnel- 
house  to  preach  ?  What  lesson  can  these 
fantastic  figures  teach?  Those  dead  men 
stand  grinning  at  death ! 

What  possible  good  can  there  be  in  the 
existence  of  this  terrible  place,  except  to 
teach  men  to  thank  God  for  the  sunlight 
when  they  once  more  behold  it. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

IS   THE   PALACE    OF   A  PBINCE. 

flOU  are  now  going  to  visit  the 
palace  of  a  prince,"  said  Marietta 
as  he  took  his  seat,  and  the  car- 
riage passed  under  the  arch  and  out  into 
the  street. 

Mollie  looked  up,  for  she  knew  he  was 
addressing  her. 

"  And  oh,  won't  that  be  jolly !  Pictures 
as  old  as  St.  Luke,  old  swords  and  lances 
on  the  wall,  helmets  hanging  all  around, 
great  armour,  men  of  steel  standing  in 
every  comer.  Oh,  I  know  just  what  it'a 
like.  Bet  your  life  I  know  all  about  it. 
I've  read  all  the  books  and  novels  that  ever 
was,  and — " 

"  Nay,  but  this  is  nothing  of  that  sort, 
Miss   Mollie,"   broke  in   Marietta,   for  he 
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wanted  to  prepare  her  mind  for  some- 
thing  unpleasant,  instead  of  allowing  it  to 
run  riot  in  such  imaginings.  *'No,  no- 
thing of  that  sort  at  all."  And  the  artist 
shook  his  head  gravely. 

"  Well,  there  is  at  least  a  secret  stair- 
case and  a  skeleton  or  two,  and  some  pretty 
story  about  a  cruel  old  father  and  a  £uthful 
maiden  and  a  brave  knight." 

"Like  Paolini,  for  instance,"  chimed  in 
Carlton. 

"  Like  Count  Paolini,  if  you  please,  Mr. 
Carlton,"  said  Mollie,  tossing  her  pretty 
head  half  haughtily  at  Carlton. 

"  I  protest,"  urged  Murietta  once  more 
and  very  gravely,  "  this  house  where  I  live, 
and  this  old  prince  lives,  and  some  others 
that  you  happen  to  know,  is  nothing  of  the 
sort.  It  is  a  rotten,  tumble-down  old  bar- 
racks, or  anything  you  choose  to  call  it  that 
is  vile,  and  we  who  live  there  are  beggars." 

"  Beggars !  "  cried  Mollie,  catching  her 
breath. 

"  Yes,  beggars.  That  is,  we  are  not  all 
beggars;  some  of  us  are  only  thieves  and 
robbers." 
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MoUie's  eyes  were  wide  with  wonder  as 
she  sat  gazing  at  the  earnest  and  immo- 
vable face  of  the  artist. 

"  But  speak  !  you  look  as  if  you  meant 
it!'' 

"  I  mean  it ;  every  word  of  it."  Then 
leaning  over  towards  the  half-frightened, 
honest-hearted  girl,  he  said,  "MoUie,  you 
have  often  asked  to  see  my  home  in  Rome." 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  girl. 

"  I  promised  you  that  pleasure,  or  what- 
ever you  may  be  polite  enough  to  call  it, 
often  time." 

"Well?" 

"  I  also  once  said  to  you  that  Prince 
Trawaska  was  a  villain !  " 

"  You  did,  and  he  is  the  gentlest  of  men. 
Why,  he  is  the  bosom  friend  of  Count 
Paolini!" 

"  One  moment.  Here  we  are.  Here  we 
get  out,  climb  these  broken  steps,  and  then 
up  a  narrow  court,  and  then  up  a  narrower 
stair,  and  we  are  in  the  palace  of  the  old 
prince,  where  I  and  Prince  Trawaska  and 
Count  Paolini,  singularly  enough,  have 
been  thrown  together.  And  MoUie,  listen." 

3  c 
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The  girl  looked  eagerly  in  his  face  as 
the  carriage  stopped,  and  the  footman 
opened  the  door,  and  the  artist  went  on 
hurriedly,  "Were  you  not  a  Califomian, 
and  the  full-hearted  whole-souled  little 
creature  that  you  are,  I  would  not  waste 
my  time  and  risk  being  run  through  for 
this.  Nay,  I  would  not  dtoe  bring  anyone 
in  all  the  worid  but  you  face  to  face  with 
the  truth,  as  I  shall  to-day ! " 

The  others  had  descended  and  were  wait- 
ing for  Murietta  to  lead  up  the  broken 
steps. 

"  Why,  this  would  make  a  pretty  good 
pasture  for  cattle,"  said  Mrs.  Wopsus,  as 
they  went  up  the  broken  steps  and  brushed 
the  long  strong  grass  that  was  growing  up 
between  the  cracks  in  the  rocks  and  out  of 
the  crevices. 

Carlton,  light-hearted  and  careless  as 
ever,  tapped  a  little  curly-headed  boy  on 
his  head  as  he  politely  lifted  his  cap  with 
its  crown  and  gold  band,  which  showed  he 
belonged  to  the  newly-established  schools 
of  Rome,  and  the  party  began  to  ascend 
the  narrow,  dirty  steps. 
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"  How  dark  it  is ! ''  said  Mollie. 

"  Perhaps  this  is  the  secret  staircase  of 
the  palace  where  we  are  to  find  the  skele- 
tons/' said  Carlton  as  they  still  climbed  and 
climbed  one  after  the  other  in  Indian  file. 

"  What  a  smell  of  onions ! "  said  Mrs. 
Wopsus  behind  her  handkerchief,  as  she 
panted  and  caught  her  breath  at  every  step. 

At  last  they  stopped  at  the  head  of  the 
stairs  and  looked  at  each  other,  for  here 
was  an  open  window  looking  out  towards 
St.  Peter's. 

"  Well,  'tis  not  so  dreadful  bad  after  all," 
said  Mollie  as  she  leaned  against  the  wall 
and  looked  out  and  over  the  Tiber  to- 
wards St.  Peter's. 

Murietta  threw  back  his  cloak,  and 
fumbled  a  moment  in  his  pocket.  Then 
the  door  flew  open,  or  rather  groaned 
open,  and  stepping  back,  he  beckoned  his 
friends  to  enter.  They  went  in,  headed 
by  Mollie,  and  passed  on  down  the  narrow 
hall  in  single  file. 

"  First  door  to  the  right,"  called  out  the 
artist.  The  door  stood  ajar,  and  Mollie 
peeped  in. 

"  No  thank  you,  I  will  stop  here  and 
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take  a  peep  at  St.  Peter's."  So  saying  she 
turned  to  the  open  window  and  leaned  over 
and  looked  out  and  away  to  the  north. 
A  little  yellow  bird  was  hopping  against 
the  wall  in  its  wire  cage,  and  the  merry- 
hearted  girl  searched  in  her  pocket,  drew 
forth  a  handful  of  sweets,  and  began  to 
feed  the  bird,  whUe  the  party  entered  and 
sat  down  in  the  little  parlour  and  studio  of 
the  artist,  with  its  single  picture. 

Carlton  saw  this  picture,  cried  "  By 
Jove !  "  and  then  sat  down  before  it  in 
sUence,  and  sat  and  looked  as  if  he  would 
continue  so  for  hours  without  once  lifting 
his  eyes  from  the  great  moving  and  won- 
derful face  before  him. 

Mrs.  Wopsus  occupied  herself  in  looking 
out  from  the  studio  window  to  the  south, 
and  watching  the  innumerable  cats  along 
the  top  of  the  walls. 

A  black-eyed  countess  in  a  cloud  of  hair 
came  timidly  in. 

"  Is  the  prince  your  father  in  ?  "  asked 
Murietta. 

^'  Oh  yes,  he  is  always  in  at  this  hour, 
the  dear  good  old  father,  he  is  always  in 
at  this  hour  for  his  lunch." 


In. the  Palace  of  a  Prince.  23 

"  Pray  don't  disturb  him  now ;  but 
when  he  has  quite  finished  his  lunch  let 
him  know  that  I  am  here  with  some  friends 
who  would  be  glad  to  see  him."  The 
countess  withdrew,  and  Murietta  went  up 
to  where  MoUie  stood  whistling  and  feed- 
ing the  little  yellow  bird. 

"  Have  a  goodie  ?  " 

"  No  thanks  ;  no  candies  for  me  this 
morning,  my  little  school-girl." 

"  My  little  school-girl !  My  little  school- 
girl! Now  look  here,  Mr.  Murietta,  Pm 
seventeen  come  next  May,  Pm  not  a  school- 
girl, Pve  finished.  Bet  your  life  Pm  done. 
And,  Mr.  Murietta,  Pm  not  going  back  to 
school  any  more.  Johnny  must  go  back 
because  Johnny's  a  boy,  and  is  not  so  old 
even  as  I  am,  but  I — not  for  Joseph ! " 

And  here  she  danced  and  spun  about, 
and  whistled  at  the  bird,  and  then  wound 
up  by  once  more  reaching  out  her  hand 
to  the  artist  and  asking  him  if  he  would 
•*  have  a  goodie." 

He  shook  his  head.  "  And  so  you  will 
not  go  back  to  school  any  more?  " 

"  Of  course  I  won't.    Why  do  you  know, 
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Mr.  Murietta,"  and  here  she  looked  about 
her  and  then  reaching  her  head  and  letting 
her  voice  fall,  "do  you  know  I've  had  seven 
offers  of  marriage !  Seven !  Seven !  And 
I  go  back  to  school !  Ha,  ha !  Now  I  like 
that.     Why  you  know  I  am  engaged  !  " 

"  But  you  will  not  marry  Paolini?'' 

"  Then  I  will  die  an  old  maid.  I  will 
enter  a  convent,  or  a  what-do-you-call-it — 
a  nunnery,  a  monkery — anything,  every- 
thing. No,  I  will  drown  myself,  Murietta, 
if  I  do  not  marry  Count  Paohni." 

Again  the  light-hearted  girl  left  the 
little  bird  to  hop  about  on  his  wires,  and 
again  she  spun  around  and  danced  till 
tears  came  into  her  eyes,  and  then  she 
came  back  and  looked  at  the  little  yellow 
bird  bouncing  around  on  his  wires,  and 
laughed.  There  had  nearly  been  an  April 
shower  in  the  full  spring-time  of  this  girrs 
life,  but  it  blew  over  in  an  instant,  and 
now  the  sun  was  shining  brighter  than 
before.  Murietta  went  close  up  to  the  girl 
as  she  began  again  to  feed  the  little  yellow 
bird  as  he  fluttered  about  on  his  wires. 

''  What  in  the  world  makes  you  look  so 
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serious?"  exclaimed  Mollie,  as  she  stopped 
her  hand  half  way  to  the  cage  with  a  bit  of 
candy,  for  she  had  just  caught  sight  of  the 
artist's  face. 

"  It  is  nothing,  MoUie,"  he  said,  assum- 
ing a  careless  air,  "  you  know  I  told  you 
they  were  all  either  beggars  or  thieves  in 
this  palace." 

"Well,  beggars  you  might  be  from  the 
looks  of  things ;  but  thieves  and  robbers  I 
Reckon  hardly." 

"Yes,"  said  Murietta  emphaticaUy, 
"  Prince  Trawaska  is  a  robber.  And  then 
there  is  Giuseppe,  he  is  only  a  thief  and  an 
assassin  ;  and  then  there  is  the  prince  of 
this  palace,  you  will  see  the  prince  in  a 
moment,  and  then  myself— only  we  are 
only  gentle  beggars — ^while  Count  PaoUni 
is  perhaps  by  turns  all  three  !  " 

The  little  maiden  dropped  the  nut  which 
she  held  half  way  to  the  fluttering  little 
yellow  habitant  of  the  wire  house,  and 
opened  her  soft  and  earnest  eyes  wider 
than  ever  before. 

"  I  do  not  trifle^  Mollie.  I  have  brought 
you  here  to  see  for  yourself.     First  see 
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for  yourself,  and  then  act  for  yourself. 
Your  good  sense  will  not  fail  you.  You 
have  been  very  ready  to  believe  all  that 
these  strangers  and  men  of  another  land 
and  another  religion  have  had  to  say. 
They  were  interested.  I  have  no  interest 
but  to  serve  you,  and  save  an  honest  and 
happy  girl  from  crime  and  misery.  It  is 
because  you  are  so  good  and  so  trustful,  and 
so  ready  and  willing  to  believe  anything 
that  you  must  now  suffer.  And  yet  it  is 
only  because  you  have  these  qualities  that 
I  dare  be  so  frank  and  plain  with  you. 
Will  you  trust  me  ?" 

The  girl  put  out  her  hand  in  a  helpless 
sort  of  a  manner,  and  still  stared  at  the 
artist.  Her  mind  was  floundering  beyond 
its  depth. 

"  Delighted,  delighted,  and  doubly  hon- 
oured ! "  The  old  prince  came  shuffling 
forth  and  bowing  almost  to  the  floor  as  he 
said  this.  "  And  will  the  lady  do  me  the 
honour  to  remember  the  old  prince  she 
saw  in  the  ancient  Theatre  of  Marcellus 
among  his  antiquities  " 

Mollie  reached  her  hand  and  smiled  at 


In  the  Palace  of  a  Prince.  27 

the  humility  of  the  old  prince,  who  now 
stood  before  her  uncovered. 

"And  you  still  have  a  store  of  antiquities 
on  hand  ?  " 

"  Oh  most  fortunate,  fair  lady,  most 
fortunate  for  me  and  for  your  most  noble 
and  generous  father,  I  have  just  received 
a  small  ship  load  from  Egypt,  and  the 
Holy  Land,  and  elsewhere.  Oh,  I  have 
now  enough  to  flood  all  America  if  I  could 
only  find  the  buyers.  If  I  could  only  find 
the  buyers,"  mused  the  old  man  half  to 
himself,  "  if  I  could  only  find  the  buyers, 
then  might  my  daughters  all  have  a  dowry 
and  the  crooked  be  made  straight." 

"  Then  you  have  daughters,"  said  Mollie, 
once  more  looking  up,  for  she  had*  again 
began  to  feed  the  yellow  little  captive  in 
the  wire  house. 

•  "  Daughters !"  The  old  man's  face  lighted 
up  with  parental  pride,  and  he  looked  at 
Murietta  as  if  he  wished  him  to  confirm 
his  story,  and  tell  the  young  lady,  while  he 
stood  there  bowing  very  humbly,  and  all  the 
time  rubbing  his  hands  as  if  to  wash  them 
free  from  the  stains  of  acids  and  colours 
used  in  making  his  antiquities. 
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"  Tea  indeed,  and  raost  beautiful  and 
interesting  children  they  are  too,"  said  the 
artist,  and  he  passed  into  bis  parlour  and 
puUed  the  beU. 

A  beautiful  young  lady  came  as  if  borne 
in  a  cloud  of  htiir.  Murietta  presented  his 
young  friend,  and  then  the  two  began  to 
feed  the  yellow  little  prisoner  together  as 
they  talked  in  a  friendly  fashion  of  their 
favourite  birds. 

"  I  wonder  if  this  is  the  wife  of  Count 
Paolini,"  thought  Murietta,  and  then  re- 
membering how  that  lady  always  blushed 
and  held  her  head  in  a  timid  and  tender 
fashion,  he  said, — 

"  And  is  the  Count  Paolini  welt?  " 

"  He  is  well,  I  believe ;  but  I  doubt  if  he 
yet  has  risen."  The  lady  laughed  but  did 
not  blush. 

The  artist  stepped  again  into  his  parlour^ 
and  again  pulled  the  bell. 

Then  another  beautiful  lady  entered, 
noiseless  and  airy  as  if  she  too  moved  in  a 
cloud. 

The  artist  presented  his  friend,  and 
Mollie  handed  her  a  handful -of  candies  at 
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once,  and  then  all  three  fell  to  feeding  the 
little  yellow  prisoner. 

"Is  the  Count  Paolini  fond  of  birds?" 
asked  the  artist,  with  well-disguised  con- 
cern. 

"  Oh,  very  fond  of  birds,"  answered  the 
second  lady  in  the  cloud,  as  she  looked  up 
from  feeding  the  little  favourite.  But  she 
did  not  blush. 

Again  the  artist  stepped  to  the  bell. 
The  door  opened,  another  dark  and  airy 
cloud,  with  a  beautiful  face  half  hidden 
away,  came  drifting  dreamily  through  the 
door. 

Murietta  stepped  back  to  give  her  room, 
and  she  too  in  a  little  time  had  passed 
through  the  ceremony  of  an  introduction, 
and  had  been  presented  with  a  handful  of 
nuts,  and  now  was  also  feeding  the  little 
yellow  favourite. 

"  The  Count  Paolini  is  late  this  morn- 
ing," began  the  artist. 

The  lady  dropped  the  bit  of  candy  be- 
hind the  bars  and  blushed  to  the  roots  of 
her  glorious  hair,  and  hid  her  face  behind 
her  sister. 
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''  Your  husband,"  began  the  artist  in  a 
cold,  clear  voice,  "  your  husband,  the 
Count  Paolini,  rises  late,  my  lady." 

"  True,  he  is  late,  and — but  what  is  the 
matter  with  the  beautiful  Inglese?  " 

Mollie  had  dropped  her  handful  of  sweets 
on  the  floor,  and  pale  and  startled  stood 
looking. at  Murietta. 

The  artist  turned  to  the  old  prince, 
who  again  began  to  bow  when  he  saw  that 
he  was  about  to  be  spoken  to,  and  in  a 
clear,  deliberate  voice  began :  "  I  happen 
to  know  your  son,  the  Count  Paolini, 
better  than  you  suppose ;  and  so  docs  this 
lady  know  him;  and  we  desire  to  see  him." 

"  With  the  greatest  pleasure.  With  the 
greatest  pleasure.  You  honour  him,  you 
honour  us."  And  the  old  prince  shuffled 
up  the  hall  and  out  of  the  door,  and  in  a 
moment  was  ringing  at  the  door  of  the 
room  of  the  Count  Paolini  and  the  Prince 
Trawaska. 

Singular  as  it  may  seem,  Mollie  in  a 
moment  had  recovered  her  self-possession, 
and  reaching  in  her  pocket  for  a  handful  of 
candies,  she  now  stood  leaning  out  of  the 
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window  with  the  other  ladies  and  whistling 
at  the  little  yellow  captive  in  the  wire 
prison.  The  little  Caltfornian  maiden  was 
utterly  hidden  by  the  many  dark  clouds 
that  hung  over  and  about  her.  Yet  the 
sky  seemed  clearing  up  again.  The  April 
shower  of  tears  was  passing  over.  The 
sun  and  sunshine  of  May  was  once  more 
filling  her  heart. 

The  Count  Paolini  came  forward  at  the 
call  of  his  father-in-law  with  a  great  deal 
of  confidence.  There  was  a  little  swagger 
and  banter  in  his  air  as  he  came  in,  in  ad- 
vance of  the  old  prince,  who  shuffled  on 
after  him,  as  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  artist. 
But  he  did  not  flinch.  He  came  boldly 
forward,  bowed  with  that  perfect  hollow 
politeness  peculiar  only  to  the  Latin  races, 
and  waited  for  Murietta's  reply. 

Soon  the  dark  ladies,  in  their  storms  of 
hair,  turned  from  the  bird  to  the  count,  for 
they  perhaps  kn^w  his  step,  or  what  is 
more  likely  they  felt  his  presence,  as  we 
often  feel  the  presence  of  our  friends  long 
before  either  seeing  or  hearing  them. 

Then  as  the  ladies  turned  and  the  clouds 
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cleared  away,  the  eyes  of  the  count  fell 
upon  the  form  of  MoUie  as  she  leaned  from 
the  window  and  whistled  still  at  the  yellow 
little  flutterer. 

The  artist  lifted  his  finger  into  the  face 
of  the  count  and  said  almost  savagely, 

"  That  is  all  I  have  to  say,  Count  Paolini, 
and  this  is  all  I  have  to  do." 

MoUie  had  sprung  back  from  the  win- 
dow, and  now  stood  looking  over  the 
shoulder  of  one  of  the  ladies  right  into  the 
face  of  the  count. 

The  artist  continued :  ''  I  have  nothing 
further  to  do  or  to  say.  I  bring  you  all 
toorether  here — the  husband  and  the  wife 
and  the  promised  wife, — the  little  confiding 
school-girl  that  a  hundred  base  Italians  have 
been  trying  half  a  year  to  entrap.  I  only 
wish  you  all  to  know  the  truth,  and  then 
to  do  precisely  as  you  please." 

''  Come  let  us  go,  let  us  go,  where  is  my 
mother?  Let  us  go  away,  I  shall  go  wild." 
Mollie  had  been  standing  still  all  the  time. 
Her  hand  was  full  of  sweets.  She  lifted 
them  up,  looked  at  them,  and  then  threw 
them  through  the  Avindow. 
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What  if  in  that  moment  standing  there, 
this  young  woman,  this  girl,  had  crossed 
the  line  that  lies  somewhere  between  the 
girl  and  the  woman? 

"And  that  is  your  husband?"  she  said 
with  a  touch  of  tenderness  to  the  countess 
at  her  side. 

"  Yes,  lady,  yes.  But  oh,  do  not  blame 
him  too  much.  It  is  so,  so  hard.  You 
do  not  know  what  it  is  to  fight  day  by  day, 
day  by  day,  with  nothing  to  fight  with,  to 
go  hungry  in  order  that  you  may  hold  your 
place  in  the  world,  the  place  you  are  born 
to,  and  to  appear  respectable.  Oh,  you  have 
fortune,  you  people  of  the  New  World,  and 
you  know  not  what  we  have  to  endure ! '' 

MoUie  forgot  herself  in  a  moment.  The 
emotions,  the  beautiful  sorrow  of  this  woman 
touched  her  heart. 

The  least  selfish  of  living  women,  she 
threw  her  arms  about  the  neck  of  the  dark 
countess,  kissed  her,  called  her  sister,  and 
telling  her  not  to  weep,  turned  suddenly 
to  the  old  prince  as  if  inspired  with  a  new 
thought,  and  said, — 

"  Get  your  antiquities  together  for  to- 
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morrow.  Be  there  early.  I  shall  be  there, 
and  I  shaU  bring  my  Californian  friends. 
Now  come !  "  And  without  one  word  to 
Paolini,  who  stood  as  if  struck  dumb,  she 
led  down  the  narrow  step  and  left  the 
artist  to  bring  her  mother  and  Carlton,  and 
in  a  little  time  they  were  back  to  the  H6tel 
Ville  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

"  OLD  ANTIQUITIES.'' 

OME  here,  Carlton;  come  here, 
Murietta."  Mollie  came  bound- 
ing by,  after  kissing  the  old 
general,  who  was  all  the  time  running  his 
mind  down  the  iron  grooves  of  his  rail- 
roads, to  the  neglect  of  everything  else,  and 
took  the  two  men  with  her  on  to  the 
balcony. 

"  Now,  look  here,''  she  said,  in  something 
of  a  flurry,  as  she  dived  her  hand  down 
into  her  pocket,  drew  up  a  handful  of 
sweets,  looked  at  them  a  second,  and  then 
sent  them  through  the  air,  "  I've  got  a  little 
game,  and  you're  to  help  me." 
''Well,  MoUie,  .but  what  is  it?" 
"  None  of  your  business ;  won't  you  help 
me?" 

1  D 
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"  Certainly,  I  will  help  you.  We  both 
will  help  you.  But  you  must  tell  us  what 
it  is,  or  we  will  not  know  what  to  do." 

"  Well,  I  will  tell  you  what  to  do  and 
how  to  do  it.     You  know  Jones? " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Murietta. 

"  And  you  know  McCreavy,  the  man  who 
used  to  be  head  porter  in  the  Oriental 
Hotel,  in  San  Francisco?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Carlton,  '*  I  know  him  very 
well.  He's  a  millionaire,  and  a  wonderfully 
conceited  Irishman  he  is  too,  and  a  bit 
proud  for  one  who  began  life  as  a  day 
labourer." 

*^'  No  matter  about  how  he  began  his  life, 
or  how  he  spends  it.  His  money  is  as 
good  as  any  man's,  and  I  want  him  to 
spend  his  money.  That's  all.  I  don't 
want  him  to  carry  trunks  or  wheel  dirt  on 
the  railroad.  I  want  him  to  buy,  and  I 
want  them  all  to  buy." 

"  To  buy?  " 

"  Yes,  to  buy.  You  see,  they  all  want 
little  sphinxes,  and  Egyptian  cats,  and 
copper  crocodiles,  and  brazen  serpents,  and 
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tear-]pottle8,  and  Etruscan  coins;  and  I 
know  a  place  where  they  are  cheap  and 
plenty.  I  know  where  there's  a  whole 
ship-load,  and,  bet  your  life,  I  am  going  to 
buy  out  the  whole  lot." 

"  But  I  do  not  know  anything  about 
this,''  protested  Murietta,  who  felt  that 
he  had  done  enough,  and,  at  all  events, 
preferred  to  keep  clear  of  any  freak  of 
the  charming  and  disappointed  little  CaU- 
fornian. 

*'  Well  now,  you  look  here."  The  little 
lady  laid  hold  of  the  artist's  coat,  and  drew 
him  and  Carlton  close  together.  "  You 
know  the  old  prince — call  him  the  prince  of 
humbugs,  if  you  like — who  keeps  the  stall 
of  old  wares  in  the  Marcellus?  " 

"  Where  your  father  bought  a  supply  ?  " 

"  The  very  place.  Well  now,  I'm  going 
to  buy  out  Old  Antiquities,  and  if  you  don't 
like  this  business,  you  have  only  to  go  to 
your  friends  and  my  friends,  and  all  mutual 
friends,  who  have  plenty  of  money,  and  tell 
them  that  Miss  MoUie  Wopsus  wants  to 
see  them.     You  have  both  promised  to 


38  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

help  me,  and  now  will  you  do  this  much 
to  start  on  ?  " 

The  men  both  cheerfully  agreed. 

"  Very  good,  now  go,  and  be  sore  and 
deliver  my  orders,  and  be  sure  that  these 
men  promise  to  come  to  me,  and  to  come 
at  once." 

Carlton  gave  the  young  girl  his  word, 
and  passed  into  the  parlour,  and  began  to 
talk  with  the  general  and  his  wife.  Murietta 
lingered  a  time,  and  when  he  finally  and 
firmly  refused  to  go  with  her  on  her  specu- 
lation in  the  old  theatre,  next  day,  she 
simply  said,  half  laughing — 

"  Very  well,  then,  call  to-morrow,  at  this 
time,  and  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it." 

He  stood  a  moment,  passed  then  slowly 
through  the  half-open  door,  to  join  the 
other  party,  but  looking  back  over  hi» 
shoulder,  saw  the  girl  weeping  as  if  her 
heart  would  break. 

Then,  with  that  impulsiveness  and  sud- 
denness of  action  that  was  always  gettfan^ 
him  into  trouble,  he  turned  back,  took^MH 
child   of  nature  in   hia    arnr-     — i^^^^^B 
the  great  white  moon  that  ^ 
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large  in  the  west,  bent  hU  head  and  kissed 
her  tenderly  as  a  brother  might  kiss  a 
lonely  and  weeping  sister,  and  then  promis- 
ing certainly  to  join  her  the  next  day  in  her 
little  enterprise,  he  led  her  into  the  parlour, 
and  there,  in  a  little  time,  had  her  laughing 
at  some  trifling  remark,  and  so  passed  on 
and  out  to  do  the  little  maiden's  will. 

Mr.  McCreavy  came,  as  she  expected. 
"I  have  found  the  dearest  old  place  yea 
know ! "  began  the  little  Californian  maiden, 
looking  around,  as  if  she  feared  some  one 
would  get  at  the  secret  she  was  about  to 
reveal.  "  Ah,  it  is  the  dearest  old  place 
in  all  the  world  to  buy  antiquities.  And 
Mr.  McCreavy,  knowing  how  learned  you 
are,  I  want  your  opinion." 

The  Irish  milHonflire  bowed  in  profound 
aeknowledgmetit,  and  with  an  air  that 
seemed  to  say,  "  You  arc  perfectly  right, 
young  woman,  else  how  could  a  day  labourer 
rise  to  be  head  jiortcr  in  a  hotel  ?  and  then 
how  could  an  Irish  hiywl  p'lPter  rise  to  be 
Uonairc,  and  tlw  ci'tiipanion  of  Irish 


I         H   lUUUUUtt* 

r 


she 


40  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

looked  around  as  if  she  feared  her  secret 
might  escape  her,  "  I  have  found  this  place 
all  by  myself,  I  and  the  governor,  and  he 
has  bought  a  great  deal,  and  we  intend  to 
buy  a  great  deal  more  to-morrow,  and  you 
see  they  will  not  last,  these  antiquities, 
they  will  all  be  gone  by  to-morrow  night. 
And  don't  you  know,  Mr.  McCreavy,  that 
they  have  got  some  of  the  original  brazen 
serpents  that  Moses  set  upon  a  pole,  when 
he  got  into  trouble  crossing  the  plains? 
Well,  they  have  got  some  of  these  very 
serpents." 

The  Irishman  was  not  certain  that  he 
precisely  cared  to  have  any  serpents  in  his 
house,  whether  brazen  or  what  not,  yet  he 
was  all  the  time  secretly  resolving  in  hia 
heart,  that  if  the  old  railroad  king  bought 
any  of  this  collection  of  antiquities,  he  too 
would  have  his  share,  at  any  cost,  for  no 
man  from  California  should  surpass  the 
man  they  were  accustomed  to  sneer  at  aa 
the  porter  of  the  Oriental  Hotel. 

"  Oh  !  here  comes  Jones  ;  now  Jones^ 
you  know,  is  father's  bosom  friend,"  8«]4 
Mpllie,  ^^and  of  course  he,  too,  must -be 
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with  us,  but  I  have  promised  father  to 
let  no  one  know  a  word  about  it  but 
Californians." 

"  Good,  that  is  best,  for  barring  a  few 
more  crosses,  and  a  few  more  baskets  of 
beads  that  have  been  blessed  by  the  Holy 
Father,  which  I  must  take  home  for  my 
Irish  servant  girls — you  know  how  exact- 
ing the  Irish  servant  girls  are,  and  how 
much  they  always  expect ; — well,  as  I  was 
saying,  barring  a  few  crosses  and  beads,  I 
know  of  nothing  I  want  now  but  a  few 
more  antiquities  of  the  far  past  middle 
ages  of  the  period  of  Moses." 

"Well,  now,"  said  MoUie,  in  a  whisper, 
and  still  looking  around,  as  if  in  great  fear 
of  listeners,  "  this  is  the  only  place  in 
Rome  where  no  foreigners  ever  go.  It  is 
away  down  there  among  the  thieves  and 
robbers,  and  where  they  have  the  fevers, 
— and  look  here !  " 

The  Irishman  leaned  eagerly  forward. 

"  It  is  kept  by  a  prince !  " 

"No!" 

"  But  I  tell  you  it  is.  It  is  the  dingiest 
and  the  dreadfullest  place   in  all  the  old 
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Theatre  of  Marcellus.  And  I  tell  you  it  is 
kept  by  an  old  Italian  prince  who  has  four 
beautiful  daughters,  all  countesses  in  their 
own  right,  and  all  that,  so  that  there  is 
no  mistake  about  it.  But  here  I  must  see 
4  Jones.     You  will  not  tell?  " 

"  Not  a  word." 

"  And  you  will  please  not  go  too  early 
in  the  morning.  Meet  us  there  at  about 
twelve ;  for  you  know  the  governor  has  not 
yet  had  half  his  supply." 

"  0,  never  fear.  I  may  be  a  little  early," 
said  the  shrewd  Irishman,  "  but  still  I  will 
not  take  anything  that  your  governor  wants. 
The  general  is  too  dear  to  me  for  that." 

And  then  the  millionaire  took  his  leave 
and  went  home  determined  to  be  the  first 
in  the  field  next  morning  and  show  the 
general  and  Jones  too,  that  he  really  did 
understand  antiquities  and  prize  them  too. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  designing  little 
Mollie  to  herself,  "I  shall  proceed  to 
doctor  Mr.  Jones,"  and  so  she  did.  And 
as  the  general  dilated  on  what  he  had 
bought,  and  exhibited  his  collection  of  coins 
to  be  taken  back  to  California  and  pre* 


'' Old  Antiquities:'  '    43 

sented  to  the  university  at  his  death,  Jones 
fairly  groaned  to  think  how  he  had  frittered 
away  his  time,  and  that  how  he  had  really 
nothing  at  all  to  take  back  with  him  of  the 
Old  World  and  show  his  taste  and  industry 
to  his  countrymen.  For  the  first  time  he 
began  to  see  how  very  important  a  per- 
sonage in  the  eyes  of  his  fellow-citizens  is 
the  antiquarian  who  has  spent  his  time 
abroad  buying  and  acquiring  reUcs  of  the 
dead  past. 

"  By  Jove !  "  said  Jones,  as  he  drove  his 
hat  unnecessarily  hard  over  his  head  that 
evening  after  bidding  .n  e^ly  g<x>d  even- 
ing  to  the  old  general  and  his  good  wife 
and  daughter,  "  by  Jove  !  Now  here's  a 
chance  to  buy  a  lot  of  this  infernal  anti- 
quarian stuff  by  the  wholesale,  and  hanged 
ifldon'tdoit!*' 

Jones  reached  home  early  that  evening, 
fiUed  his  pockets  with  aU  kinds  of  money 
and  plenty  of  it,  and  ordered  his  carriage 
for  an  unusually  early  hour. 

It  was  past  the  appointed  hour  when  the 
artist  came  to  the  hotel  next  morning,  and 
lie  fev  "  with  her  mother  in 
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the  carriage  waiting  in  the  court  for  his 
coming. 

The  general  had  grown  tired  of  waiting, 
and  had  gone  back  to  his  study  and  his 
railroads.  Perhaps  he  had  not  wanted  to 
go  in  the  first  place. 

They  drove  rapidly  to  the  Theatre  of 
Marcellus. 

"  The  dear  old  prince,"  said  Mollie,  still 
pouting  a  little  over  the  tardiness  of  the 
artist,  "  the  dear  old  prince  of  antiquities, 
he  will  begin  to  think  I  did  not  intend  to 
keep  my  word." 

Soon  they  drew  up  before  the  shop. 

**  This  is  not  the  place,"  said  Mollie. 

"  It  looks  like  the  place,"  said  Murietta; 
*'  but  it  is  shut  up.  Perhaps  the  old  man 
is  sick." 

"  No,  no,  no,"  remonstrated  Mollie,  "  he 
is  not  sick,  unless  he  is  sick  at  heart  and 
disgusted  that  I  did  not  keep  my  promise. 
Come,  we  will  drive  there.  We  will  see 
your  palace  again ; "  and  the  California 
girl  gave  the  order,  as  only  a  California 
girl  can,  without  asking  the  consent  or 
opinion  of  any  one,  and  in  a  moment  they 


'' Old  Antiquities:'  45 

were  turning  around  a  corner  and  making 
their  way  through  the  crowd  of  peasants 
in  the  streets  of  the  Via  Montehare. 

Under  the  low  arch,  up  the  broken  steps 
with  the  long  grass,  up  by  the  blue  Ma- 
donna with  the  perpetual  lamp  at  her  feet, 
up  the  narrow  stone  steps,  and  the  artist 
threw  back  his  cloak,  fumbled  in  his  pocket, 
and  then  the  old  door  groaned  and  opened 
its  wide  mouth  and  admitted  the  party 
without  a  word. 

MoUie  fell  to  feeding  the  little  yellow 
bird  that  bobbed  and  bounded  about  in  its 
wire  prison,  and  Mrs.  Wopsus  looked  out 
over  the  pleasant  Palatine  in  the  distance, 
while  the  artist  rang  the  bell  for  a  countess, 
that  he  might  inquire  after  the  health  of 
the  old  prince. 

A  countess  came  to  the  door,  saw  Mollie 
feeding  the  little  yellow  favourite ;  and 
then  she  fell  at  the  feet  of  the  California 
girl,  and  laid  hold  of  her  very  shoes,  soiled 
and  dusty  as  they  were,  and  wept  and 
laughed  with  delight  by  turns. 

''Well!"  said  Murietta  to  himself,  "that 
one  is  not  much  account  to  answer  ques- 
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tions,  guess  I  shall  have  to  ring  up  an- 
other." He  pulled  the  bell,  and  instantly 
pulled  out  another  countess  through  the 
door.  But  to  his  amazement  this  one  too, 
the  moment  she  saw  the  confused  and  em- 
barrassed girl,  fell  at  her  feet  beside  her 
sister,  and  also  burst  into  tears. 

"  Well,  that's  incomprehensible !  "  said 
the  artist.  "  I  must  have  some  one  to  ex- 
plain," and  he  again  pulled  the  bell. 

Then  another  countess,  and  lo!  she  too 
fell  at  the  feet  of  the  California  girl  and 
wept  and  laughed  with  her  sisters. 

Murietta  was  getting  almost  as  'embar- 
rassed as  MoUie,  who  had  stood  there  all 
this  time,  turning  red  and  more  red  each 
time  a  countess  came  out  and  fell  at  her 
feet.  He  rushed  back  and  pulled  the  bell 
with  all  his  might. 

The  door  opened.  The  fourth  countess 
came,  and  came  as  if  she  was  a  little 
frightened  at  the  loud  manner  in  which  the 
bell  had  rang.  But  no  sooner  did  she  see 
the  face  and  figure  of  MoUie  than  she  went 
down  on  her  face  before  her  and  mingled 
her  tears  with  those  of  her  sisters. 
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The  artist  scratched  his  head.  Then,  not 
knowing  what  else  to  do,  and  possibly  not 
really  knowing  what  he  did,  he  reached 
and  once  more  pulled  the  bell  as  if  he 
would  break  its  heart  strings. 

This  time  there  was  a  shuffling  noise  and 
the  old  prince  stood  in  the  door  in  his 
slippers,  while  the  count  stood  looking  over 
his  shoulder  at  the  scene  before  him.  The 
old  prince  had  a  great  roll  of  bank  notes 
and  Italian  money  of  many  colours  in  his 
hand. 

"  You  did  not  keep  your  promise,"  cried 
MoUie  as  she  saw  the  prince,  for  she  was 
glad  to  have  something  to  say  to  break  this 
singular  gathering  of  black  clouds  that  had 
quite  alarmed  her. 

"  Keep  my  promise,  lady !  0  lady,  you 
are  my  patron  saint !  Surely  you  are  the 
Madonna  in  disguise ! "  And  here  the  old 
man  himself  fell  down  on  his  knees,  and 
left  the  Count  Paolini  standing  all  alone. 

"  You  are  an  angel !  I  am  a  devil,  but 
you  are  an  angel  1"  cried  the  count,  and 
then  he  too  fell  upon  his  knees  before 
her. 
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"What  in  the  world  does  it  all  mean? 
Come,  old  prince,  get  up.  I  want  to  buy 
your  antiquities." 

"  Buy  my  worthless  antiquities,  lady ! 
Thank  heaven,  they  have  all  been  sold  these 
two  hours,  and  the  shop  is  shut.  I  am 
now  indeed  a  prince.  And  I  have  also 
escaped  the  sin  of  selling  to  you,  my 
dearest  friend,  these  worthless  wares,  for 
your  friends  have  bought  them  all,  and  at 
jny  own  price." 

i  The  dark  clouds  about  the  feet  of  the 
new  Madonna  had  gently  gathered  to  one 
side,  and  some  of  them  were  leaning  out  of 
the  window  by  the  yellow  little  bird  as  the 
old  man  finished  this  speech  and  rose  up 
with  Count  Paolini ;  and  Mollie  now  stood 
quite  alone  and  seemed  a  little  embarrassed 
at  the  thought  of  how  much  good  she  had 
done  to  this  really  good  old  man  and  his 
grateful  and  beautiful  daughters. 

She,  too,  turned  to  feed  the  little  bird  as 
before,  and  then,  suddenly  unfastening  the 
hanging  cage,  she  turned  to  the  prince  and 
the  count,  and  holding  it  up  before  her 
while  the  yellow  little  captive  flew  from 
wire  to  wire,  and  chirped  and  bowed  and 
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said  pretty  things  to  every  one  at  once,  she 
said,  "  I  have  nothing  to  love  now  but  this 
little  yellow  bird.  I  will  take  this  bird ! " 
And  then  she  turned  to  go;  and  as  her 
mother  and  Murietta  followed,  the  ladies 
crowded  around  and  kissed  her  hands  as 
she  held  the  cage  up  as  if  to  ward  them  off, 
but  the  count  did  not  dare  to  speak,  and  the 
old  prince  stood  in  the  door  bowing  pro- 
foundly, and  all  the  time  washing  his  hands 
as  if  he  now  would  really  like  to  wash  off 
the  stain  of  the  acids,  and  forget  that  he 
had  ever  had  to  do  with  them. 

"  Murietta,"  said  Mollie  with  a  sigh,  "  I 
have  one  more  favour  to  ask,"  as  they 
drove  up  past  the  bottom  of  the  great 
stairs  leading  to  the  top  of  the  Capitoline 
by  the  little  she-wolf. 

"  And  if  it  is  in  my  power  I  will  grant 
it.     Tell  nae  what  it  is." 

"  1  want  you  to  buy  me  that  she-wolf; 
for  I  have  nothing  now  in  the  world  to 
love  but  this  little  yellow  bird."  The  de- 
licate little  chin  of  the  girl  quivered  as  she 
spoke  and  looked  down  at  the  chirping 
yellow  creature  springing  from  wire  to 
wire,  and  Mrs.  Wopsus  burst  into  tears. 


50  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

"  Why,  my  dear  Mollie,  that  wolf  bears 
the  weight  of  the  New  Italy  on  its  back. 
Rome  would  part  rather  with  the  pope 
than  that  little  she-wolf.  But  here ! "  He 
called  out  to  the  driver,  and,  dismounting  at 
a  well-known  turn  in  the  street,  soon  had  a 
whole  menagerie  of  pets  sent  to  the  cais 
riage. 

MoUie  was  not  hard  to  please.  She 
chose  an  enormous  white-winged  cockatoo 
from  Africa  and  a  little  brown  poodle  dog 
not  much  larger  than  a  mouse,  and  the 
party  soon  drew  up  at  the  hotel. 

Mollie  remained  very  thoughtful  for 
hours.  After  dinner  she  said  to  her  father 
suddenly:  "You  wish  me  to  return  to 
school?" 

"Ah,  my  daughter,"  said  the  general 
affectiqnately,  "if  you  only  would  return 
to  school  for  a  few  years!" 

"  Say  no  more  about  it.  I  am  going. 
I  am  going  back  to  school  with  Johnny  in 
the  morning.  And  you  are  to  take  me, 
take  me  and  the  little  yellow  fidgetty,  the 
broAvn  mouse  bull  dog,  and  the  great  big 
screaming  cockatoo  and  all!" 
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"  And  all,"  cried  the  happy  old  general. 
"  Everything  you  want  in  the  world, 
MoUie,  only  go  back  again  to  school  and 
get  away  from  these  hollow,  cunning,  and 
cold-hearted  fortune  hunters ! " 

"  Yes,  I  am  going,  we  will  go  to-mor- 
row ;"  and  then  she  rose  up  and  kissed  the 
old  general  very  tenderly,  and  then  kissed 
her  mother  till  both  burst  into  tears,  and 
then  in  a  few  moments  this  little  April 
shower  had  blown  over,  and  all  seemed 
perfectly  happy. 

MoUie  and  Murietta  sat  out  on  the  bal- 
cony late  that  night  and  watched  the  great 
white  moon  retire  and  settle  away  in  the 
west  till  it  touched  the  Mediterranean  Sea. 

"It  is  my  last  night  in  Rome,  or  in 
society  at  all  for  a  long  time,  and  I  want 
you  to  stay  here  and  talk  to  me,  for  I  shall 
be  a  little  lonesome."  And  so  he  remained 
and  talked  to  the  little  lady  of  the  Far 
West  of  all  things,  of  anything  except  the 
one  sad  subject  that  he  feared  might  still 
be  eating  at  her  heart. 

At  last  it  was  time  to  retire,  and  the  two 
stood  together  on  the  balcony  and  he  bade 

1  £ 
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the  brave,  warm-hearted  little  woman  fare- 
well, and  he  kissed  her  with  a  brother's 
kiss. 

Suddenly  she  turned  as  they  were  pass- 
ing through  the  door  to  join  her  parents  in 
the  parlour  and  said,  half  savagely,  with 
her  little  fist  lifted  in  the  air,  "  Do  you 
know  what  I  should  have  done  if  Paolini 
had  been  a  man  ?  " 

You  mean  if  you  had  been  a  man, 
MolUe." 

"  No,  I  don't.  I  mean  .if  Paolini  had 
been  a  man ;  or  if  he  had  been  even  the 
tenth  part  of  a  man.  Nay,  had  he  been 
the  hundredth  part  of  the  man  that  I  am 
myself;  do  you  know  what  I  would  have 
done?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  Mollie." 

"  I  would  have  murdered  him ! "  She 
fairly  hissed  the  words  through  her  teeth. 
"I  would  ave  shot  him  through  the  heart 
to-day !" 


CHAPTER  XL. 


"l   HAVE   SOMETHING  TO   TELL  YOU/' 


FEW  days  after  the  last  scene 
Murietta,  with  the  secretary  and 
Carlton,  sauntered  out  of  Rome 
for  a  walk  in  the  Borghese.  They  passed 
through  the  Porto  Populo,  turned  to  the 
right,  and  passed  under  the  extended  wings 
of  the  great  eagles  that  sit  above  the  massive 
gates  of  the  roads  under  the  north-east  wall 
of  the  city. 

This  was  the  season  for  such  a  walk.  It 
was  just  the  thing  to  do.  All  Rome  wa« 
daily  pursuing  the  same  thing;  with  the 
exception  that  half  of  Rome  rode  in  car* 
riages,  and  a  portion  still  were  on  borte* 
back,  including  the  King  of  Italy,  tlM 
Crown  Prince,  and  a  small  army  of  oAeeri 
of  their  suite. 
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The  woods  were  in  full  leaf,  the  grass 
grew  long  and  strong,  and  leaned  in  the 
soft  wind  that  blew  through  the  trees,  and 
there  was  the  sound  of  bees  in  the  white 
blossoms  of  the  locust  boughs  overhead,  and 
birds  and  butterflies  moved  and  wound 
through  the  air,  and  all  things  seemed  full 
of  life,  and  tranquil  life  and  rest  and 
peace. 

Away  out  yonder  on  the  lawn,  under  the 
wall,  were  a  lot  of  monks  in  long  red  gowns 
playing  at  ball  and  shouting  at  each  other 
like  children.  Some  of  these  red  monks 
were  black,  curly-headed  negroes. 

Carriages  were  coming  and  going  by 
hundreds.  People  passed  on  foot  in  light 
and  airy  dress,  and  horsemen  galloped  past 
in  pairs,  and  men  lifted  their  hats  in  silent 
respect  as  the  royal  party  rode  on  under 
the  waving  boughs,  and  on  by  the  many 
fountains. 

Ourfriends  reached  the  heart  of  the  lonely 
wood,  and  there  leaving  the  carriage  road, 
went  down  a  stair  of  stones  together  toward 
a  little  valley  of  deeper  wood,  with  dark 
and  mysterious  walks,  and  fountains  playing 
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at  every  cross  of  the  many  interwinding 
walks  through  the  silent  and  most  romantic 
wood. 

Some  swans  were  floating  idly  around 
under  the  plash  and  fall  of  the  fountain, 
and  children  were  feeding  them  from  their 
little  hands  whenever  they  could  induce 
them  near  enough  to  the  brink  of  the  great 
stone  basin  in  which  they  swam. 

"  Ah,  this  was  a  land  to  battle  for,"  said 
Carlton,  swinging  his  cane  in  the  air,  and 
catching  a  glimpse  of  the  blue  skies  through 
the  boughs  and  blossoms  overhead. 

"When  Rome  was  Rome,"  said  the 
secretary,  "and  there  stood  on  every  hill  a 
new  Jerusalem  as  it  were,  what  wonder 
that  men  gave  soul  and  body  for  the  hope 
of  holding  her  reins  in  hand  but  a  single 
day." 

"  The  skies  are  the  same,"  said  Murietta, 
"the  woods  are  the  same,  the  birds  and 
the  butterflies  they  blow  about  us  the  same 
as  they  did  around  the  golden  chariots  of 
the  CaBsars.  Ah,  my  friends,  it  is  not  the 
city  that  thrills  you  this  morning.  It  is  the 
wood,  the  air^    the    sky,  Nature.      There 
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needs  to  be  no  new  Jerusalem  on  a  hill  to 
challenge  your  admiratiop  this  morning. 
This  is  perfection.  Man  Avill  never  make 
it  finer,  build  his  cities  as  he  may ! " 

Thus  admiring,  talking  carelessly,  walk- 
ing slowly  on,  they  came  soon  to  the  car- 
riage drive  on  the  other  side  of  the  wood, 
for  the  place  is  limited,  and  the  road  makes 
a  circuit  around  the  little  valley  with  the 
deep  dense  wood.  Our  friends  had  crossed 
the  valley,  and  coming  now  out  of  the 
thick  of  the  wood,  they  saw  a  number  of 
carriages  drawn  up  under  the  trees  on  the 
grass  at  the  side  of  the  drive  by  a  plashing 
fountain.  They  drew  near  this  fountain, 
for  some  tall  dark  men,  in  the  costume  of 
the  desert,  Arabs  they  were,  had  dismounted 
and,  oddly  enough,  were  leading  their 
supple  horses  up  to  drink  at  the  fountain  ; 
just  as  if  they  were  out  on  a  great  desert, 
and  had  suddenly  come  upon  a  well. 

Murietta's  admiration  for  the  horse  was 
always  great,  but  now  to  see  these  children 
of  nature,  here  in  this  old  civilization,  dis- 
mount and  devote  their  first  care  to  their 
supple   and    sinewy   friends,    whom    they 
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talked  to  and  treated  as  brothers,  he  was 
quite  carried  away,  and  noticed  no  one, 
nothing  but  these  tall  dark  men,  these 
Ishmaelites,  with  their  strange  history  and 
wild  life  of  the  desert  and  their  beautiful 
horses.  He  left  his  companions  and  passed 
at  the  back  of  the  party  of  Arabs,  and 
under  the  deeper  hanging  wood,  where 
there  were  but  one  or  two  carriages,  half 
hidden  away,  to  get  a  better  view  of  the 
splendid  steeds  as  they  stretched  their  necks 
and  gratefully  drank  from  the  fountain. 

"  I  have  escaped  from  my  prison,  you 
see,  ha,  ha,  ha !  " 

"Good  heavens!"  The  man  threw  up 
his  hand  to  his  face  like  a  child  that  is 
frightened,  and  took  a  step  backward, 

"  Are  you  well?  How  are  you?  And  how 
does  it  happen  that  you  are  on  foot,  when  the 
king  and  all  his  court  are  so  gaily  mounted 
to-day,  and  riding  through  the  woods  ?  " 

The  lady  laughed  a  little  as  she  spoke, 
and  raising  her  head,  looked  to  the  left 
down  the  wood  as  if  she  was  expecting 
some  one,  and  was  in  fear  that  he  would 
come  too  soon. 
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The  artist  stepped  foi-wiird  mechanically,- 
touched  the  little  pink  and  pearl  hand,  and 
then,  !is  it  fluttered  about  and  finally  settled 
as  it  always  did  settle  on  the  bed  of  rose  and 
pink  before  the  beautiful  countess,  he  ex- 
tended his  fingers  and  lifted  his  hat,  passed 
the  compliments  of  the  day,  and  was  step- 
ping back  and  away  into  the  crowd. 

The  lady  lifted  her  hand,  leaned  forward, 
looked  very  serious  at  the  artist,  and  then 
glancing  suddenly  over  her  shoulder,  as  if 
to  be  sure  she  was  not  watched  or  over- 
heard, she  turned  her  great  brown  eyes, 
now  half  full  of  ttars,  full  ui)on  the  artist, 
and  said ; 

"  I  have  something  to  tell  you.  Come 
here.  For  heaven's  sake  do  not  leave  me. 
This  :aay  be  the  last  time  I  shall  see  you-  I 
only  managed  to  escape  this  morning  from 
my  prison  by  the  skin  of  my  teeth,  pome !  " 

The  man  stepped  back,  and  stood  by  the 
carriage  very  awkwardly,  and  very  much 
concerned ;  for  the  lady  seemed  wild  and 
excited  beyond  any  reason. 

She  looked  once  more  over  her  shoulder, 
nervously.     "  They  are  down  there."     The 


"  /  have  something  to  tell  you^        59 

little  pearl  hand  fluttered  in  the  direction 
of  the  deep  wood. 

"  They  will  be  back  in  a  minute.     You  ) 
see  I  cannot  shake  them  off  for  a  moment.   ' 
They  have  got   my  little  boy;   my  little 
Sunshine,  as  you  call  him." 

The  artist  caught  a  feeling  of  nervous  fear 
from  the  lady  as  if  it  had  been  a  fever ;  and 
he,  too,  began  to  look  down  the  wood  and 
feel  a  dread  that  they  would  come.  Per- 
haps this  was  in  sympathy  for  the  lady,  who 
really  seemed  to  suffer  with  terror  at  the 
thought  of  seeing  them. 

"  Do  you  know,"  she  lifted  her  finger  to 
her  lip,  "  do  you  know  they  are  trying  to 
get  my  little  boy  away  from  me,  trying  to 
turn  him  against  me,  and  make  him  hate 
me?" 

Murietta  did  not  answer.  He  began  to 
feel  a  sympathy  that  was  tearing  his  heart 
out. 

"Well,  they  are,"  she  continued,  still 
glancing  now  and  then  over  her  shoulder, 
and  once  more  lifting  her  finger  to  her  lips, 
"  they  are  doing  everything  to  turn  him 
against  me,  and  get  him  away,  and  to  make 
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him  hate  me.  And  that  is  not  all,  nay, 
that  is  not  half.  Half!  that  is  nothing — 
that  is  nothing  at  all.  Bat  do  you  knoiv 
what  fearful  thing  they  are  trying  to  do?  " 

The  artist  again  looked  blank,  bnt  did 
not  answer,  save  with  his  eyes. 

"  I  will  tell  you.  Look  here.  Lean  your 
head  a  little  further." 

The  artist  stepped  close,  and  she  reached 
out  her  face,  now  aU  aglow,  and  once  more 
looking  over  her  shoulder,  she  said  ex- 
citedly : 

"  They  are  trying  to  make  him  a  Catho- 

lie!" 

Then  the  lady's  face  grew  suddenly 
white,  and  she  settled  back  in  her  bed  of 
pink  and  rose,  and  the  little  pearl  hand  lay 
on  her  lap  as  dead  and  helpless  as  if  it  was 
to  never  rise  up  any  more. 

If  there  had  been  a  grain  of  selfishness 
in  the  make  up  of  this  man,  he  now  would 
certainly  have  lifted  his  hat  and  turned 
away.  There  are  men  who  suffer  more 
from  the  nervous  fears  and  concerns  of 
others  than  from  their  own.  Murletta  was 
such  a  man  as  this.     He  was  a  man  who 
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had  suffered  terribly  and  intensely  all  his 
life;  yet  he  despised  suffering  when  that 
suffering  was  his  own.  When  the  affair 
was  one  of  his  own,  he  would  rise  up,  take 
the  bit  in  his  teeth  if  the  occasion  was 
great  enough  to  demand  it,  and  right  things 
and  revenge  them,  or  else  bear  and  be  satis- 
fied. But  when  it  was  another  who  suffered, 
a  fair  and  a  beautiful  woman,  full  of  soul 
and  sentiment,  and  one  whom  he  could  not 
assist,  then  he,  through  this  sympathetic 
nature  of  his,  suffered  too,  and  even  more 
heavily  than  she. 

Standing  there  before  her,  all  the  sun- 
shine of  the  day  was  driven  away.  He 
became  more  utterly  overcast.  A  cold 
moist  wind  seemed  blowing  on  him,  and 
rasping  his  nerves  with  a  chill  and  damp 
that  went  to  the  marrow. 

He  wanted  to  get  away,  and  yet  his  un- 
selfish, sympathetic  nature  bade  him  stand 
there  and  suffer  while  she  suffered. 

He  lifted  his  eyes  and  looked  fi*om  under 
the  boughs  over  and  across  the  fountain, 
for  the  Arabs  were  now  leading  their  horses 
away  and  mounting  them  in  the  edge  of 
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the  open  road.  Watching  these  men,  for 
want  of  something  better  to  do,  while  he 
stood  there,  his  eyes  met  the  eyes  of  Carl- 
ton. He  had  been  looking  at  him  all  this 
time.  Glancing  around  the  crowd  he  saw 
that  others,  too,  were  noticing  him,  and 
frowning  or  half  sneering  as  if  he  had  been 
caught  in  a  crime. 

It  was  his  turn  now  to  turn  pale.  The 
whole  thing  flashed  on  his  mind  in  a  mo- 
ment. "  Then  they  saw  me  put  down  my 
face  to  hers  to  hear  her  tell  her  trouble. 
They  saw  her  rest  her  hand,  saw  her  fall 
back  in  the  carriage  as  if  something  terrible 
had  been  said  or  done."  He  pulled  his 
cloak  close  about  his  shoulders,  for  he  was 
growing  chill,  even  in  a  Roman  summer. 

The  countess  half  straightened  in  her 
seat,  and  looking  up  under  the  sweeping 
boughs  down  a  sloping  walk  towards  a  foun- 
tain, she  said,  "  They  are  coming,"  and  then 
she  smiled  in  the  old  half-sad  fashion,  as 
if  nothing  had  happened,  for  she  caught 
sight  of  her  little  boy  sailing  along  with 
his  hat  in  his  hand  and  his  hair  on  the  morn- 
ing wind,  as  he  ran  in  chase  of  a  butterfly. 
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"  How  beautiful  he  is  this  morning,"  said 
Murietta. 

"  Do  you  know,"  said  the  countess,  now 
quite  recovered,  "  that  I  am  perfectly  cer- 
tain that  children  come  to  us  directly  and 
immediately  from  among  the  angels?" 

"  And  pray,"  smiled  Murietta,  "  how 
came  you  by  such  pleasant  knowledge?  " 

"  0,  I  know  it  by  the  way  they  behave, 
by  their  actions.  See — ^look  at  my  little 
boy  there  as  he  runs  in  chase  of  the  butter- 
fly. How  light  and  airy  he  is.  He  is 
hardly  yet  of  the  earth.  You  see  he  can 
almost  fly  even  yet.  He  is  more  of  heaven 
than  earth,  even  though  he  has  already  been 
here  for  some  years.  He  is  much  more  like 
an  angel  in  his  movements  than  like  a  man." 

The  old  admiral  was  glorious  in  his  sum- 
mer sailor's  clothes  and  low- crowned  hat, 
with  its  immense  band,  just  as  we  have  seen 
him  at  Genoa.  He  walked  with  the  same 
swagger  through  the  beautiful  avenue  by 
the  musical  fountains  as  he  did  at  the  first. 
Beauty,  melody,  nature,  had  nothing  in 
common  with  him,  and  took  no  hold  on  his 
hard  and  uncompromising  souL 
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"  Oh,  that  monster !  Must  I  for  ever  re- 
main in  the  power  of  that  beast?"  The 
lady  hid  her  face  as  she  said  this,  and  shud- 
dered and  trembled. 

Murietta's  blood  was  in  his  face  once 
more.  He  was  about  to  speak,  about  to 
throw  back  his  cloak  and  ask  permission 
of  the  countess  to  fly  at  the  throat  of  this 
man  who  was  persecuting  her,  whomsoever 
he  might  be,  and  strangle  him  on  the  spot, 
when  she  went  on  kindly,  as  she  imcovered 
her  face : 

"  You  made  me  a  promise." 

''  Yes." 

"  You  promised  that  when  I  sent  my 
maid  to  you — sent  any  one  with  word  to 
you  that  I  needed  you,  you  would  come." 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  emphatically. 

"  Lift  your  hand." 

He  lifted  his  hand  from  out  his  cloak  and 
in  the  air  above  his  head. 

"You  swear  to  keep  your  promise? " 

"  I  swear  to  keep  my  promise." 

"  There,  that  is  well,"  and  she  sank  back 
again  as  the  men  drew  near.  Then  sud- 
denly rising  up  and  leaning  forward,  ahe 
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said,  "Here  is  a  secret.  My  father  is 
coming.  My  old,  old  father.  He  is  old  and 
he  is  dying,  but  he  is  coming  to  take  me 
out  of  Italy  and  away  from  these  people 
who  hold  me  here,  or  die  with  me.  He  is 
coming.  They  will  try  to  keep  him  from 
coming ;  they  have  kept  him  from  me  for 
years,  but  he  will  be  here  soon.  They  will 
try  to  keep  him  from  seeing  me  when  he 
comes.     But  you — " 

The  men  were  passing  through  the  gate, 
but  a  few  steps  distant.  The  old  admiral 
had  his  hat  in  his  left  hand,  and  was  reach- 
ing the  other  to  Mjurietta. 

"  Glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Murietta.  You 
know  I  am  a  blunt  but  honest  sailor." 

The  countess  leaned  forward,  and  almost 
hissed  between  her  teeth,  '*  Don't  touch  his 
hand,  he  is  a  murderer.  I  have  something 
to  tell  you !  " 


CHAPTER   XLL 


WHAT   THEY   SAY. 


HE  count  was  not  at  all  want- 
ing in  politeness  this  morning. 
Italians  never  are,  except  it  be 
to  their  wives  or  their  servants,  but  it 
seemed  to  Murietta,  whg  stood  there  quietly 
on  his  ground  and  also  on  his  guard,  that 
he  was  just  a  little  over-anxious  to  get  in 
the  carriage  and  get  his  wife  away. 

"  That  man,''  said  the  artist,  after  lifting 
his  hat  to  the  countess  as  the  carriage 
whirled  away,  "  that  man  simply  has  a 
property  in  that  woman.  Whatever  they 
may  say,  he  is  a  knave,  and  if  he  is  not  as 
great  a  knave  as  the  admiral,  it  is  not  be- 
cause he  lacks  the  motive,  but  the  brain." 

"Beautiful  horses,"   said  the  secretary, 
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looking  in  the  direction  the  Arabs  had  just 
taken  down  the  drive. 

"  Yes,  and  beautiful  men  those  fellows 
of  the  desert/'  answered  Murietta,  as  the 
three  friends  once  more  fell  in  together  and 
sought  the  deeper  shade,  for  the  sun  was 
now  high  and  hot  when  you  were  not 
protected  by  the  wood  or  the  plash  of  a 
fountain. 

"  Ah,  but  my  friend  Murietta,"  laughed 
Carlton,  "  has  a  better  eye  for  beautiful 
women  than  for  beautiful  horses,  or  beauti- 
ful men  either ! '' 

"  So  I  fear,  so  I  fear;  and  if  a  secretary 
may  be  permitted  to  say  as  much,  all  Rome 
is  perfectly  well  aware  of  the  fact." 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Murietta,  earnestly 
and  emphatically,  "  that  for  what  all  Rome 
may  say ! "  and  he  snapped  his  fingers  in 
the  air  with  a  force  not  to  be  mistaken; 
"  but  as  for  that  lady,  the  lady  to  whom  I 
spoke,  and  of  whom  you  speak,  she  is  a 
stranger  here  in  a  strange  land,  and  in 
trouble." 

''Ah,"  said  the  good  secretary  quietly, 
"  that  is  a  good  beginning  for  a  novel!  " 
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"  Come,  come,  Murietta,  you  are  indeed 
putting  it  strong  1  The  lady  may  be  a 
stranger,  and  also  in  a  strange  land,  but 
she  is  hai'dly  among  strangers." 

"  Please  to  explain,"  said  Marietta,  as 
they  walked  on  through  the  wood  together. 

"  Well,  a  latly  who  is  with  her  husband 
and  has  her  children  or  her  child  about 
her,  and  has  besides  an  income  that  sup- 
ports a  piilace  and  a  small  army  of  servants, 
can  hardly  be  said  to  be  among  strangers  !  " 

"And  then  the  count  is  so  very,  very 
kind;  why,  do  you  know,"  said  the  secre- 
tary, "he  can  scarcely  speak  of  her  or  her 
malady  without  tears?  " 

"Her  malady!"  exclaimed  Marietta, 
stopping  short  in  the  road  as  he  moved 
between  his  two  friends. 

"  Yes,  her  malady.  The  countess,  did 
you  not  know  it,  is  mad." 

"Then  so  am  I  madl"  answered  the 
man  with  earnestness. 

"  Xot  at  all  unlikely ! "  laughed  Carlton, 
"  only  your  madness,  my  dear  boy,  is  a 
sort  of  innocence  that  makes  us  Uke  you  all 
the  more,  and  not  afraid  to  be  with  you; 
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while  that  of  the  countess  is  of  a  dangerous 
nature,  and  the  poor  count  has  no  alterna- 
tive but  to  put  her  in  a  mad- house,  or  keep 
a  constant  watch  over  her." 

"  And  how  noble  it  is  in  him  to  give  up 
his  life  to  taking  care  of  her,"  said  the  se- 
cretary zealously.  *'  Why,  the  old  admiral 
tells  me  that  the  count  scarcely  sleeps  from 
one  week's  end  to  another." 

"  The  admiral !  "  said  Murietta  with  a 
sneer,  as  he  thought  of  what  the  countess 
had  just  whispered  in  his  ear. 

"  Ah,  I  see,"  returned  the  secretary, 
"  you  are  disposed  to  laugh  at  the  rough 
but  honest  old  sailor,  but  he  is  just  the  man 
for  the  place.  You  could  not  expect  a 
prince  or  a  man  of  an  over-sensitive 
nature  to  consent  to  become  the  guardian 
or  body-guard,  as  it  were,  of  a  mad  wo- 
man. No,  no,  it  takes  pluck,  and  patience, 
and  gentleness,  and  a  great  deal  of  good 
sound  sense  and  firmness;  and  all  these 
qualities  the  old  admiral  possesses,  I  am 


sure." 


"  I  am  bound  to  say  I  never  liked  the 
old  admiral,"  added  Carlton.    "  He  is  either 
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a  very  flat  old  fool,  or  a  very  deep  knave, 
and  I  do  not  know  which,  and  besides,  I 
do  not  know  that  it  is  any  of  my  business." 

"  No,  no ;  he  is  neither  the  one  nor  the 
other.  I  know  the  man,  and  I  know 
human  nature.  We  novelists  must  study 
human  nature.  We  must  make  it  a 
speciality  in  order  to  succeed.  That  is  my 
speciality.  Well,  this  man,  the  admiral,  is 
simply  an  honest,  happy-go-lucky  old  sea- 
man, who  is  honest  to  the  core  himself,  and 
of  course  thinks  everyone  else  so.  For 
my  part  I  should  like  first-rate  to  put  him 
in  a  novel  as  the  hero  of  a  great  humani- 
tarian enterprise,  and  a  man  who  went 
about  in  a  blunt,  honest  way,  doing  good  to 
everyone  and  not  asking  or  expecting  any 
return." 

"  I  am  afraid  there  would  be  but  little 
good  done  in  the  world  if  it  was  left  for 
that  man  to  do  it,"  said  the  artist,  "and  I 
should  be  very  sorry  to  fall  in  with  your 
hero  on  the  highway  of  a  night,  I  assure 
you !  " 

"  Why !  good  heavens !  do  you  fear  that 
he  would  rob  you?  " 
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''  He  would  either  rob  me  or  run  away." 

"Ha,  you  painters,  you  study  only 
nature  gienerally.  We  novelists  study 
human  nature.  If  we  did  not  we  would 
not  get  on.  You  can  give  me  the  tints  and 
the  bloom  and  the  beauty  of  that  bank  of 
rose  and  briar  to  a  nicety  and  precision 
that  I  would  despair  of.  But  you  cannot 
tell  one  man  or  one  man's  motive  where  I, 
as  a  novelist,  can  tell  a  hundred." 

' '  Well,  well,  whatever  there  is  in  the  old 
admiral,  either  good  or  bad,  it  matters  little 
to  me;  but  I  do  pity  the  poor  count  from 
the  bottom  of  my  heart,  for  he  has  a  hard 
time  of  it,  and  all  Rome  sympathises  with 
him  most  deeply,"  said  Carlton. 

"  And  the  lady  ?  "  said  Murietta,  stopping 
suddenly  again  and  looking  Carlton  in  the 
face  inquiringly. 

"Well,  yes;  I  pity  the  lady  too,  I  sup- 
pose. At  least  I  had  not  thought  of  that. 
She  somehow  never  seemed  to  challenge  my 
sympathy.  She  is  always  smiling,  always 
bantering,  sometimes  saying  very  wild  and 
often  very  pointed  things." 
.    "  While  he,  her  lord,  who  sitsin  watch  and 
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judgment  over  her,"  said  Murietta,  as  they 
moved  on,  "does  ask  you  for  pity,  does 
pose  and  profeas,  and  bend  down  and  keep 
himself  all  the  time  in  favourwith  the  world, 
like  a  hound  as  he  is,  winning  the  world's 
good  will  at  the  risk  of  his  wife's  good 
name." 

The  party  had  passed  through  the  valley 
of  close  wood  and  climbed  the  etone  step 
before  the  fountain. 

"We  will  meet  this  evening,"  said  the 
secretary,  reaching  his  hand  as  if  glad  to 
break  oft"  the  unpleasant  subject  of  the  un- 
fortunate countess,  "  this  evening  at  the 
palace  of  the  cloudy  old  general,  who  is  all 
the  time  dreaming  and  drifting  away  on  his 
battle-cloud." 

"  And  may  we  meet  in  peace ! "  smiled 
Murietta.  He  took  his  hand  and  said 
good-bye,  as  if  he  bad  just  now  thought  of 
this  approaching  evening  for  the  first  time, 
when  it  liad  been  in  his  heart,  been  standing 
there  as  the  one  great  coming  event  of  his 
life,  every  hour  since  he  had  met  her  in 
that  little  haven  at  the  head  of  the  long  and 
tiresome  corkscrew  stairs  the  week  before. 


What  they  say.  73 

How  cunning  is  love !  He  deceives  every- 
one. He  will  be  frank  with  no  one.  He  de- 
ceives the  heart  he  dwells  in  most  of  all. 

The  two  artists  moved  on  down  the 
slope  toward  the  gate  with  great  stone 
eagles  over  it  in  silence.  The  red  i^fionks 
had  finished  their  game  of  ball,  and  were 
now  gathering  together  in  groups  in  the 
long  grass  and  out  of  the  sun.  The  king, 
too,  had  gone  back  with  his  suite  fi^om  his 
morning  ride,  and  the  many  carriages  were 
gradually  finding  the  gate  that  led  out  of 
the  wood  and  back  to  Rome. 

Carriages  were  passing  down  the  drive 
toward  the  gate  in  hundreds  as  our  friends 
kept  on  under  the  locust  trees  that  were 
white  and  fragrant  with  flowers  and  full  of 
the  drowsy  sound  of  bees. 

Murietta  was  thinking,  and  he  was  think- 
ing too  of  the  countess  with  the  deepest  con- 
cern. He  was  conscious  that  he  had  done 
nothing,  said  nothing,  nay  thought  nothing 
whatever  that  could  possibly  have  been  con- 
strued either  by  the  world  or  by  her  into 
an  improper  act  or  word  or  thought,  or  any- 
thing but  the  highest  and  most  holy  motive. 
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And  yet  Rome  was  loud  with  her  name 
and  his,  if  the  not  over-sensitive  Carlton 
and  the  very  stupid  but  good-natured  secre- 
tary were  to  be  believed.  What  could  he 
do?  lie  turned  this  over  and  over  in  his 
mind,  and  then  fecHug  stUl  helpless  and  at 
the  mercy  of  the  many  idle  tongues,  he  found 
relief  in  the  fact  that  he  had  promised  to 
stand  by  her  side  if  ever  she  needed  assist- 
ance, and  the  further  fact  that  her  father 
was  on  his  way  to  Rome,  and  so  with  an 
effort  dismissed  the  subject  from  his  mind. 

They  were  passing  under  an  arch  by 
some  sarcophagi  and  an  obelisk,  where  the 
drive  is  very  narrow,  and  the  carriages 
were  jammed  and  blocked  for  a  moment  in 
the  road. 

The  artist  lifted  his  eyes,  and  then  let 
them  fall  in  an  instant,  as  if  they  had  re- 
ceived the  full  light  of  the  sun. 

He  lifted  his  eyes  again  and  bowed.  The 
lady,  the  one  fair  woman,  Annette,  had  re- 
cognized him,  and  inclined  her  head  from 
her  carriage,  where  she  sat  by  the  side  of 
her  lather  the  general,  who  still  rode  on  his 
battle-cloud  and  saw  no  one. 
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The  carriage  passed  on  instantly,  but  the 
lady  half  turned  her  head,  half  looked  back 
over  her  shoulder  as  she  whirled  out  of 
sight ;  looked  back  at  the  artist  in  the  old 
way  as  he  had  ever  painted  her.  But  this 
time  she  smiled,  and  the  man  was  instantly 
made  more  happy  than  he  had  been  that 
morning  with  all  the  smiles  of  nature  in  his 
face. 

The  gay  and  careless  Carlton  stopped 
suddenly,  with  his  feet  on  the  edge  of  the 
green  grass  under  a  white  locust  tree  with 
the  sound  of  the  bees  above  them,  and 
turning  sharp,  looked  his  friend  in  the  face, 
and  said  slowly  but  severely, 

"  You  are  a  fool !  " 

*'  Since  you  are  so  in  earnest,"  answered 
Murietta,  also  stopping  and  looking  up  as  if 
at  the  bees  in  the  locust  blossoms,  "  you 
perhaps  will  be  kind  enough  to  tell  me  on 
what  particular  act  of  mine  you  base  this 
voluntary  but  no  doubt  very  honest 
opinion." 

"  Well,"  said  Carlton,  half  leaning  against 
the  locust  tree,  and  also  looking  up  at  the 
bees  as  if  he  felt  rather  in  doubt  about  the 
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ground  on  which  he  was  noTV  about  to  tread 

once  more,  "  well,  you  eee  that  I  happen 

to   know  yon    have    been    following    this 

I  beautiful  lady,  the  belle  of  Italy,  for  years." 

"And?"  queried  Marietta  half  smiling, 
and  looking  away  to  the  left  under  the 
locust  boughs  at  a  party  of  red  monks. 

"  And  you  have  found  her,  and  she 
favours  you  as  she  would  not  favour  a 
prince !  Why,  just  fancy,"  and  here  the 
man  brougbt  his  eyes  down  from  the  bees  up 
in  the  white  blossoms,  "just  fancy  a  lady 
in  her  position  picking  ycu  out  of  this  vast 
army  of  vagabonds  here  on  foot,  and  turn- 
ing in  her  carriage  and  speaking  to  you 
with  her  eyes,  and  looking  after  you  down 
the  avenue." 

"  And  therefore  I  am  a  fool ;  a  fortunate 
fool,  eh?  " 

"  No,  not  therefore.  Not  for  that,"  an- 
swered the  other  seriously.  "  No,  my  friend 
Murietta,  you  are  so  blind  and  ao  careless  of 
the  great  world  that  crushes  or  croivns  us. 
Pardon  me  for  alluding  to  the  countess  once 
more  after  what  passed  in  the  Caffe  Greco." 

"Go  on,"  answered  Murietta,  Btill  look- 
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ing  away  under  the  white  boughs  at  the 
red  monks  moving  along  the  sward  of  long 
green  grass,  with  the  great  brown  wall  of 
Rome  for  a  background,  "  Go  on,  you  are 
pardoned  for  all  your  sins  in  that  direction, 
according  to  the  Church,  for  forty  days  to 


come." 


"  WeU,  then,  do  you  not  know  that  when 
that  fair  lady  Annette  leaned  from  her  car- 
riage and  looked  at  you,  she  looked  at  you 
through  a  cloud,  a  perfect  thunder-cloud, 
that  you  have  brought  about  your  own 
head  with  your  own  hands." 

"  Heavens!  what  do  you  speak  of?" 

"I  speak  of  the  countess  again,  your 
pink  countess  and^  the  poor  half-distracted 
count.  If  there  is  no  one  in  Rome  among 
all  your  admirers  friend  enough  to  tell  you 
of  your  folly,  I  will  take  the  responsibility 
myself." 

*'  But  what  have  I  done?"  asked  Murietta 
eagerly,  looking  his  friend  in  the  face. 

"  Nought,  so  far  as  I  know.  In  fact  I 
know,  I,  who  know  that  you  love  but  this 
one  fair  woman  who  has  just  passed,  know 
perfectly  well  that  you  have  done  nothing, 
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or,  at  least,  ii'you  have  done  anything,  you 
have  done  it  with  tlie  best  of  intentions. 
But  the  world,  Murietta,  does  not  know  it 
— the  world  does  not  know  you." 

"  Then  pray  tell  rae  what  this  great  big 
world,  as  you  call  it,  says  of  my  sin." 

"Well,"  began  Carlton,  as  he  laid  one 
forefinger  meditatively  across  the  other, 
L  Rnd  speaking  very  slowly  and  earnestly, 
1  '*  the  old  admiral  says,  and  the  great-little 
world  of  Rome  believes  him,  that  you  are 
winning  the  affections  of  the  countess  away 
from  her  lord,  and  that  she  is  too  weak  of 
mind  to  resist ;  that,  in  fact,  you  are  about 
to  betray  and  mislead  and  ruin  a  lady  who 
is  insane  and  irresponsible." 

Murietta's  fingers  twisted  nervously,  and 
his  lips  were  pale  as  ashes.  He  reached 
out  to  the  hedge,  and  plucking  a  bunch  of 
budding  roses  and  twigs  and  leaves,  he 
crushed  them  all  together  between  hifl 
fingers,  but  did  not  answer. 

"  It  sounds  dreadful,  does  it  not  ?" 

"  It  is  a  crime,"  said  Murietta  at  last, 
with  a  sigh,  "  by  the  side  of  which  miirih-r 
is  but  a  child's  amusement ! " 


Jiliat  they  say.  79 

'*  Of  course  I  know  better.  And  to 
come  back  to  the  fair  lady  who  has  just 
passed,  and  who  looked  on  you  so  fiivour- 
libly,  she,  too,  must  know  better.  Yet, 
seeing  her  so  friendly,  and  remembering 
that  you  had  just  left  the  side  of  the 
countess,  I  could  not  help  saying  as  I  did 
— You  are  a  fool." 

"  Well,  I  may  be  a  fool.  But,  Carlton, 
that  admiral  is  a  knave  of  the  deepest 
quality,  and  that  count  is  a  scoundrel  and 
a  coward.  And  what  is  more,  now  mark 
me,  that  countess  is  no  more  insane  than 
yourself." 

Carlton  shruorsred  his  shoulders  and  looked 
away  up  the  avenue  at  the  approaching 
night. 

"  She  is  in  trouble,  and  so  far  from  being 
insane,  it  takes  all  the  talent  of  these  two 
scoundrels  to  watch  her.  Two  men,  you 
see,  against  one  poor  invalid  woman." 

"Ah!  but  you  know,"  cried  Carlton, 
"  these  lunatics  are  oftentimes  the  most 
cunning,  and  often  elude  the  whole  set  of 
keepers  at  an  asylum." 

"  No  matter.     She  is  not  insane.    I  hftve 
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served  her  in  a  small  way.  I  stand  ready 
to  do  80  even  to  the  risk  of  life." 

"  You  risk  more  than  life,  you  risk  your 
good  name." 

"So  much  the  more  credit  and  honour! 
Even  a  dog  can  die.  But  mark  rae.  Since 
this  thing  is  being  said  of  me  I  shall  walk 
through  Rome,  reach  my  hand  to  this  lady, 
and  defy  them  all." 

"  Well,  you  will  find  yourself  alone. 
Here,  shake  hands !  The  lady  has  not  one 
friend  in  the  city.  She  is  so  sarcastic  and 
\  l.)ittcr  in  what  little  she  has  to  say.  I  tell 
you  the  whole  town  is  In  sympathy  with 
the  count,  and  that  she  stands  alone." 

"  Then  ten  times  the  reason  I  should 
stand  by  her  side.  0  brave  city!  most 
valiaTit  little  world!  to  take  the  side  so 
unanimously  of  the  strong!" 

"  Come,  we  will  not  shake  hands  now," 
Bald  Carlton  as  he  passed  his  hand  through 
the  arm  of  his  friend  and  the  two  went  on 
slowly  down  the  avenue,  "  but  I  will  tell 
you  what  to  do." 

"  Well,  I  will  hear  you  with  patience." 

"  If,"  began   Carlton,   throwing  up  his 
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head,  "  if,  as  you  imagine,  an  American 
lady  is  being  imposed  upon  and  is  the 
victim  of  some  plot  in  this  strange  land, 
then  lay  the  matter  before  the  consul.  But 
be  advised,  and  do  not  commit  yourself  to 
this  lady's  follies  or  freaks,  whatever  they 
may  be." 

"  The  American  consul  ?  " 

"  Yes,  the  American  consul." 

''  Cariton,  do  you  know  what  an  Ameri- 
can consul  is  ?  Well,  he  is  a  poor,  lean, 
hungry  dyspeptic,  whose  greatest  achieve- 
ment in  life  has  been  in  procuring  the  place 
he  occupies,  and  whose  sole  capacity  is 
addressed  to  the  work  of  holding  it." 

"  But  they  are  here  in  these  foreign  lands 
for  the  purpose  of  protecting  strangers." 

*'  Possibly  away  back  in  the  early  history 
of  the  government  there  existed  a  tradition 
to  that  effect,  but  it  is  npw  obsolete.  The 
business  of  the  politic,  cautious,  and  non- 
committant  consul  of  to-day  is  to  protect 
himself.  But  besides,  in  justice  to  these 
poor  pensioners,  who  have  served  some 
political  master  at  home  and  are  now  having 
Seir  re^a^  or  ra««r  ,^^^  J 
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must  know  that  they  have  but  little  power 
and  less  money.  They  can  affix  a  seal  to 
a  document  and  send  home  a  sailor  who 
has  been  unjustly  discharged  in  a  foreign 
land,  and  there  their  power  and  authority 
ends." 

Carlton  looked  incredulous. 

"  All  this  is  strictly  true,"  continued 
Murietta,  "they  have  a  name  and  that  is 
all.  They  have  hardly  bread  enough  to 
live  upon.  They  are  literally  like  the 
Italian  nobility  of  the  Ghetto.  I  happen  to 
know  the  consul  at  Naples,  He  is  a  gentle- 
man, a  perfect  gentleman,  and  a  very 
learned  man,  yet  he  has  neither  power  nor 
money.  He  is  Kterally  starved.  I  think 
he  is  the  leanest  American  I  ever  saw 
abroad." 

"  No,"  said  Murietta  emphatically,  as  they 
passed  through  the  gate  and  Carlton  was 
still  silent,  "  if*  you  want  anyone  helped  in 
Italy,  don't  fancy  you  can  jfind  a  consul 
either  capable  or  willing  to  assist.  You 
must  do  it  yourself." 

"Well,  weU,"  said  Carlton  at  last,  as  if 
he  had  been  thinking,  "  suppose  you  help 
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this  lady  in  any  imaginary  trouble,  what 
will  come  of  that,  and  where  Avill  it  end  ?  " 

"  Time  enough  to  think  of  the  conse- 
quence, Carlton,  after  the  task.  I  am  not 
a  merchant,  I  am  a  soldier  by  nature, 
and  a  knight  by  birth  and  culture.  I  am 
not  a  cautious  man  or  a  coward.  Caution 
belongs  to  politicians." 

"However,  we  leave  Rome  soon,"  said 
Carlton,  with  another  light  toss  of  the 
head,  "  and  then  there  will  be  at  least  the 
end  of  a  chapter  of  the  story,  if  not  of  a 
volume." 

"  Yes,  that  I  know  was  our  agreement. 
"We  leave  Rome  together  for  Venice,  and 
the  time  agreed  upon  comes  on,  but,"  he 
turned,  lifted  his  finger  as  both  stopped,  • 
and  again  looked  the  man  in  the  face 
before  him,  "I  have  just  promised  the 
countess  not  to  leave  Rome  till  her  father 
arrives,  and  I  will  not." 

The  two  men  looked  at  each  other  again, 
one  with  a  sort  of  remonstrance  in  his  face, 
and  the  other  with  quiet  determination, 
and  then  they  moved  on  with  the  crowd. 

"And   when  will  her  father  arrive?" 

\  G 
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asked  Carlton,  in  a  half  doubting,  half 
moody  manner. 

"  I  do  not  know.  But  he  will  certainly 
be  here  before  long.  It  is  safe  to  say  he 
will  be  here  before  our  day  of  departure, 
so  do  not  yet  borrow  any  trouble  in  that 
quarter.  Possibly  he  will  arrive  to- 
morrow." 

"  And  if  he  arrives  to-morrow?  " 

"If  he  arrives  to-morrovr,  or  whenever 
he  arrives,  my  relations  with  the  countess 
cease.  He  will  be  able  to  protect  her  from 
the  wretches  that  surround  her." 

"  To  protect  her  from  her  husband,"  half 
laughed  Carlton. 

"  Certainly !  to  protect  her  from  her 
husband,"  cried  the  artist  emphatically. 
"  Do  you  not  know  that  there  are  such 
things  as  tyrants  and  gaolers  and  all  but 
murderers  in  some  palaces?  Do  you  not 
know  that  the  handsome  man — the  good 
fellow,  as  he  is  called  by  his  friends — the 
man  who  gives  his  time  to  his  friends,  his 
money  to  the  wine  dealer,  and  God  knows 
what  to  his  wife,  is  nearly  half  the  time  a 
murderer?" 
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Again  Carlton  was  arrested,  and  as  they 
passed  by  a  fountain,  turned  and  looked 
amazed  at  his  friend,  as  he  continued — 

"  These  petty  tyrants  are  wife  murderers, 
they  kill  their  wives  by  inches.  They  some- 
times drive  them  to  madness,  but  offeener 
drive  them  into  eternity.  And  what  is 
most  terrible,  they  know  it.  These  hand- 
some, gay,  gallant,  carpet  knights,  who  are 
all  the  time  posing  before  the  world  and 
winning  its  worthless  applause,  as  princes 
of  good  fellows,  know  perfectly  well  the 
crime  they  commit.  They  see  their  poor, 
persecuted  wives  die  day  by  day,  inch  by 
inch,  and  take  a  delight  in  it.'' 

"Well,''  answered  Carlton  at  last,  as  if 
recovering  himself,  "  that  is  an  open  ques- 
tion, and  a  question  that  will  keep;  but 
now,  suppose  the  lady's  father  comes  to- 
morrow?" 

"Then  I  am  ready  to  go  with  3'ou  to 
Venice  to-morrow." 

"  Good !  Then  we  will  reform  to-morrow." 

"  Reform?  " 

"  Ah,  yes,  reform !  You  know  I  am 
always    reforming    to-morrow,"   answered 
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Carlton,  as  he  reached  his  hand  to  say 
good-night,  at  the  end  of  the  Corso. 
"  To-morrow,  my  boy,  is  the  best  of  all 
days  to  reform  m.  The  gr^at  mysterious 
to-morrow  that  evei*  ends  before ! "  He 
waved  his  hand  as  he  turned  towards  the 
Forum  of  Trajan,  and  said,  as  he  looked 
back,  **  To-morrow,  we  will  reform  to- 
morrow!" 


CHAPTER  XLIL 

A   NEW   CURRENT   OF  LIFE. 

T  was  with  a  heart  beating  warm 
and  wild,  that  Murietta  mounted 
the  great  vnde  stairway,  with  its 
rows  of  plants  and  flowers  set  on  either 
side  behind  the  shining  brass  banisters,  lead- 
ing to  the  door  that  should  open  to  him,  for 
the  first  time,  upon  the  One  Fair  Woman. 

He  found  the  door  closed  when  he  had 
mounted  the  stairway,  and  was  glad  of  it, 
for  it  gave  him  time  to  rest  and  collect  his 
thoughts.  As  he  stood  there  he  could  hear 
the  beating  of  his  heart. 

To  the  right,  as  if  guarding  the  door, 
stood  a  great  Californian  lion,  with  his  head 
lifted  and  his  mouth  wide  open. 

^*Ah,  my  old   Mend,   my  whilom  old 
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companion  of  the  Cordilleras,  we  have  met 
before/'  said  Murietta,  as  he  advanced  and 
stroked  his  broad  lifted  head.  "  It  seems 
to  me  it  is  a  good  omen  to  meet  you  here. 
It  is  like  shaking  hands  with  an  old  friend 
on  a  field  of  battle.  Well,  guard  her  well, 
my  Californian  lion,  guard  her  well !  "  said 
the  dreamer,  and  he  stepped  back  to  the 
door  and  drew  the  bell. 

A  man  stood  before  him — a  man,  as  the 
door  opened,  who  looked  as  if  he  had  been 
chiselled  by  some  of  those  wonderful  sculp- 
tors out  of  a  solid  piece  of  the  blackest 
midnight. 

Then  the  great  African,  with  a  manner 
made  up  out  of  combined  ease  and  in- 
dolence, took  his  hat  and  coat,  led  through 
the  great  saloon  to  the  door  of  a  still  greater 
one,  and  announced  his  name.  Then  there 
was  a  little  flutter  among  the  dozen  birds 
of  beautiful  plumage  gathered  there,  a  lady 
came  forward — the  One  Fair  Woman — and 
the  man  stood  face  to  face  with  what  I  may 
call  his  Destiny. 

Even  this  great  saloon  was  a  forest  of 
flowers,  right  and  left,  as  he  entered.     His 
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feet  sank  in  the  soft  and  seamless  carpet,  as 
he  advanced  to  be  presented  to  the  fair 
woman's  mother,  and  to  take  the  hand  of 
the  good  old  general,  who  seemed  to  come 
down  from  out  his  battle-cloud  for  no 
other  purpose  than  to  give  his  hand,  for 
in  a  moment  he  was  off  again,  drifting  and 
dreaming  and  riding  higher  and  higher,  on 
his  cloud  of  battle-smoke. 

Sofas  and  settees  and  ottomans  and  every 
oriental  luxury  that  a  fervid  imagination 
could  conceive  of  as  places  of  repose,  were 
scattered  here  and  there  like  little  flower- 
beds in  a  garden,  and  in  these  flower-beds 
were  blossoming  many  beautiful  flowers. 

There  were  tiger  skins  scattered  about 
the  floor  in  a  wild  and  careless  way,  and 
back  in  a  corner  of  the  saloon  on  the  wall, 
half  hidden  by  flowers,  were  hanging  some 
implements  of  war.  Great  beams  of  oak 
crossed  overhead,  and  the  ceiling  was  so 
frescoed  that  it  looked  as  though  it  was 
some  old  ruin  overrun  with  ivy. 

People  were  lounging  here  and  there, 
or  passing  up  and  down,  or  taking  tea,  or 
talking  by  twos  and  threes  in  a  dreamy 
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and  silent  sort  of  a  way  that  pleased  the 
nervous  and  sensitive  artist  from  the  first, 
and,  contrarv  to  his  fears,  he  soon  found 
himself  perfectly  at  home.  He  seemed  to 
tit  in  there  from  the  first.  In  less  than  an 
hour  he  felt  that  he  had  known  that  place 
and  these  people  all  his  life. 

He  looked  around  him,  and  he  saw  that 
here  was  another  and  a  superior  class  of 
j>eople  to  anything  he  had  seen  in  Rome. 
Here  was  a  Roman  prince,  who  really 
looked  and  behaved  the  gentleman — a  quiet 
and  an  unpretending  man. 

There  was  a  cardinal  over  in  the  centre 
of  a  group  of  beautiful  ladies  in  bright 
colours,  and  away  back  yonder  in  a  corner 
out  of  the  light,  as  usual,  sat  the  good 
secretary  of  legation,  telling  over  the  points 
of  liis  last  novel  to  an  ancient  princess  from 
Germany. 

There  were  generals  talking  of  war  in 
the  Spanish  tongue,  and  politicians  talking 
of  finance  in  French,  and  gentlemen  talkuM^ 
art  in  their  own  tongue  ;  and  yet  a^^    ^  ^ 
was  as  quiet  as  a  snow-fall. 

''  Xhi^  is  a  new  current  of  life,"  s? 
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artist  to  himself,  "  I  should  have  been  here 
before."  Then  he  fell  to  thinking  of  the 
tall,  dark  beauty  who  had  moved  before  him 
for  ever,  who  was  moving  now  noiselessly 
across  the  saloon,  looking  at  him  just  the 
least  bit  from  under  her  dark  sweeping 
lashes  as  she  passed,  and  he  asked  himself 
how  long  he,  with  his  impulsive  and  im- 
perious nature,  would  find  a  welcome  there. 

To  Murietta  this  was  a  paradise.  It  was 
a  paradise  of  noiseless  birds  and  of  dreams. 
He  had  seen  society — enough  of  it — but 
it  had  never  pleased  him  in  any  form  be- 
fore encountered.  Sometimes  it  had  been 
formal,  sometimes  stiff  and  cold  and  corpse- 
like, sometimes  noisy  and  turbulent  and 
loud.  This  was  peace  and  rest  Verily 
it  was  paradise. 

The  little  woman  was  there,  toO,  the 
busy,  bustling  Mrs.  Bunch,  who  presided 
at  the  top  of  the  intolerable  and  tor- 
tuous corkscrew  stairs,  in  the  noisy  little 
menagerie  of  animals  from  all  parts  of  the 
earth,  which  the  good  threadbare  secretary 
of  legation  had  called,  or  rather  miscalled, 
heaven. 
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"Do  you  like  Roman  society?"  said  a 
spinster,  stirring  her  cup  of  tea  by  the  side 
of  Murietta,  and  at  the  same  time  keeping 
her  long  curls  swinging  and  twisting  round 
and  round  as  she  stirred  the  spoon. 

The  artist  did  not  have  time  to  answer, 
for  the  spoon  kept  going,  and  the  curls 
kept  turning,  and  the  tongue  kept  on,  and 
all  together  and  all  at  once,  as  if  tongue 
and  spoon  and  curls  were  all  a  sort  of 
machine  that  had  been  patented  as  parts 
of  a  wheel,  and  must  all  run  together  or 
stop  together. 

''  Roman  society  is  mixed,  very  mixed. 
I  came  here  and  sat  down  on  the  Seven 
Hills,  to  use  a  classical  quotation,  thirty 
years  ago."  Then  she  stopped  and  sighed, 
and  the  spoon  and  the  curls  and  the 
tongue  and  all,  to  the  artist's  infinite  satis- 
faction, all  stopped  together,  but  the  patent 
machine  suddenly  started  again.  "  I  was 
but  a  child  then.  0,  I  was  ever  so  small 
you  know,  and  I  know  aU  about  Roman 
society,  and  if  you  go  with  one  set  you 
must  not  go  with  another ;  and  if  you 
belong  to  one  club  you  must  not  enter 
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another ;  and  if  you  subscribe  to  one  church, 
you  must  expect  to  have  all  the  others 
for  enemies  ;  for  there  is  the  new  Baptist 
Church,  well,  they  sank  forty  feet  to  get  a 
foundation  for  it,  and  even  then  they 
came  upon  a  beautiful  mosaic  that  the 
government  took  to  put  in  the  museum ; 
forty  feet !  just  imagine  it ;  they  used  to 
come  every  week  to  get  subscriptions  for 
sinking  their  foundation,  and  I  called  it 
the  sinking  fund.  Well,  I  gave  money  to 
this  church,  and  then  I  had  all  the  papists 
for  enemies,  as  well  as  every  other  church 
in  the  world,  to  war  with,  and  I  was  ncjirly 
ruined.  Oh,  Rome  is  mightily  mixed,  the 
people  are  so  split  up." 

"  But  you    have    not    the   Protestant 
denominations  here?'' 

"All,  everything,  even  to  the  bowling 
Methodists.  Why,  they  came  here  from 
the  States  and  opened  tents  away  out  on 
the  Campagna  and  established  missionR 
there,  and  prayed  for  the  destruction  of 
the  Catholic  Church  and  the  death  of  the 
pope  for  a  whole  month  together,  and  tluin 
fell  to  quarrelling  among  themselves,  and 
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had  each  other  arrested  for  slander  and 
fraud  and  all  the  ordinary  sins  and  crimes 
that  you  can  well  think  of." 

And  thus  the  tongue  ran  on  in  a  rapid 
but  quiet  way,  and  the  curls  went  round 
and  the  spoon  eddied  and  spun  as  if  it  was 
in  the  hands  of  a  school  marm  in  a  country 
town  in  the  West,  till  Annette  at  last  came 
by,  and  sat  carelessly  down  by  the  other 
side,  carelessly  as  if  she  belonged  there. 

Of  all  intolerable  people  on  earth  there 
are  none,  perhaps,  half  so  terrible  as  persons 
who  will  persist  in  talking  when  they  ought 
to  be  silent ;  when  in  fact  nobody  wants  to 
hear  them  talk  under  any  circumstances  or 
at  any  time. 

The  safest  thing  to  do  is  to  be  silent 
in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred. 
You  can  remember,  perhaps,  fifty  occasions 
in  your  life  when  you  have  said  too  much. 
You  cannot  remember  one  when  you 
said  too  little.  You  may  spend  a  whole 
evening  a  silent  listener  in  society,  and 
leave  everyone  your  friend.  It  would  be 
very  hard  to  do  that  much  if  you  talked, 
even  though  you  talked  like  an  angel. 
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"As  I  was  saying/'  began  the  spoon  and 
the  tongne  and  the  corkscrew  curls,  "  here 
in  Rome  you  must  be  very  particular  what 
you  do,  where  you  go,  who  you  mix  with, 
and  where  and  how  you  worship.  And 
now,  Mr.  Murietta,  you  will  pardon  me  for 
what  I  am  about  to  say,  but  really  you  are 
to  some  extent  in  my  hands.  You  are  my 
charge — ^my  child — ha,  ha,  my  child ! "  and 
here  the  spoon  spun  around,  followed  faster 
and  faster  by  the  corkscrew  curls  and  the 
meddlesome  tongue.  "  I  am  sure  you  will 
pardon  me,  but  if  you  wish  to  get  on  in 
Rome,  and  I  am  sure  you  want  to  get 
on  in  the  *  Eternal  ^ity,'  if  I  may  again 
be  permitted  to  use  a  classical  quotation, 
therefore  I  say  if  you  wish  to  get  on  you 
must  be  carefiil  who  you  mix  with  in  Rome 
or  whom  you  speak  to.  And,  Mr.  Murietta, 
if  you  wish  to  be  careful  whom  you  speak 
to,  allow  me  to  caution  you  with  respect  to 
one  lady,  one  person — ha,  ha  ! — one  person, 
that  is  the  *  comely  appellation,'  if  I  may 
be  permitted  to  use  a  classical  quotation — " 
She  stopped  suddenly,  spoon  and  curls  and 
tongue  and  all,  as  if  she  had  been  a  kind  of 
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clock  that  had  run  down.  Then  as  if  half 
reviving  she  said,  "  Yes,  with  respect  to  this 
one  person,  in  all  confidence,  if  you  expect 
to  move  in  our  circle — " 

Then  the  spoon  stopped  and  the  tongue 
and  the  curls,  and  the  artist  sat  looking  at 
the  little  machine  in  amazement,  while  the 
One  Fair  Woman,  who  had  all  the  time 
been  silent,  sat  looking  the  other  way,  and 
tapping  the  soft  carpet  with  her  foot  as  if 
nervous  and  annoyed. 

Then  the  spoon  and  the  curls  and  the 
tongue  began  again,  and  went  round  and 
round  and  round  as  if  winding  themselves 
up  to  some  great  pitch,  and  then  leaning  a 
little  forward,  and  going  still  a  little  faster, 
the  tongue  said — 

"  You  understand  ?  " 

Murietta  knitted  his  brows.  "  I  do  not 
understand." 

"  Well  then,  the  Countess  Edna — " 

The  artist  arose,  pale  and  excited.  He 
stood  there  almost  trembling.  Then  the 
One  Fair  Woman  took  his  arm,  and  they 
moved  away  together  and  in  silence. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

A  SOUL   ABOVE   BUTTONS. 

lE  wanted  to  fall  at  the  feet  of 
this  dark,  silent  woman,  and  wor- 
ship her  as  he  had  worshipped  her 
in  an  ideal  way  for  all  his  life. 

They  sat  down  away  by  themselves  by 
the  side  of  a  table  with  photographs,  pic- 
tures, and  miniatures  in  oil.  It  was  the 
most  supreme  moment  of  his  life. 

"  I  fear  you  do  not  sympathise  greatly 
with  my  art,"  stammered  the  man  at  last, 
looking  at  a  miniature  instead  of  the  lady. 

"  0  yes,  I  do,"  answered  Annette.  "  I 
think  too  much  of  it.  I  am  all  the  time 
wandering  about  among  pictures  and 
through  the  old  homes  of  the  masters." 

"  How  delightful ! "  said  Murietta,  re- 
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covering  himself  at  once.  **  And,  do  you 
know,  I  have  had  a  fancy  I  should  like  to 
see  the  land  of  Titian  ?  But  then  I  hear  it 
is  so  hard  to  reach." 

"  Well,  it  is  hard,"  said  Annette,  "  a  long, 
hard  road;  but  you  are  doubly  paid  for 
your  trouble,  and  to  me  it  is  one  of  the 
sweetest  spots  in  Italy." 

"  But  you  have  not  been  to  Cadore  ?" 

"  Oh  yes,  indeed,  oftentime." 

"  Will  you  tell  me  of  it  ?  will  you  tell 
me  of  the  home  of  the  great  good  man  and 
master?" 

The  soul  of  the  beautiful  lady  came  to 
the  surface  liklB  a  spirit  called  from  the  deep 
by  a  magician,  and  the  great  eyes  opened 
and  dawned  upon  the  artist  like  a  new  sun- 
rise. He  began  to  understand  her  now. 
This  silent  woman,  she  too  could  talk, 
when  there  was  a  subject  that  touched  her 
heart.  Her  soul  was  of  another  atmo- 
sphere. She  sailed  undiscovered  seas.  The 
gossip  of  a  town  had  not  even  the  dignity 
of  her  contempt. 

She  began  as  if  she  was  about  to  tell  a 
fairy  tale  to  a  child.    Perhaps  this  proud, 
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great  woman,  thought  him  but  a  child. 
Perhaps,  after  all,  he  was  but  a  child. 

"  There  is  no  prettier  or  sweeter  dimple 
in  all  the  fair  face  of  mother  earth,  than 
this  little  slope  or  half  valley,  where  the 
great  master  was  born,  and  where  he  spent 
his  early  youth.  And  he  knew  it  well,  fot 
it  is  told  of  him  that,  no  matter  where  the 
summer  found  him,  after  he  became  famous, 
even  up  to  the  year  of  his  death,  he  turned 
to  the  home  of  his  youth  for  his  holiday." 

Murietta  did  not  speak.  He  only  looked 
at  her;  but  she  seemed  to  understand  his 
question,  even  though  he  had  not  opened 
his  lips. 

*'  Xo — thanks  to  the  sharp,  fierce  spurs  of 
the  Dolomite  Peaks — you  cannot  yet  reach 
'  Titian's  Land,'  as  it  is  familiarly  called  in 
Italy,  by  rail.  You  can  get  two  hours  out 
from  Venice  towards  the  base  of  the  Vene- 
tian Alps  by  rail,  and  then  you  take  the 
post  or  a  private  carriage^  and,  pushing  up 
the  Piave  river,  which  has  its  source  in 
Titian's  Land,  for  nearly  t^vo  days,  you 
come  upon  Cadore,  the  little  mountain  town 
where  the  great  master  was  bom.    Here  w«l 

^  H 
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great  splintered  peaks  of  granite  all  around 
you,"  and  the  lady's  hand  went  up  in  the  air. 
"  These  singular  formations  are  known  as 
the  Dolomite  Peaks.  They  look  very  much 
as  if  a  mountain  of  stone  had  been  set  up 
on  another  mountain,  and  then  the  Titans 
had  come  by,  and  hacked  and  hewed  and 
split  it  to  its  base." 

He  leant  forward  and  listened  in  silence. 
"  Your  soul  and  mine  stand  nearer  together 
than  I  had  even  dared  to  dream  of,"  he  was 
saying  to  himself,  as  she  went  on : 

"Here,  also,  nearly  all-around  you,  are 
great  banks  and  slopes  of  snow,  for  you 
are  in  the  heart  of  the  Venetian  Alps ;  but 
there  are  no  snowy  peaks,  as  in  the  Rocky 
Mountains  or  the  Sierras.  In  all  these  Alps 
there  is  not  one  thing  that  at  all  approaches 
or  looks  like  the  most  insignificant  of  the 
snow-cones  and  peaks  of  the  West,  but  only 
slopes  and  slides  of  snow  on  the  side  of 
some  ugly  brokeij  mountain. 

"  The  first  thing  here  in  Titian's  country 
that  strikes  one  who  is  at  all  familiar  with 
his  great  pictures,  is  the  exact  likeness  and 
copy  of  these  mountains,  noticeable  in  all 
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his  backgrounds.  Coming  directly  from 
Venice,  on  my  first  visits  where  I  had  been 
haimting  *  Belle  Arti'  for  a  month,  and 
feasting  on  his  great  pieces  every  day,  I 
found  that  I  had  seen  every  great  moun- 
tain that  lay  around  me.  Even  in  the  pic- 
ture of  Jerusalem,  where  the  Virgin  is  pre- 
sented to  the  high  priest — a  picture  counted, 
you  know,  as  one  of  the  three  greatest  pic- 
tures in  the  world — you  see  there  the 
exact  copy  of  the  first  mountain  that  ever 
met  the  master's  eyes,  even  to  the  curling 
clouds  that  are  for  ever  moving  about  its 
summit,  even  to  the  camp  fire  of  the  half- 
wild  woodman  on  the  mountain's  side. 

"And  to  me  there  is  a  singular  touch  of 
tenderness  in  this.  Bom  in  obscurity,  bred 
in  the  wildest  part  of  the  Alps,  still,  when 
he  became  the  companion  of  kings  and  the 
most  fortunate  and  favoured  of  men,  he  re- 
membered his  mountains  all  the  time,  and 
all  the  time  set  them  before  the  world  to  be 
admired.  And  to-day,  if  you  would  see  the 
mountains  and  the  clouds — the  very  atmo- 
sphere— of  Titian's  land,  you  have  only  to 
look  upon  one  of  his  great  pictures !  " 
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"Yes,"  answered  Murietta,  "I  have 
always  been  told  that  while  it  is  true  he 
painted  only  figures,  still  the  backgrounds 
to  these  figures  may  be  called  the  best 
landscapes,  the  faithfuUest,  the  truest  to 
nature,  that  can  be  found  in  all  the  world 
to-day!" 

"What  a  smell  of  spruce  and  of  pine 
in  the  air ! "  The  lady  looked  away  as  if 
she  stood  on  the  mountains  of  which  she 
spoke.  "  What  fragrance  of  flowers  and  of 
new-mown  hay!  What  soft  sweet  songs 
of  the  peasant-girls  at  work  in  the  fields  as 
we  drove  into  Cadore!  For  it  was  har- 
vest-time in  the  Alps  when  first  I  was 
there,  and  all  the  sloping  hills  below  the 
snow  and  below  the  pines,  were  yellow 
with  fields  of  wheat  and  spotted  with  little 
patches  of  grain,  no  bigger  oftentimes  than 
little  town-lots !  And  there  is  not  a  level 
piece  of  land  in  all  the  country.  A  hard 
country  indeed — and  yet  the  hardiest  and 
the  happiest  people  in  all  Italy  I  No  want 
in  all  the  land — not  one  beggar  to  be  met 
within  a  month.  And  this  is  a  great  relief 
to  one  coming  directly  from  Venice. 
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"  There  are  ten  little  towns  in  sight,  all 
grouped  close  together,  like  herds  on  the 
hill  sides.*  Indeed,  they  could  not  be  any- 
where else,  except  on  the  hill  tops ! " 

The  artist  leaned  and  listened  without 
interrupting  her  by  a  word.  She  Avent  on 
as  if  telling  a  story  to  a  child. 

"There  was  a  pine  slope  just  before  our 
hotel.  And  the  trees  were  planted  and 
trimmed  just  as  orderly  as  if  they  bore  the 
choicest  fruit.  All  the  pines  of  these  moun- 
tains are  planted  and  nurtured  by  hand, 
for  the  lumber  trade  is  the  life  of  the  place. 
And  this  muddy,  foamy  Piave  river,  plung- 
ing down  in  the  canon  away  toward  Venice, 
is  the  great  artery  of  Cadore !  All  this  pine 
slope  is  a  meadow  and  a  hay-field.  The 
women  do  the  work  of  the  fields  and  the 
men  do  the  work  of  the  woods.  They 
plant,  cut  down,  drag  to  the  river,  and 
drive  to  Venice,  on  great  rafts,  the  black 
pine  trees;  and  they  are  rarely  seen  out 
of  the  woods  except  on  fSte-days  or  when 
some  great  occasion  calls  them  down.  You 
see  them  moving  under  the  tail,  well-trimmed 
pines,  a  long  line  of  mowers,  from  early 
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morning  till  nearly  noon — all  women,  bare- 
limbed  and  bare-headed,  and  often  beau- 
tiful as  Titian's  own  pictures;  and  about 
noon,  they  lie  down  and  sleep  in  the  hay 
for  a  time,  and  then  arise  and  go  on  singing 
and  swinging  their  short  thick  scythes 
until  sundown/' 

^^  I  could  paint  it,"  whispered  Murietta. 

*^And  how  they  do  sing ! "  continued  An- 
nette. "  It  seems  to  me  that  these  pretty, 
brown-handed  harvesters  sing  all  the 
time  that  they  are  not  asleep.  There  are 
other  pretty  brown  women  rolling  the  hay, 
and  children  blossoming  about  under  every 
pine,  and  others  taking  up  the  hay  in  great 
broad  baskets,  and  carrying  it  down  the 
hill  into  the  sun,  and  all  the  time  singing 
like  larks." 

"  And  she  too,  this  princess,  this  great- 
souled  woman,  loves  the  poor ! "  thought 
the  artist. 

« 

^'  We  often  climbed  this  pine  hill  at  sun- 
set, and  studied  the  marvellous  twilight 
colours  —  the  soft  blending  of  light  and 
shade  thrown  from  the  higher  Alps.  One 
can  easily  believe  that  from  these  rare  and 
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lovely  blended  hues  grew  the  fancies  of 
Titian." 

"  I  shall  go  to  Titian's  land  and  live," 
murmured  Murietta. 

The  lady  went  on  with  her  picture. 

''  All  these  little  farms  that  dot  the  hill 
sides  are  tilled  by  women.  The  men  are 
in  the  mountains  or  on  the  river,  driving 
the  lumber  to  the  sea.  There  is  nothing 
more  splendid,  more  daring  and  exciting, 
than  these  bold  fellows  dashing  over  the 
falls  on  their  long  white  rafts.  They  are 
stripped  to  the  waist,  taU  and  sinewy  as 
Indians,  and  as  the  raft  is  borne  over  the 
steep  foaming  rapids,  they  quite  disappear, 
but  come  to  the  surface  again  like  corks,  far 
below,  and  clinging  securely  to  their  rafts. 
Away  up  the  mountain  sides,  miles  and  miles 
away,  even  against  the  clouds,  you  see  little 
channels  and  openings  through  the  wood 
running  down  towards  the  river.  These 
are  slides  for  the  timber,  and  they  are  too 
steep  and  dangerous  for  the  foot  of  man  or 
beast. 

"  What  a  tall,  sinewy,  and  splendid  type  of 
people  the  grand  old  painter  sprang  from  { 
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They  are  utterly  distinct  from  the  Italians 
of  the  valleys ;  and  it  is  noticeable  that  in 
Titian's  land  there  are  many  fair  and  yel- 
low-haired men  to  be  found,  and  blonde 
women — Titian's  types  of  beauty !  " 

There  was  a  rustle  in  the  room.  The 
pretty  birds,  whose  brilliant  plumage  orna- 
mented this  paradise,  were  fluttering  up 
and  down  and  hovering  about  the  flowers 
as  if  about  to  take  flight.  The  old  general 
had  come  down  from  out  his  battle-cloud  of 
smoke  for  a  moment,  and  was  marching 
across  the  saloon  to  join  his  daughter  and 
the  artist. 

Then  a  beautiful  bird  sang  with  a  beau- 
tiful voice,  while  a  dozen  hung  about  her 
like  bees  around  a  flower.  And  these  words 
were  in  her  song : — 

"  He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much, 
Or  his  desert  is  small, 
Who  dares  not  put  it  to  the  touch, 
And  win  or  lose  it  all." 

The  little  woman  with  the  curls  and  cup 
of  tea  and  spoon  stood  looking  straTght  at 
Murietta  as  the  song  proceeded;  but  he 
Kas  looking  in  quite  another  direction. 
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As  soon  as  the  song  was  finished,  the 
artist,  quietly  and  unobserved,  reached  his 
hand  to  the  host  and  his  daughter,  and 
withdrew. 

The  little  lady  in  corkscrew  curls,  who 
had  cautioned  the  artist  about  his  asso- 
ciates, and  made  him  so  miserable,  waylaid 
him  as  he  went  out ;  but  as  she  had  set 
do^vTi  her  tea-cup,  she  had  no  spoon  to  set 
her  tongue  going  with,  and  so  stood  by  the 
door  shaking  her  curls  in  vain,  and  in  a 
helpless  attempt  to  revive  her  lecture  about 
his  conduct  and  the  Countess  Edna. 

The  accomplished  and  polished  bit  of 
chiselled  midnight  opened  the  outer  door, 
and  as  he  went  back  he  showed  at  least 
twenty  of  his  teeth  in  his  grin  of  delight. 

The  artist  was  very  happy ;  and  he  gave 
the  negro  enough  to  make  him  happy  for  a 
week. 

"  Take  care  of  her,  old  California  lion ! 
Take  care  of  her,  my  old  friend  of  the  Cor- 
dilleras ! "  said  he,  as  he  again  stepped  close 
and  patted  and  stroked  the  stuffed  beast 
on  the  head.  "  Take  care  of  this  beautiful 
lady  like  a  true  Californian!     Fly  at  the 
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throat  of  any  man  who  dares  to  enter  here 
with  an  evil  thought !  Take  care  of  her, 
my  savage  and  tawny  old  friend!*' 

He  descended  the  broad  tuffa  steps  be- 
tween the  walls  of  flowers,  and  then  walked 
down  the  Corso  at  peace  with  all  the  world. 

"  Come  what  comes,"  he  cried,  as  he  went 
to  rest  that  night,"  I  have  been  blessed! 
I  can  end  the  scene  now  satisfied,  and 
dying,  say  that  God  has  been  good  to  me ; 
and  I  have  been  for  once,  in  my  hard  and 
eventful  life,  perfectly  happy ! " 

And  then  he  slept. 

Poor  soul !  he  had  not  stopped  to  con- 
sider that  this  lady  had  been  only  civil; 
that  he  had  not  said  a  word  beyond  the 
most  common-place  expressions,  and  that 
notwithstanding  the  kind  invitation  to  call 
often  and  at  any  time,  he,  among  the  mul- 
titude of  her  friends,  might  be  forgotten  in 
a  month. 

He  slept,  and  he  dreamed ;  and  his  dream 
was  of  a  green  serpent  swinging  from  a 
cork  tree  as  he  and  Annette  rode  by  in 
silence  under  it,  along  the  Sabine  Hills. 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

PEACE  IN  THE  FLOWER-LAND. 

IME  went  by  with  Murietta  like 
a  dream,  or  a  great  strong 
stream  through  a  mighty  forest 
that  is  silent  and  shadowy  and  sweet  with 
tlie  smell  of  pine  and  of  spices  and  costly 
gums. 

Night  was  a  delight,  and  the  morning 
brought  no  sense  of  loneliness  or  of  weari- 
ness. A  labourer  is  weary  of  an  evening. 
A  man  who  toils  ^vith  his  mind  und  makes 
battle  with  invisible  things  in  the  fields  of 
anywhere  that  have  not  name  or  place  to 
common  men,  is  weary  in  the  morning,  and 
he  goes  forth  among  men  to  try  to  labour 
with  them  in  order  that  he  may  rest. 
This  man  was  resting  now,  perhaps,  for 
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the  first  time  in  his  life.  He  took  some- 
thing more  than  a  morbid  interest  in  men, 
and  men's  afiairs. 

He  called  often  at  the  palace  on  the 
Corso,  and  was  always  well  received  and 
most  courteously  treated  by  all.  Once  the 
fair  woman,  Annette,  arose  from  the  side  of 
a  most  illustrious  gentleman  who  was  pay- 
ing her  court,  and  came  and  sat  down  by 
the  side  of  the  artist  in  her  easy,  careless 
way,  and  began  again  to  talk  of  Titian  as 
on  the  occasion  of  his  first  meeting  with 
her  at  her  palace. 

This  filled  the  goblet  full.  Murietta 
asked  no  more  at  the  hand  of  man,  woman, 
God. 

And  he  had  never  yet  whispered  a 
Word  of  love.  It  is  just  possible  he  had 
not  thought  of  it ;  nay,  it  is  very  probable. 
He  was  satisfied :  he  was  happy.  This  was 
his  first  great  happiness.  He  had  nothing 
more  to  ask.  And  then  again,  there  might 
have  been  a  dormant  fear  deep  down  in  his 
heart,  in  that  fathomless  somewhere  where 
action  is  born  of  instinct,  a  fear  to  break 
this  charmed  life  that  now  enveloped  him. 
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One  thing  is  certain :  he  had  not  thought 
of  marriage.     This  is  remarkable,  but  it  is 
very  true.    He  was  the  least  selfish  of  men, 
and  did  not  often  think  of  himself.     Yet 
he  could  not  have   endured  that  another 
should  wed  her.     He  was  willing  to  live 
and  worship  her  as  she  was.     He  was  per- 
fectly satisfied — satisfied  from  instinct,  not   i 
from  reason.     The  truth  is,  he  had  not  yet  / 
come  to  reason  at  all  on  this  matter:  he  \ 
did  not  want  to  do  that.     The  man  was 
a  dreamer.     He  had  come  upon  the  airy 
gates   of  a  fairy  land  that   he  had  long   1 
dreamed  of  and  hoped  for.     The  gates  had    j 
6wung  open  and  he  had  entered,  and  found 
it  even  more  delightful  and  full  of  peace 
than  his  imagination  had  pictured,  and  he 
was  not  yet  ready  or  willing  to  take  a  foot- 
rule  in  his  hand  and  proceed  to  measure  it 
off,   and  make  calculations,  and  to  count 
the  chances  of  making  it  his  own. 

Once,  on  an  evening  when  he  had  dropped 
in  and  found  her  all  alone,  save  with  her 
own  family,  which  was  a  rare  thing  indeed, 
he  saw  her,  while  he  sat  talking  with  the 
old  general,  who  looked  serenely  down  at 
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him  from  out  his  battle-cloud,  sitting  apart 
and  alone  with  her  hands  pushed  out 
and  drawn  together  in  a  passionate  sort  of 
a  manner,  her  hlacb  and  abundant  hair  as 
if  it  was  ready  to  drop  its  great  folds  like 
midnight  curtains  about  her  shoulders,  and 
her  face  half  turned  and  looking  back  over 
her  shoulder. 

"Good  heavens!"  he  said  to  himself, 
"that  is  just  as  I  have  painted  her  a  hun- 
dred times ! " 

She  was  not  looking  at  him ;  not  looking 
at  anything.  There  was  nothing  remark- 
able in  it  all,  eave  her  remarkable  beauty, 
outside  of  the  very  singular  fact,  that  this 
was  exactly  the  attitude  and  there  was  just 
the  expression  that  he  had  so  often  painted 
despite  his  repeated  efforts  to  paint  her 
otherwise. 

The  old  general  drew  back  his  fiice  when 
he  found  he  was  no  longer  the  object  of  the 
artist's  interest  that  evening,  and  drifted 
away  on  his  battle-cloud  into  his  land  of 
dreams. 

Without  designing  it,  without  even 
knowing  it,  the  artist  arose  and  passed  ovei- 
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s  other  side,  and  stood  before  the  beau- 
tiful lady  as  she  sat  there  alone,  dreaming 
and  looking  anj-where. 

She    lifted    her   dark    sweeping    lashes, 

fled,  made  a  place  beside  her  with  a 
Rovejnent  of  her  hand,  and  without  a 
word  the  artist  sat  beside  her  on  the 
lounge. 

f'lhave  spoiled  a  picture,  "he  said  at  length. 

Bhe  looked  at  him  in  a  grand,  still  way, 

"^  if  but  half  awake,  as  if  it  was  hai'dly 

worth  wliile  to  come  back  to  earth,  or  to 

speak   at  all,  or  to  do  anything  anymore 

this  side  of  paradise. 

*'  I  spoiled  a  picture  for  the  world,  but  I 
have  it  in  my  heart.  Hung  on  the  walls  of 
memory,  your  face  as  I  saw  you  now,  as  I 
sat  there,  shall  remain  as  long  as  I  shall 
love  the  beautiful,"  said  he  with  earnest 
and  honest  enthusiasm. 

She  heard  this  awkward  compliment  as 
one  who  knew  the  man  meant  just  what  he 
said,  and  as  one,  the  one  perhaps,  who  had 
the  good  sense  to  not  profess  to  be  dis- 
turbed by  it,  or  to  consider 
place  or  nature  in  any  respect. 
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"If  you  would  only  paint  it,"  she  said 
with  a  touch  of  earnestness. 

"  But  I  have  painted  it.  I  have  painted 
it,  the  same  face,  position,  expression,  dress, 
all,  exactly — '" 

The  artist  found  he  had  risen  suddenly, 
and  ivas  all  flushed  and  excited  as  the 
silent  and  dreamy  old  general  laid  hi8  hand 
upon  his  shoulder,  and  stood  there  as  if  to 
listen,  or  in  a  careless,  and  casual  way 
take  part  in  the  conversation. 

"  I  was  just  saying,"  continued  Murietta, 
with  some  embarrassment,  "  I  was  just 
saying  that  I  had  spoiled  a  beautiful  pic- 
ture, when  I  came  up  and  disturbed  the 
lady — your  daughter,  just  now." 

"Ah!  and  I,  1  fear  I  may  have  spoiled 
something  more  than  a  picture  by  disturb- 
ing you,"  said  the  old  general,  as  he  quietly 
noted  the  artist's  embarrassment,  and  then 
went  back  into  his  battle-cloud  and  again 
drifted  away,  in  body  at  least,  and  perhaps 
in  spirit. 

Murietta,  conscious  that  he  had  said  too 
much  and  been  at  least  imprudent,  sat  down 
again  beside  the  lady  and  was  silent.     But 
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she  was  now  too  much  interested  to  let  the 
subject  drop,  and  again  began  about  the 
picture. 

"  And  you  really  have  painted  a  fancy 
sketch  or  something,  with  which  you  have 
associated  my  name?  " 

"  Not  your  name,  lady,  your  face,"  said 
he  earnestly. 

"And  then  you  will  let  me  see  it?" 

"  Would  you  care  to  see  it  ?  " 

"  Would  I  care  to  see  it?  Do  you  not 
know  that  I  am  human?  Nay,  I  am  not 
only  human,  but  I  am  also  woman,  and 
would  take  a  woman's  delight  in  looking  at 
any  picture  that  even  resembles  me,  whe- 
ther it  was  meant  for  me  or  not." 

"  This  was  meant  for  you,  and  %r  you 
only,"  said  he  thoughtfully. 

"  Then  I  shall  see  it  to-morrow.  You 
will  send  it  to  me  to-morrow.  Or  shall  I 
drive — " 

"  No,  no,  no,"  he  answered  excitedly. 
"  Do  not  drive  to  my  studio.  I  have  no 
studio  fit  to  receive  you  in.  I  am  an 
idle  looker-on   in   Rome.     I  am  not  at 
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"  But  you  have  done  this  one  picture  in 
Rome  ?  " 
I        "  In  Rome,  in  Naples,  in — " 

The  great  eyes  opened  wide  and  wonder- 
ing, and  looked  at  the  man  inquiringly  and 
earnestly. 

"Ah,  I  understand  you  now,"  she  said, 
"  you  have  been  at  work  at  this  picture 
some  time,  and  did  a  part  of  it  at  Naples, 
and  a  part  of  it  here." 

The  artist  had  never  been  schooled  in 
the  fashionable  and  accomplished  art  of 
lying.  Here  he  had,  without  intending  it, 
aroused  the  beautiful  woman's  curiosity, 
and  he  saw  that  it  was  not  to  be  satisfied 
by  an  evasi  n.  Should  he  tell  her  the 
truth,  the  whole  blunt  history?  He  was 
very  much  embarrassed.  Had  he  had  the 
least  bit  of  cunning  in  him  or  design,  he 
might  have  told  with  good  effect  just  so 
much  of  it  as  served  his  purpose  and  no 
more,  and  then  at  once  produced  the  pic- 
ture, soiled  and  pierced  as  it  was,  with 
splendid  and  possibly  telling  effect. 

But  no,  the  man  thought  only  of  his 
secret,  the  secret  of  his  love.     He  did  not 
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stop  to  reason.  He  could  not  have  told 
why,  but  somehow  he  feared  that  she 
would  be  oflfended  or  annoyed  by  his  con- 
fession of  his  love  for  her  or  an  hundredth 
part  of  it.  So  much*  for  the  poor  man'a 
knowledge  of  woman.  As  if  any  woman 
could  be  offended  at  such  a  thing ! 

The  situation  was  very  embarrassing  for 
him.  He  reached,  pulled  a  blossom  from  a 
rhododendron,  as  if  he  had  been  walking  in 
a  forest,  and  began  to  pull  it  to  pieces, 
while  his  eyes  were  fixed*  on  the  floor. 

The  lady  laughed  the  quiet  old  Latin 
laugh,  and  reached  her  hand  and  took  the 
blossom  which  he  was  tearing  to  pieces 
from  out  his  fingers,  and  arranged  the 
crumpled  leaves,  and  held  it  carefully  as  if 
it  had  to  her  a  value. 

''  Then  I  am  to  see  this  picture  to-mor- 
row ?     You  will  send  it  to  me  here  ?" 

''  But  it  is  not  finished.  That  is,  it  is 
not  fit  to  be  seen.  It  is  soiled,  it  is  cut 
and  warped  and — "  He  stopped  sud- 
denly. He  saw  that  he  was  once  more 
exciting  a  woman's  curiosity. 

"  Why,   how  strange  !  "  she  exclaimed, 
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holding  up  the  little  flowers  and  still 
arranging  the  torn  leaves  and  petals, 
"  what  a  fate  and  what  a  misfortune  my 
picture  has  met  with  to  be  sure.  You 
certainly  have  had  no  care  for  it,  else  it 
would  not  now  be  soiled  and  warped  and 
wounded,  and  goodness  knows  what  not ! 
Come,  you  are  to  tell  me  of  this  picture." 

"  I  entreat  you,  lady,  not  to-night.  I 
fun  going  now.  I  shall  speak  to  your 
parents,  and — and,  I  am  gone." 

He  gave  her  his  hand  hastily,  found  her 
parents  drinking  tea  together  in  a  little 
flowery  part  of  the  paradise,  and,  not  at  all 
satisfied  with  himself,  was  about  to  paas 
through  the  door  and  into  the  hands  of  the 
black  and  ebon  block  of  chiselled  midnight, 
when  Annette,  standing  where  he  passed 
by,  sad — 

'*  But  you  really  have  a  picture  painted 
here  in  Rome  which  you  say  resembles  me 
as  I  sat  yonder  this  evening?" 

"  It  is  an  exact  and  perfect  picture  of 
you,  if  ever  I  drew  a  perfect  picture  or  a 
straight  line.  It  is  equally  true  that  the 
picture  has  a  history,  and  true  also  that  it 
is  now  not  fit  to  be  seen." 
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"And  am  I  never  to  see  this  picture, 
which  no  doubt  anyone,  a  stranger,  a 
peasant,  anyone  passing,  can  drop  in  and 
see  ?  " 

"  You  are  to  see  it.     You  shall  see  it  if 
you  will  so  honour  me,  and  it  shall  be  yours 
if  you  will  receive  it  as  a  gift,  but  not  till  / 
it  is  repaired  and  re-painted." 

"  Well,  I  must  practise  patience,  I  sup- 
pose. But  I  shall  count  the  days  that  lie 
between  me  and  the  time  I  am  to  receive 
it.  But  you  are  not  to  re-paint  it.  That 
will  spoil  the  interest,  however  much  you 
may  improve  the  picture.  Promise  me 
you  will  not  re-touch  it.  It  is  but  a  new 
work,  and  if  it  has  been  once  finished  let  it 
remain  just  as  it  is.     Promise  me  that." 

"  Yes,  I  promise  you  not  to  re-touch  it, 
save  to  cover  up  a  scar  in  the  breast." 

"  A  scar  in  the  breast !  "  The  glorious 
eyes  were  again  wide  open  with  wonder. 

"  I  implore  you,  do  not  push  me  to  the 
wall.  I  am  not  gifted  with  the  art  of 
escaping  from  the  responsibility  of  my  own 
blunt  statements.  Please  leave  something 
of  the  story  to  the  ftiture." 
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"  To  the  future  it  is,"  ahe  laughed,  as  she 
again  noticed  his  embarrassment.  "Pretty 
stories  will  always  keep,  aud,  like  good 
wine,  be  none  the  worse  for  it.  But  when 
am  I  to  have  the  picture?  Come,  we  will 
make  a  covenant.  I  do  promise  and  agree, 
as  the  law  has  it,  to  not  ask  you  for  the 
little  story  that  I  am  dying  to  know,  till 
you  are  ready  to  teU  it,  on  condition,"  and 
here  she  smiled  and  looked  very  knowing, 
"  that  you  send  me  this  picture  within  a 
given  time." 

"It  is  a  covenant,"  he  said,  extending 
I  his  hand,  '*  and  I  promise  to  send  you  the 

picture  at  the  end  of  a  month." 
!       "At  the  end  of  a  month!  "  she  exclaimed 
"why,  we  shall  be  on  Lake  Como." 

"And  you  are  going  to  Como  for  the 
summer,  and  soon?" 

"  We  are  going  to  Como.  We  start  soon 
but  are  going  to  travel  slowly,  take  in  the 
little  towns  on  the  Adriatic,  the  Republic  of 
San  Marino,  and  possibly  Venice,  and  shall 
reach  Como  about  the  time  everybody  else 
leaves  it,  in  July ;  and,  to  get  back  to  a 
subject  of  interest,  how  am  I  to  get  my 
picture?" 
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"  I  will  have  this  picture  sent  me  at 
Como.  I  will  also  be  at  Como  in  July.  I 
will  take  pleasure,  an  untold  pleasure,  in 
presenting  it  to  you  there,  and  telling  you 
the  whole  story  of  its  creation." 

"  How  delightful !  Would  that  it  were 
July ! "  she  exclaimed,  clasping  her  hands. 

"Delightful!  you  will  be  disappointed. 
But  I  shall  keep  the  covenant.  And  now, 
good-night ;  remember,  we  meet  at  Como." 

There  was  a  look  of  earnestness  in  her 
face  as  he  passed  out,  sajdng  to  himself,  "We 
meet  at  Como.  Shall  Como  be  my  fiite — 
my  Philippi  ?  Well,  well,  I  shall  tell  her  the 
story  of  the  picture  there,  and  the  story  of 
the  roses  in  her  path,  and  then  it  may  be 
our  souls  will  stand  together  in  the  pure 
white  light  on  the  hills  of  God !  " 

"  Take  care  of  her,  my  Califomian  lion. 
Show  your  teeth,  my  friend,  to  any  man 
who  dares  to  hold  an  evil  thought  of  her." 
He  tapped  the  beast  on  the  head,  opened  the 
negro's  mouth  and  saw  two  perfect  rows 
of  teeth  for  a  few  francs,  and  went  down 
the  stairs  full  of  hope  and  the  future. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

TRUE    TO    THE    PDJK   CODHTESS. 

cT  had  now  been  four  months 
since  Murietta  had  set  foot  in 
Rome,  and  he  began  heartily  to 
tire  of  the  town.  He  was  now  particularly 
anxious  to  get  outside  the  sultry  walls  of 
the  city  since  he  knew  that  Annette  was 
going,  and  almost  at  once. 

The  two  first  months  of  the  four  he  had 
spent  almost  alone  in  that  strange  and  un- 
known part  of  the  world  called  the  Ghetto  of 
Rome.  The  third  month  he  had  spent  almost 
entirely  in  the  carriage  and  by  the  side  of  the 
sad  but  beautiful  lady  in  robes  of  pink  and 
rose.  But  the  fourth  month  he  had  scarcely 
seen  her.  It  had  nowbeenweeks  since  he  had 
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seen  her  face.  What  had  become  of  her  ? 
He  was  preparing  to  leave  Rome.  Should 
he  go  away  without  seeing  the  woman  who 
had  lightened  many  a  dark  and  lonesome 
day  of  his  life  in  that  strange  city  of  heat 
and  cold — of  contradictions? 

He  had  seen  the  count  but  seldom  of 
late,  and  he,  the  count,  seemed  but  ill  satis- 
fied, even  though  the  old  admiral  blustered 
about  him  and  asserted  himself  with  the 
same  bold  look  of  assertion  which  he  had 
alwayb  shown  from  the  first.  The  count, 
however,  had  the  same  gentleness  of  manner 
and  always  showed  that  culture  and  polite- 
ness which  seems  so  inseparable  from  an 
Italian,  whenever  his  and  the  lines  of  the 
artist  crossed,  either  in  the  streets  of  the 
city  or  the  saloons  of  fashion. 

It  was  now  June,  and  Rome  was  sultry 
as  midsummer.  The  fountains  plashed  and 
played  all  over  the  town,  and  the  streets 
were  kept  running  with  fresh  water,  and 
all  the  place  was  hung  with  awnings  and 
canvas,  as  if  it  had  been  the  deck  of  one 
mighty  ship.  Yet  Rome  was  awfully  sultry, 
and  people  were  pouring  out  of  every  gate 
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that  opened  to  the  north  in  the  direction  of 

the  Alps  and  the  Apennines. 

Carlton,  too,  was  anxious  to  get  away. 
He  was  running  all  over  the  to'vvn,  now 
with  the  admiral,  who,  it  seems,  had  more 
than  once  approached  him  on  the  subject  of 
making  him  a  member  of  the  Brothers  of 
the  Altar,  as  he  had  Marietta,  and  now 
"with  the  count,  who  evidently  looked  upon 
him  with  more  favour  than  he  did  Murietta, 
and  now  with  strangers.  If  any  one  knew 
what  was  going  on  in  town,  Carlton  pro- 
bably knew  it,  for  he  was  everjTvhere, 
talking  with  every  one,  drinking  wine  to- 
day, and  reforming  to-morrow. 

Everybody  moved  under  canvas.  The 
streets  of  Rome  were  one  mass  of  moving 
umbrellas.  If  a  peasant  brought  a  goat 
into  town  to  be  milked  for  your  coffee,  as 
was  and  is  the  custom,  at  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  he  brought  an  umbrella  along 
to  lead  it  back  imder  to  the  Sabine  Hills. 

"  We  must  get  out  of  this,"  cried  Carlton 
from  under  his  full  sail  of  canvas  one  morn- 
ing in  June  to  Murietta,  "there  is  nothing 
remaining  in  Rome  now  but  the  cats  and  dogs 
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and  goats  and  peasants,  and  a  few  of  the 
old  tried  settlers.  Let  us  get  out — ^flee  to 
the  mountains/' 

"  I  am  with  you  in  the  spirit,  but  may 
not  be  in  the  flesh,  I  fear,  for  a  time  yet." 

*'And  why  not?  You  remember  our 
covenant  to  blow  away  to  Venice  together, 
do  you  not?"  answered  Cariton,  as  he  took 
a  whole  hatful  of  roses  from  a  pretty  peasant 
girl,  and  began  to  tear  them  to  pieces  to 
inhale  the  odour. 

''  Aye,  yours  was  a  covenant  man  with 
man,"  replied  the  artist,  as  he  also  took  a 
bunch  of  roses  from  the  pretty  girl's  basket, 
and  handed  her  a  penny,  which  she  gratefully 
acknowledged  as  a  most  liberal  payment; 
"  but  you  remember  I  promised  a  lady,  the 
countess,  to  remain  in  Rome  till  her  father 
came  to  her." 

*'  Then,  if  that  is  all,"  laughed  Carlton, 
as  he  scattered  the  flowers  at  the  feet  of  a 
bare-legged  peasant-girl,  who  showed  him 
her  pretty  teeth  as  she  passed,  "  you  might 
have  left  Rome  a  week  ago." 

"  A  week  ago !  " 

"  Certainly  my  dear  fellow.     You  might 
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have  gone  away  into  the  Alps  to  reform 
fully  a  week  ago ;  for  her  father  has  been 
here  at  least  a  week,  and  1  have  been  with 
him  a  great  deal,  and  have  talked  with  him 
about  bis  unfortunate  daughter,  and  have 
really  almost  shed  tears  with  the  little 
white-headed  old  patriarch,  for  it  seems  he 
has  lost  his  only  son  somewhere  in  Italy, 
by  brigands  or  assassins,  and  now  his  poor 
daughter  is  mad,  and  does  not  even  know 
him." 

"Mad!  and  does  not  know  him?" 
Murietta  went  close  up  to  Carlton,  and 
took  him  by  the  arm  as  he  threw  his  roses 
to  the  ground.  "  Gods  !  what  have  I  been 
doing  for  this  month  past  ?  It  does  seem 
to  me  that  I  am  sometimes  mad  myself.  I 
get  in  grooves.  I  get  in  a  river  with  deep 
banks,  and  float  down  and  cannot  see  out 
I  see  nothing  but  myself  I" 

"  Well,  but  she  ia  no  worse.  She  simply 
will  not  see  her  father,  and  besides,  the 
doctor  forbids  that  she  shall  be  disturbed. 
The  count,  I  assure  you,  is  nearly  broken- 
hearted. And  then  you  know  she  ia  not  a 
Catholic,  and    that   disturbs    him  greatly. 
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• 

The  poor  good  fellow,  you  know,  is  appre- 
hensive that  she  may  die  or  go  utterly 
mad,  and  not  be  prepared  for  the  better 
world." 

There  were  wrinkles  on  the  brow  of 
Murietta  as  he  listened  to  this.  Then  he 
began  very  solemnly,  as  he  still  held  on  to 
the  arm  of  his  friend,  and  looked  him  in 
the  face, 

"  Have  you  seen  the  countess  at  any 
time  within  the  last  few  weeks?  " 

*'  Not  since  I  saw  you  with  her,  my  dear 
fellow,"  he  answered,  tapping  the  stones 
with  his  foot  and  shifting  his  umbrella  from 
right  to  left. 

*'  Has  any  one  seen  her,  do  you  suppose? 
Have  you  spoken  to  her  father  about  the 
possibility  of  her  being  locked  up  by  these 
cunning  Italians  and  designing  priests, 
and—" 

"  Tut !  tut !  Now  look  here.  Do  you 
suppose  Rome  is  a  den  of  brigands  and 
kidnappers,  and  men  who  could  or  would 
lock  up  a  lady  and  keep  her  from  her 
father  ?  I  tell  you,  you  are  wild. 
You  are   as  mad   as  a  March  hare.     At 
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first  yoii  thought  her  husband  a  sort  of 
moral  or  immoral  Blue  Beard,  and  you  were 
going  to  Btorm  the  castle  and  set  her  at 
liberty.  Then  you  waited  tUl  her  father 
came  upon  the  field.  And  now,  even  now 
you  fency  that  husband,  father,  children,  all 
fire  wrong,  and  you  alone  are  right,  and  like 
another  crazy  Don  Quixote,  you  propose  to 
ride  a  tilt  against  the  world's  windmill !  " 

Marietta  began  to  doubt  bis  own  judg- 
ment. He  felt  that  something  was  wrong. 
He  was  almost  certain  of  that  in  his  own 
mind;  but  how  to  correct  it,  or  how  to 
proceed  without  doing  more  harm  than 
good,  he  did  not  know.  He  wanted  to  see 
the  countess  to  say  good-bye.  He  was 
perfectly  certain  that  she  would  know  him 
]  and  be  glad  to  see  him.  Then  he  reflected 
1  a  moment,  as  he  took  the  arm  of  Carlton, 
and  they  moved  down  the  street  under  the 
canvas,  and  remembering  that  she  said  she 
would  send  for  bim  when  the  hour  came 
that  she  should  need  him,  and  remembering 
that  she  had  not  sent  for  him,  and  review- 
ing the  whole  ground  he  stopped,  looked 
his  companion  in  the  i'ace,  and  said, — 
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"  I  am  ready  to  go.  We  will  leave  Rome 
together  to-morrow." 

"  Good !  "  cried  Carlton,  "  we  will  leave 
Rome  to-morrow.  You  see,  my  dear 
boy,"  he  continued,  "  if  the  countess  is 
sane  and  will  not  or  does  not  care  to  see 
her  father,  why,  of  course,  she  does  not 
need  you  or  your  assistance  or  your  pre- 
sence. But  if  she  is  not  sane,  as  the  count 
and  the  doctor  and  the  admiral  say,  and 
cannot  see  her  father,  why,  of  course,  she 
cannot  you.  You  know,  my  dear  boy,  I 
am  disposed  to  humour  your  whims,  what- 
ever they  may  be — just  for  the  sake  of  the 
pleasure  of  your  company  in  a  gondola  at 
Venice ;  but  turn  this  case  to  any  light  you 
like,  and  the  picture  cannot  be  improved  by 
any  cunning  tint  of  yours." 

"  I  am  satisfied,"  sighed  Murietta,  "  yet 
I  am  broken  up  by  the  thought  that  this 
woman  must  remain  here  in  the  intolerable 
heat  of  lonesome  Rome  the  merry  summer 
through.  It  will  break  her  too  delicate 
thread  of  life.  I  shall  never  see  the 
beautiful  and  most  mournful  face  any 
more ! " 
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"  Beautiful  she  is  indeed,  my  friend," 
answered  Carlton,  "  and  I  now  understand, 
or  at  least  feel  certain,  that  whatever  Rome 
may  have  said  against  her,  Rome  is  now 
sorry  for  it  and  sympathises  deeply  with 
her  misfortune.  And  for  my  own  part,  I 
tell  you  that  I  knew  from  the  first  and 
all  the  time  that  she  was  as  pure  as  the 
snow  of  the  Alps !  " 

"  Give  me  your  hand.  God  pity  the 
poor  dear  lady,"  said  Murietta  solemnly, 
as  they  stood  together  with  clasped  hands, 
"  God  pity  and  protect  the  poor  dear 
countess,  the  sad  and  beautifullady ;  and 
God  pardon  me  for  any  wrong,  real  or  ima- 
ginary, that  I  may  have  done  her,  for  we 
shall  never  meet  any  more ! " 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 


GOOD-BYE,  GHETTO. 


iVERY  to-morrow  is  an  unread 
romance.  When  that  to-mor- 
row means  farewells,  journeys, 
new  lands,  faces,  scenes,  it  has  for  us  a 
singular  interest,  and  takes  hold  of  us  and 
fills  the  mind  with  a  concern  akin  to  sor- 
row. No  man  goes  upon  a  journey  with- 
out growing  older. 

The  two  friends  parted,  and  soon  the 
artist,  full  of  thought  and  hopes  and  plans, 
was  packing  up  his  little  store  of  luggage 
in  his  two  little  cells  on  the  side  of  the 
Tarpeian  Rock. 

When  all  was  done  he  rang  and  pulled 
until  he  had  pulled  one  of  the  dark  and 
shadowy  little  ladies  into  his  presence.  He 
gave  her  a  seat  and  then  proceeded  to  set 
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the  other  chairs  in  a  row  beside  her.  They 
came,  and  how  kind  and  beautiful  they  were, 
and  how  they  did  talk — all  at  once,  and  de- 
plored the  Bad  separation  as  an  event  big 
mth  consequence. 

Then  the  good  old  prince  came  shuffling 
in,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  feels  that  he 
is  no  longer  a  creature  without  a  place  or 
a  niche  in  the  statuary  of  the  world.  He 
was  just  a  little  bit  stiff,  just  a  little  bit 
better  dressed,  and  only  the  least  bit  more 
the  prince  in  his  manner,  from  having  his 
new  shop  on  the  Corso  and  his  son-in-law, 
hia  openly  acknowledged  son-in-law,  an 
officer  in  the  army  of  regenerate  Italy. 

Then  the  count  himself  came  in  and  sat 
down  and  talked  in  a  kind  and  contented 
manner,  just  as  if  he  never  had  been  a 
member  of  the  Brothers  of  the  Altar,  and 
just  as  if  he  never  in  his  lile  bad  aspired 
to  the  hand  of  an  American  heiress  while 
his  own  wife,  a  young  and  beautiful  coun- 
tess, lived  in  the  very  city  and  saw  hb  face 
every  day  of  his  life,  and  even  consented  to 
his  contemptible  sin. 

The  cool  composure  of  these  people  in 
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their  little  games  and  villainies  has  no 
counterpart  outside  of  the  serene  and  even 
placid  Chinaman. 

And  yet  these  people  here,  the  old  prince 
and  his  four  daughters,  were  not  only  very 
delightful  people,  but  they  were  really 
honest  people  at  heart,  and  kind  and  affec- 
tionate. 

They  looked  upon  such  practices  for  ob- 
taining money  as  legitimate  commercial 
enterprises,  and  when  they  failed  they 
simply  considered  it  a  bad  investment, 
and  so  sat  down  uncomplaining  and  undis- 
turbed in  conscience. 

Such  is  the  result  of  a  religion  where  in- 
dolent monks  are  keepers  of  the  consciences 
of  the  people,  and  where  they  are  forgiven 
their  sins  for  a  price ! 

The  artist  was  pleasantly  disappointed 
when  the  prince  did  not,  according  to  the 
custom  of  Italy,  and  France  as  well,  bring 
in  a  long  bill  for  damages  to  the  apartments, 
and  in  consideration  of  this  forbearance  he 
left  his  carpets  and  the  like  to  the  four 
pretty  ladies  sitting  in  a  row  against  the 
wall  before  him. 
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He  rolled  up  his  picture  carefully,  wrote 
the  address  and  the  directions,  and  sent  it 
to  a  man  cunning  in  such  things,  to  be 
repaired  and  forwarded  to  him  at  Como. 

The  ladies  gave  him  their  hands  and  ex- 
pressed their  gratitude  with  a  touch  of  ten- 
dorness  in  their  mode  and  manner,  and 
then  in  the  prettiest  Italian  way  possible 
tm-ned  and  looked,  and  silently  shed  tears. 

The  count  himself,  petty  villain  as  he 
was,  really  felt  grateful  and  kindly  towards 
the  stranger  as  he  took  his  extended  hand, 
and  promised  if  ever  it  was  in  his  power  to 
serve  him  he  would  certainly  do  so.  The 
man  had  been  conquered  by  kindness. 

"  1  have  already,"  began  the  count,  aa 
he  held  the  hand  of  the  artist,  "  I  mean  we 
have  already,"  and  here  he  looked  at  the 
pretty  countesses  who  had  now  risen  up 
and  were  standing  in  a  line,  "  done  you  a 
very  considerable  favour,  which  now,  that 
you  are  about  to  leave  us  and  we  may  not 
meet  again,  you  may  as  well  know." 

"I  should  be  delighted  to  know  one  or 
two  things,  if  you  may  tell  me  without  too 
much  hazard,"  answered  the  artist,  half 
evading  the  profl'ered  narration. 
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"  And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  tell  you,  if 
possible." 

"Well,  then,  who  placed  Giuseppe,  the 
man  who  was  once  set  apart  to  assassinate 
the  king,  and  whom  I  have  often  seen  with 
the  old  admiral,  under  the  blue  Madonna 
there,  to  watch  me  and  my  movements  ?  " 

The  ladies  looked  at  each  other  with 
horror  and  terror  in  every  feature.  The 
Italian  officer  turned  pale,  and  fairly  trem- 
bled till  his  sword  rattled  in  its  sheath. 
He  did  not  open  his  lips,  but  looked  down 
to  the  carpet  in  silence. 

"  Well,  then,"  continued  the  artist,  letting 
go  the  hand  and  stepping  back,  "  I  now 
understand  you.  You  are  the  same  villain 
as  before.  Your  good  fortune  has  not 
changed  your  nature.  You  are  simply 
resting  on  your  laurels,  eating  up  the 
money  the  good  and  brave-hearted  little 
Californian  threw  in  the  way  of  this  family, 
and  when  that  is  finished,  you  will  be 
spreading  other  nets.  You  will  pardon 
me,  my  gentle  count  ;  you  see,  you  have 
kept  much  of  this  from  these  gentle  people 
here,  who  look  up  to  you  as  a  head  and 
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leader,  and  it  is  well  enough  that  I  remind 
you  of  your  sins,  and  let  them  see  what 
you  have  been  doing,  so  that  they  may 
know  what  you  are  equal  to." 

The  count  bowed  his  head  like  a  reed  in 
a  gale.  lie  knew  this  would  soon  blow 
over,  and  he  had  no  ambition  to  lii't  his 
limbs  like  an  oak  and  provoke  the  storm  to 
its  full  strength,  or  invoke  martyrdom. 

"You  can  serve  me,"  the  artist  went  on 
bitterly,  "  in  still  another  way." 

The  count  ventured  to  lift  his  eyes,  and 
Murietta  went  on. 

"  I  should  like  to  know  where  the  doctor 
is  all  this  time,  and  what  you  have  done 
with  your  companion,  the  bold  Prince 
Trawaska.  Yea,  more,  I  should  like  to  know 
what  has  become  of  my  countrywoman,  the 
I  Countess  Edna,  and  to  know  what  her  dis- 
1  appearance,  and  the  disappearance  of  the 
doctor  and  the  prince  " — 

The  count  threw  up  his  hands,  as  men 
do  in  the  West,  as  a  sign  of  surrender.  The 
shot  had  gone  to  the  heart.  The  count 
staggered  back,  and  almost  fell  into  the 
arms  of  the  women. 
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"  You  will  not  answer  ?  Well,  I  have 
no  other  favour,  no  other  questions  to  ask 
you.  But  you  must  remember,  count, 
that  I  understand  you  now  perfectly,  and 
you  must  also  remember  that  the  Saxons 
often  smile  at  your  petty  villainies  and  the 
practices  of  your  cunning  people,  rather 
than  take  the  trouble  to  correct  them." 

The  artist  took  up  his  hat,  bowed  to  the 
ladies,  looked  at  the  luggage,  said  "  H&tel 
Russe,"  and  went  down  the  narrow  stone 
steps,  down  under  the  blue  Madonna  with 
the  perpetual  lamp  at  her  feet,  and  then  up 
the  Via  Montenare  for  the  last  time,  and  for 
the  last  time  passed  out  from  under  the 
shadow  of  the  Tarpeian  Rock. 

The  good-natured  African  swung  the 
door  of  the  palace  very  wide,  as  the  artist 
entered  to  say  farewell.  And  the  good  old 
general  was  good  enough  to  drift  a  long 
way  off,  even  to  the  other  side  of  the  great 
saloon,  on  his  cloud  of  battle-smoke,  as  ha 
took  her  outstretched  hand,  when  he  said 
he  had  come  to  say  good-bye. 

Very  beautifrd  was  she  that  night,  and 
-*%  mm  and  sununer  weather.    She 
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talked  of  Titian,  as  they  stood  there,  and 
of  great  men  and  of  great  artists,  but 
never  a  word  was  said  of  the  petty  strifes 
of  life,  or  of  the  little  world  around  her. 
She  was  all  that  she  had  seemed  to  this 
man  from  tlie  first.  She  was  as  great  and, 
as  good  as  she  had  first  appeared,  and  as 
he  had  imagined  her  all  the  years  that 
he  had  dreamed  of  her  and  pictured  her 
before  he  knew  she  was  yet  upon  the 
earth. 

"  You  have  not  forgotten  the  picture  you 
promised  me?  " 

"  Forgottuu  it !  Lady,  I  have  thought 
of  little  else,  save  of  that  picture  and  the 
original,  since  I  last  saw  your  face.  Do 
not  fear ;  the  picture  is  yours.  It  ia  yours, 
and  I  have  it  in  hand  only  to  repair  it." 

"I  shall  expect  it  at  Como." 

"  I  promise  you  the  picture  is  yours,  and 
besides  that  it  shall  not  be  touched  further 
than  to  repair  a  rent  in  the  canvas.  But 
in  the  meantime,  would  it  be  too  much  to 
ask  you  for  a  photograph?" 

"  Oh!  And  so  you  intend  to  paint  me 
from  a  photograph  ?  " 
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"  There !  You  see  what  a  simpleton, 
what  a  helpless,  foolish  fellow  I  am.  Always 
and  for  ever  being  misunderstood,  because  I 
have  not  the  cunning  and  the  address  of 
men  of  the  world.  Permit  me  to  repeat 
that  the  picture,  such  as  it  is,  is  finished.  I 
asked  for  a  photograph  as  a  token,  a  keep- 
sake, something  to  call  mine,  and  to  remind 
me  of  this  beautiful  home  and  its  more 
beautiful  queen." 

"  I  believe  you  entirely ;  and  to  convince 
you — here,  I  will  give  you  a  picture,  a 
photograph  taken  in  a  dress  representing 
the  unhappy  queen  whose  name  I  bear." 

The  lady  so  saying  took  up  a  pen,  and 
drawing  a  large  photograph  fi-om  an  album, 
she  wrote  in  a  bold,  clear,  hurried  hand  her 
name  in  full  at  the  bottom  of  the  picture, 
and  on  the  reverse  side  the  date  and  the 
city.  Then  she  handed  it  to  the  artist,  who 
took  it  eagerly,  and  turned  it  up  to  the 
light. 

"  Good  heavens !  It  is  just  the  picture 
that  I  have  painted." 

The  artist  said  this  with  a  wild  earnest- 
ness that  for  a  moment  half  frightened  the 


140 


The  One  Fair  Woman. 


beautiful  woman.  But  soon  recovering 
herself,  she  smiled  and  said,  "You  mean 
that  it  is  exactly  like  the  picture  you  intend 
to  paint  ?  " 

"  Lady,  it  is  the  picture  that  I  have 
I  painted.  It  is  as  I  have  always  seen  you, 
looking  back  at  me,  moving  away,  leaving 
;  me,  and  not  saying  one  word.  0  there  is 
meaning,  there  i5  mystery  here  I  do  not 
understand.  I  have  a  atory  to  tell  you. 
That  picture  has  a  story.  Lady,  once  upon 
a  time,  on  a  mountain  of  fire  above  the  sad 
sweet  sea,  in  the  land  where  Virgil  sang  and 
died,  a  man  strewed  roses  in  the  path  of 
his  queen,  and  then  turned  away,  and  could 
not  look  upon  her  face,  because  he  had 
worshipped  her,  and  made  her  even  as  his 
God."  The  artist  stopped,  startled  at  his 
own  utterances. 

The  dark  eyes  drooped  down.  There 
was  a  tinge  of  rose  in  the  beautiful  face,, 
and  a  hand  reached  out  and  laid  hold  of  a 
blossom,  and  plucked  it,  and  dropped  it  on 
the  carpet,  and  its  petals  were  red  like 
dropping  blood. 

She  did  not  answer.     She  did  not  look 
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up  or  lift  her  eyes  at  all.  The  artist  grew 
terrified.  He  was  certain  he  had  done  a 
fearful  wrong.  He  felt  that  he  had  ruined 
all  that  he  had  hoped  for.  "  0,  if  she  would 
only  speak,  or  lift  her  eyes,  or  stir,"  he  said 
to  himself  as  he  stood  there  listening  to  his 
heart,  "  but  this  is  intolerable." 

He  was  standing  by  the  half  open  door. 
Still,  she  did  not  speak,  or  stir,  or  lift  her 
eyes,  but  the  fingers  kept  plucking  the 
crimson  flowers  and  dropping  blood  upon 
the  carpet  as  if  fi:om  some  mortal  wound. 

The  man  glided  through  the  door  like  a 
spirit,  passed  fi'om  the  suffocating  palace  to 
the  sultry  street,  holding  a  photograph 
tight  in  his  hand,  and  on  down  the  Corso  to 
his  hotel,  where  Carlton  stood  waiting  him 
from  the  balcony  over  the  street. 


CHAPTER  XLVII. 

AWAY   FOR   VENICE. 

'E  will  reform  to-morrow,"  said 
Carlton,  laughing,  and  looking 
very  knowingly  at  the  artist  in 
the  dusk,  as  he  came  down  and  led  him 
through  the  hall  to  his  room.  "  Yes,  my 
dear  Murietta,  you  are  a  cunning  dog ;  but 
I  forgive  you,  and  am  certain  that,  like  my- 
self, you  will  reform  to-morrow,  if  to- 
morrow ever  comes." 

"But  I  do  not  understand  you,"  an- 
swered the  puzzled  artist. 

"But  you  will  understand,  perhaps,  when 
she  explains.  Oh,  you  still  are  in  the  dark? 
Well,  to  be  brief  with  you,  there  is  a  lady, 
or  rather  a  lady's  maid,  waiting  for  you  in 
my  parlour." 
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"  A  lady's  maid  waiting  for  me  ?  " 

"  Go  along,  go  along.  You  understand. 
Keep  your  own  secrets,  if  you  like.  Only 
be  sure  you  reform  to-morrow,"  laughed 
Carlton,  as  he  led  up  to  his  rooms  and 
pushed  open  the  door. 

There  she  sat  in  the  dark  and  under  the 
curtains,  like  a  frightened  bird  that  had 
fluttered  in  through  the  window.  It  was 
the  faithful  maid  of  the  Countess  Edna. 

"  Come !  her  keeper  is  drunk  and  asleep ! 
It  is  the  first  time  she  could  send  to  you,  or 
I  could  escape.  Come  at  once;  he  may 
awake.  There  is  a  secret  passage  in  from 
the  porter's  lodge  ;  we  can  get  in  by  that, 
for  the  admiral  and  count  are  on  the  great 
stairway,  and  watching  all  the  other  doors. 
Come,  there  is  not  a  moment  to  lose." 

The  excited  girl  laid  hold  of  the  artist, 
and  still  trembling  with  fright  and  anxiety, 
attempted  to  pull  him  to  the  door,  as  if  to 
hasten  his  departure. 

At  the  door  he  met  Carlton,  who  had  left 
him  for  a  moment,  returning. 

*'  Look  here,  Carlton,"  he  said  hurriedly, 
while  the  terrified  maid  kept  looking  wildly 
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about,  as  if  afraid  she  was  followed  and 
watcted,  "  I  am  going  to  the  Countess 
Edna.  Take  this,  there  is  trouble  in  the 
wind."     The  artist  handed  him  his  pistol. 

"  Well,  I  thought  men  as  a  rule  buckled 
on  their  armour  when  there  is  trouble  in 
the  wind;  but  you,  it  seems,  lay  it  off!  " 

"  The  countess  haa  sent  for  me,  and  there 
may  be  trouble.  I  know  how  grave  and 
serious  a  thing  it  is  to  attempt  to  see  her; 
but  see  her  I  will,  and  I  wish  to  harm  no 
one.  I  will  be  with  you  yet  to-night,  if  I 
live." 

"  Good,  my  boy ;  go,  and  reform  to- 
morrow ! " 

He  waved  his  hand  and  went  into  his 
rooms,  as  the  artist  went  out  at  the  back 
gate,  followed  by  the  maid. 

"  Bah !  that  Murietta  is  a  rake,"  said  Carl- 
ton, as  he  lighted  a  cigar  and,  seating  him- 
self on  the  sofa,  lifted  his  legs  to  the  table, 
and  began  to  blow  a  cloud  to  the  ceiling. 

They  reached  the  coffin-like  lodge  at  the 
side  of  the  great  portal  or  arch  of  the 
palace,  and  handing  the  little  man  a  roll  of 
francs,  the  door  immediately  and  very  slyly 
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opened ;  and  then  the  little  Roman  soldier 
at  his  post  opened  a  black  door  behind  him, 
and  making  certain  that  he  was  not  ob- 
served, led  the  two  through  into  a  dark, 
stony  passage,  when  he  lighted  a  coil  of 
wax  taper,  such  as  is  used  in  the  passage 
of  the  catacombs,  and  beckoned  them 
forward. 

They  ascended  a  narrow  stairway,  damp 
and  heavy  with  the  smell  of  the  grave,  and 
then  made  a  long  detour  to  the  right. 
Here  they  stopped  and  listened.  The  little 
porter  laid  his  ear  to  the  wall,  but  could 
hear  nothing.  Then  he  laid  it  down  to  the 
floor,  and  arose  satisfied  that  all  was  clear, 
and  led  up  another  stairway  as  dark  and 
dismal  as  the  first. 

Here  they  listened  again.  Not  a  sound 
save  the  rats  nibbling  at  some  leathern 
objects  Ijdng  about  on  the  floor. 

The  porter  opened  this  door  cautiously, 
and  the  three  stood  in  a  damp,  dark  vault, 
where  there  were  piled  bags  of  what  might 
have  been  either  chestnuts  or  walnuts,  or  any 
other  thing  of  the  kind,  to  all  appearances. 

There  were  dozens  of  rats  running  over 
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and  around  these  bags,  and  as  they  ran 
something  rattled  over  the  floor  and  rolled 
at  the  feet  of  the  artist.  He  stooped  and 
picked  it  up.     It  was  a  cartridge. 

The  porter  listened  again,  and  then  led 
on  rapidly,  without  looking  to  the  right  or 
the  left.  There  was  a  smell  of  death  not 
to  be  mistaken.  The  maid  shrank  close  up 
to  the  side  of  the  porter,  and  the  porter 
hastened  to  unfasten  the  door. 

"  Have  you  ever  been  in  this  place  be- 
fore?" asked  the  artist,  taking  the  coil  of 
wax  from  his  hand,  and  turning  back  to  the 
bags  of  cartridges. 

"No,  no,  never  before;  and  please  the 
blessed  Virgin,  I  will  not  come  again,  even 
though  the  countess  gave  me  her  palace. 
It  smells!" 

"  Look  here !  stop !  lift  that  cloak !  " 
said  the  artist,  holding  the  light  over  a 
dark  object  heaped  up  in  the  comer. 

The  porter  shrank  back  against  the  maid, 
and  the  maid  against  the  wall. 

The  artist  pushed  the  cloak  aside  with 
his  foot.  There  lay  the  half-decayed  skele- 
ton of  a  man  close  against  the  bags  of 
ammunition. 
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He  looked  at  the  two  cowering  figures 
before  him.  Then  he  put  his  finger  to  his 
lips.  They  made  signs  that  they  would  be 
silent. 

"  Swear  it.  Lift  up  your  right  hands, 
and  swear  it  in  the  presence  of  the  dead." 

They  lifted  up  their  hands,  and  he  swore 
them  in  the  name  of  the  Madonna. 

"  Now,  mark  you  this.  Your  own  lives 
depend  on  your  secrecy.  Tell  of  this  dead 
man,  and  the  law  will  demand  of  you  some 
account  of  how  he  came  here." 

The  porter  saw  the  position,  and  again 
promised  the  profoundest  secrecy  as  they 
replaced  the  cloak  and  once  more  passed  on. 

They  entered  an  outer  camera,  where  a 
dim  light  was  burning  on  a  little  table 
where  were  flasks  and  bottles  of  wine. 

There  was  a  bed  in  a  comer  of  this 
room,  and  on  this  bed  lay  a  man  muttering 
in  a  drunken  sleep. 

Passing  on  cautiously  and  swiftly  as  pos- 
sible through  another  door,  they  entered  a 
very  neat  and  comfortable  saloon,  where 
evidently  the  hand  of  woman  was  not 
wanting  to  set  things  in  order, 
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Passing  through  this  saloon,  the  maid 
tapped  gently  at  a  door,  till  a  voice,  soft 
and  sweet  and  sad,  bade  her  come. 

The  countess  opened  her  great  brown 
eyes,  looked  at  the  party  a  moment,  and 
then  sprang  into  the  arms  of  Murietta  and 
burst  into  tears.  She  seemed  as  if  her 
heart  would  break,  yet  all  the  time  tried  to 
restrain  herself,  and  tried  to  speak  and 
make  herself  understood. 

"  Here!  take  this;  take  it,  and  at  once! 
Put  it  on  your  finger,  turn  it  under,  so — so 
that  they  will  not  see  it.  Take  it,  for 
heaven's  sake ! "  she  cried,  as  he  hesitated. 
"  Take  it ! "  and  she  took  his  hand  and  al- 
most forced  it  on  his  finger. 

"  It  is  my  dead  brother's  ring.  Listen  ! 
You  know  he  had  that  ring  on  his  hand 
when  he  disappeared.  He  has  never  been 
heard  of  since.  But  I  went  among  them 
last  month.  I  went  out  among  the  drunken, 
brawling  brigands,  that  fill  my  palace  and 
keep  me  a  prisoner  here.  And  what  do 
you  think?  I  found  them  lying  drunk 
and  asleep,  and  that  ring — that  curious  and 
rich  ring,  that  was  on  my  dead  brother's 
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hand  when  last  I  saw  him — was  on  the 
finger  of  the  dark  old  admiral.  Hush!  I 
took  it  off.  They  missed  it  next  morning. 
And  what  did  they  do?  They  took  my 
little  boy  and  threatened  to  destroy  him 
too,  body  and  soul,  if  I  dared  dare  to  say 
one  word." 

"  Gods  I  I  should  have  brought  my  pis- 
tols !  "  hissed  the  artist. 

"  Are  you  unarmed  ?  Then  heaven  help 
you!  But  my  husband,  the  count,  is  not 
so  bad.  No,  no ;  he  is  not  bad.  It  is  the 
terrible  society  to  which  he  belongs;  and 
he  has  not  the  strength  or  will  to  escape." 

"  And  where  are  these  wretches  now  ?  " 

"  Here  in  my  palace.  I  dare  not  lift  a 
finger,  or  say  one  word,  or  they  will  de- 
stroy my  little  boy,  as  they  did  my  brother. 
And  they  tell  me  that  if  I  do  not  give  up 
this  ring,  I  shall  never  be  allowed  to  get 
out  again,  or  to  see  a  friend.  You  are  the 
first  Christian  I  have  seen  for  a  month !  " 

The  lady's  face  was  flushed  and  on  fire 
with  excitement  and  rage. 

"  And  your  husband,  the  count,  will  he 
endure  all  this  ?  " 
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"  Oh,  I  have  exhausted  all  hope — every 
resource  in  that  direction.  He  tells  me  these 
are  his  friends  ;  he  is  my  husband,  and 
they  must  be  made  welcome ;  and  when  I 
plead  for  my  Uberty,  and  protest  against 
this  imprisonment,  he  simply  says  the  ring 
is  not  mine,  that  I  have  no  right  to  it,  and 
that  if  I  want  to  go  out,  I  have  only  to 
give  it  up  and  go.  I  will  not  give  it  up  to 
him.  It  is  the  death-warrant  of  that  mon- 
ster. We  must  keep  it.  Keep  it,  Murietta, 
with  your  life !  " 

"  I  will  keep  it.  By  heaven,  I  will  keep 
it!" 

"  I  know  you  will  keep  it,  and  keep  my 
secret  till  it  is  time  to  reveal  it.  Listen  to 
me," — she  sank  down  on  a  pink  sofa,  in  a 
heap  of  rose  and  pink  robes — "  1  said  I  had 
something  to  tell  you.  You  grow  tired  of 
hearing  me  say  it.  WeD,  this  is  it.  My 
husband,  the  count,  belongs  t©  a  strange 
society.  1  do  not  know  what  it  is.  I 
know  it  is  something  terrible,  and  that  its 
members  meet  here,  and  make  my  pftlMe 
the  headquarters  of  their  cri^'**  ^ 
he  was  sworn  into  their 
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too  young  to  understand,  and  that  he  can- 
not now  leave  it  and  live.  Listen!  This, 
all  this,  has  been  going  on  for  years.  We 
have  been  here  five  years.  At  first  I  stood 
it  well.  Then  they  began  to  take  all  the 
money  I  had,  to  plunge  me  in  debt,  to  try 
to  take  my  little  boy  into  strange  churches, 
and  to  teach  him  terrible  things ;  and  then, 
at  last,  I  managed  to  get  the  truth  to  my 
brother.  He  came  at  once.  They  treated 
him  with  all  the  civility  possible  ;  but  when 
he  determined  to  take  me  out  of  Italy  to 
my  father,  my  husband  protested,  and  they — 
the  brigands — told  him,  that  I  should  never 
leave  Italy,  for  through  me  came  the  money 
that  kept  the  order  together.  I  could  not, 
I  would  not,  then  reveal  to  the  world  the 
truth  of  things.  I  was  proud  of  being  a 
countess,  and  all  the  time  hoped  for  the 
best,  and  believed  I  would  yet  get  the 
count  out  of  the  country,  and  away  from 
these  evil  men  and — " 

There  was  a  noise  in  the  room  through 
which  the  little  party  had  just  entered,  and 
~nrtep  laid  hold  of  the  bolt  and  key. 

be  brief,"  whispered  the  coun- 
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tess,  lifting  her  hand  towards  the  door. 
"  My  brother  determined  to  take  me  away, 
and  at  once.  We  were  to  start  the  next 
day.  He  went  out  to  ride  on  the  Cam- 
pagna.  He  had  that  ring  on  his  finger.  A 
man  at  the  Porto  Popolo  told  me  he  saw 
him  return  and  enter  Rome ;  but  I — I  never 
saw  him  any  more.  I  enquired  every- 
where. They  said  I  was  crazy  mad,  that 
I  never  had  a  brother.  And  now,  here, 
this  is  what  you  must  do.  I  must  have 
help.  Take  this  ring — get  it  to  my  father 
in  the  States,  and — " 

"  But  your  father  is  in  Rome ;  he  is  in 
Rome,  and  at  the  Russe  Hotel." 

"In  Rome?  Do  you  say  in  Rome? 
Oh,  do  you  say  in  Rome?  "  She  fell  upon 
her  knees,  and  took  the  man's  hand  in  hers, 
and  held  it  to  her  lips,  and  covered  it  with 
tears. 

"  Then  go  to  him  at  once.  Take  that 
ring.  Xo.  Yes ;  take  the  ring ;  but  do 
not  show  it  to  him.  He  is  old,  and  very 
frail.  He  would  know  the  ring,  for  it  was 
our  mother's,  and  it  might  affect  him  too 
much.      But  take  it  and  ' 
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here  at  once.  Go  now,  for  God's  sake.  I 
hear  voices!  Here  this  way!  They  are 
coining  through  the  secret  passage !  Go — 
go  by  the  grand  saloon  and  down  the 
broad  steps.  Bring  my  father.  Tell  the 
Consul.  Christ !  is  there  not,  in  all  Papal 
Rome,  one  man  to  protect  a  woman?  " 

The  artist  hurried  through  the  grand 
saloon — through  a  door — through  a  hall — 
through  an  outer  door,  and  was  then  in  the 
ante-camera,  and  moving  across  to  the  great 
door  that  opened  upon  the  broad  stairway, 
where  he  would  be  safe  and  free  from  the 
hands  or  daggers  of  those  who  were  watch- 
ing his  movements. 

"Stop  there  I  I  am  a  man  who  carries  his 
heart  in  his  hand.  A  rough  but  honest 
sailor;  and  now  I  want  to  know  what  in 
hell  you  are  doing  here !  *' 

He  struck  his  fist  on  a  great  side-board 
where  lay  a  lot  of  old  arms,  and  the  arms 
bounded  and  rattled  as  if  the  house  was 
coming  down. 

This  seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  signal  of 
distress,  for    men,  headed  by  the   count, 

1  all    more    or   less  intoxicated,   came 
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staggering  in  through  a  door  that  opened 
deeper  into  the  palace  to  the  left. 

"  Let  me  pass/'  cried  the  artist.  "  Let 
me  pass,  I  say." 

I     The  count  rushed  up,  and  seized  him  by 

1  the  throat. 

I      "What  are  you?" 

I  The  words  were  driven  back  down  his 
throat  by  a  blow  from  Marietta  in  his 
mouth,  and  he  fell  back,  and  then  gathered 
strength,  and  came  up  to  his  work  like  a 
man  really  fighting  for  his  rights ;  but  only 
to  be  sent  back  again  with  severer  punish- 
ment. 

"  Open  that  door !  "  cried  the  artist, 
advancing  towards  the  admiral,  who  had 
placed  his  back  against  it. 

The  count  was  down ;  the  other  men  had 
retreated,  and  the  old  admiral  had  no  dis- 
position to  enter  the  lists  with  this  infu- 
riated man,  whose  hand  was  bleeding  and 
dripping  with  blood  from  his  own  wounds 
and  from  the  face  of  the  count.  The  ad- 
miral preferred  to  fight  with  women,  and 
therefore  proceeded  to  open  the  door. 
"  There  now,  begone!  "  he  cried,  as  he 
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swung  it  wide  open,  ''and  beware  how  you 
again  enter  the  palace  of  a  gentleman 
uninvited ! " 

"  Look  here,  my  grey-headed  murderer ! 
Mark  you  here,"  answered  Murietta,  as  he 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and  lifted 
his  fist  towards  the  admiral.  "  One  word 
before  I  go.  You  profess  to  be  a  blunt 
and  an  honest  man.  I  will  also  be  plain  with 
you.  I  go ;  but  I  return.  This  door  is  to 
be  opened  for  me.  I  bring  the  father  of  the 
countess  to  her.  You  can  be  discreet.  I 
bring  the  old  man  to  his  daughter,  who 
you  have  been  telling  him  all  the  time  is 
insane.  Now,  will  this  door  be  opened  to 
me  or  not  ?  " 

"  Opened  to  you?     Ha,  ha!  " 

"  Yes ;  opened  to  me.  Since  you  seem 
to  be  the  captain  of  the  castle,"  said 
Murietta,  now  looking  at  the  count,  who 
stood  leaning  on  the  table  and  wiping  the 
blood  from  his  face  as  he  listened  to  the 
parley,  "  I  will  make  my  terms  of  capitu- 
lation with  you.  Shall  I  find  this  door 
open,  or  shall  I — "  he  advanced  towards 
the  retiring  admiral,  and  wagged  his  fist 
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staggering  in  through  a  door  that  opened 
deeper  into  the  palace  to  the  left. 

"  Let  me  pass/'  cried  the  artist.  "  Let 
me  pass,  I  say." 

The  count  rushed  up,  and  seized  him  by 
the  throat. 

"What  are  you?" 

The  words  were  driven  back  down  his 
throat  by  a  blow  from  Marietta  in  his 
mouth,  and  he  fell  back,  and  then  gathered 
strength,  and  came  up  to  his  work  like  a 
man  really  fighting  for  his  rights ;  but  only 
to  be  sent  back  again  with  severer  punish- 
ment. 

"  Open  that  door ! "  cried  the  artist, 
advancing  towards  the  admiral,  who  had 
placed  his  back  against  it. 

The  count  was  down ;  the  other  men  had 
retreated,  and  the  old  admiral  had  no  dis- 
position to  enter  the  lists  with  this  infu- 
riated man,  whose  hand  was  bleeding  and 
dripping  with  blood  from  his  own  wounds 
and  from  the  face  of  the  count.  The  ad- 
miral preferred  to  fight  with  women,  and 
therefore  proceeded  to  open  the  door. 

"  There  now,  begone !  "  he  cried,  as  he 
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swung  it  wide  open,  "  and  beware  how  you 
again  enter  the  palace  of  a  gentleman 
uninvited !  ^' 

"  Look  here,  my  grey-headed  murderer ! 
Mark  you  here,"  answered  Murietta,  as  he 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and  lifted 
his  fist  towards  the  admiral.  "  One  word 
before  I  go.  You  profess  to  be  a  blunt 
and  an  honest  man.  I  will  also  be  plain  with 
you.  I  go ;  but  I  return.  This  door  is  to 
be  opened  for  me.  I  bring  the  father  of  the 
countess  to  her.  You  can  be  discreet.  I 
bring  the  old  man  to  his  daughter,  who 
you  have  been  telling  him  all  the  time  is 
insane.  Now,  will  this  door  be  opened  to 
me  or  not  ?  " 

"  Opened  to  you?     Ha,  ha!  " 

"  Yes;  opened  to  me.  Since  you  seem 
to  be  the  captain  of  the  castle,"  said 
Murietta,  now  looking  at  the  count,  who 
stood  leaning  on  the  table  and  wiping  the 
blood  from  his  face  as  he  listened  to  the 
parley,  "  I  will  make  my  terms  of  capitu- 
lation with  you.  Shall  I  find  this  door 
open,  or  shall  I — "  he  advanced  towards 
the  retiring  admiral,  and  wagged  his  fist 
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staggering  in  through  a  door  that  opened 
deeper  into  the  palace  to  the  left. 

"  Let  me  pass,"  cried  the  artist.  "  Let 
me  pass,  I  say." 

The  count  rushed  up,  and  seized  him  by 
the  throat. 

"  What  are  you  ?  " 

The  words  were  driven  back  down  his 
throat  by  a  blow  from  Murietta  in  his 
mouth,  and  he  fell  back,  and  then  gathered 
strength,  and  came  up  to  his  work  like  a 
man  really  fighting  for  his  rights ;  but  only 
to  be  sent  back  again  with  severer  punish- 
ment. 

''  Open  that  door !  "  cried  the  artist, 
advancing  towards  the  admiral,  who  had 
placed  his  back  against  it. 

The  count  was  down ;  the  other  men  had 
retreated,  and  the  old  admiral  had  no  dis- 
position to  enter  the  lists  with  this  infu- 
riated man,  whose  hand  was  bleeding  and 
dripping  with  blood  from  his  own  wounds 
and  from  the  face  of  the  count  The  ad-^ 
miral  preferred  to  fight  with  'WQ|||§|||.|pu|. 
therefore  proceeded  to  open 

"  There  now,  begone ' 
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swung  it  wide  open,  "and  beware  how  you 
again  enter  the  palace  of  a  gentleman 
uninvited ! '' 

"  Look  here,  my  grey-headed  murderer ! 
Mark  you  here,"  answered  Murietta,  as  he 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and  lifted 
his  fist  towards  the  admiral.  "  One  word 
before  I  go.  You  profess  to  be  a  blunt 
and  an  honest  man.  I  will  also  be  plain  with 
you.  I  go ;  but  I  return.  This  door  is  to 
be  opened  for  me.  I  bring  the  father  of  the 
countess  to  her.  You  can  be  discreet.  I 
bring  the  old  man  to  his  daughter,  who 
you  have  been  telling  him  all  the  time  is 
insane.  Now,  will  this  door  be  opened  to 
me  or  not  ?  " 

"  Opened  to  you?     Ha,  ha!  " 

"  Yes ;  opened  to  me.  Since  you  seem 
to  be  the  captain  of  the  castle,"  said 
Murietta,  now  looking  at  the  count,  who 
stood  leaning  on  the  table  and  wiping  the 
blood  from  his  face  as  he  listened  to  the 
parley,  "  I  wiU  make  my  terms  of  capitu- 
^th  you.  Shall  I  find  this  door 
"  I — ^^  he  advanced  towards 
>  and  wagged  his  fist 
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in  his  face,  "  or  shall  I  enter  by  the  secret 
passage,  and  take  the  police  with  me,  and 
show  them  the  dead  man  by  the  magazine 
with  which  you  expect  to  blow  the  palace 
to  the  moon.     Answer  me,  yes  or  no ! " 

"Yes,  yes,"  gasped  the  admiral,  as  he 
sank  against  the  wall.  "  Let  us  be  friends. 
What  is  the  use?  " 

The  artist  wafl  gone. 

He  found  the  father  at  the  H6tel  Russe, 
a  little  frail  old  man,  with  a  beard  white 
as  snow. 

"  Your  daughter,  the  Countess  Edna, 
wants  to  see  you.  You  are  to  come  to 
her  at  once.  I  have  just  left  her  side, 
and  she  sends  me  to  you  to  tell  you  to 
come  to  her  as  soon  as  possible." 

"  But  my  daughter  is — my  daughter  has 
— my  daughter  cannot  see  me.  I  have  been 
waiting  and  waiting.  I  have  just  come 
from  the  palace.  The  good  old  admiral, 
who  is  on  watch,  tells  me  that  she  is  even 
worse." 

"  But  you  are  to  come,"  cried  the  eager 
and  impulsive  artist,  "  and  to  come  at  once. 
Only  come  and  see ;  that  will  not  take  you 
long." 
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"Yes,  yes,  yes;  that  is  quite  true.  I 
will  go.     I  will  go  with  you,  Mr. — Mr. — " 

"  Murietta,"  said  the  artist. 

"  Murietta !  Heaven  help  me !  Is  it  you 
who  have  the  audacity  to  come  to  me — you 
who  have  blighted  my  daughter's  name, 
and  driven  her  to  madness?  No,  no.  Get 
out  of  my  sight !     Do  not  speak  to  me ! " 

"  But  will  you  not  go  with  me  ?  Will 
you  not  go  and  see?  Men  have  been 
telling  lies.  Come,  I  will  prove  to  you 
that  they  have  lied." 

"  No,  no.  Go,  go.  Will  you  not  get 
out  of  my  sight?  Oh,  that  my  son  were 
alive  that  he  might  chastise  you  for  your 
crime  and  your  audacity! " 

"  Your  son !  "  The  artist  thought  of  the 
dead  man's  ring.  "  Your  daughter  has 
just  been  speaking  of  your  son.  She  has 
just  received  a  ring — a  ring  he  wore  when 
last  she  saw  him ;  and  fearing  you  might 
be  deterred  from    coming  with  me  —  a 

ihe  bade  me  show  it  you,  if  that 
•y,  to  convince  you  of  the 
message.     See ! " 

flittering  jewel  up  on  his 
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forefinger  before  the  old  man's  eyes  under 
the  lamp  in  the  hall. 

"  It  is — it  is  true!  It  is  his!  I  had  a 
dream.  You  will  forgive  me,"  he  said, 
offering  his  hand.  "I  had  a  dream,  and 
now  my  dream  is  coming  true.  Lead  on 
— lead  on — bring  me  to  my  child !  " 

"  Double  fare,  and  a  fast  drive,'*  said  the 
artist  to  the  driver,  as  they  entered  a  car- 
riage at  the  door. 

True  to  the  old  admiral's  promise,  he 
stood  at  the  door,  and  it  opened  without  a 
word. 

"  She  has  suddenly  recovered  her  mind," 
he  whispered  to  the  old  man,  her  father; 
"  but  still  has  strange  illusions  that  you 
must  not  contradict  or  interfere  with  at 
all.     That  will  make  her  worse." 

They  stood  before  the  parlour  door,  which 
opened  with  some  delay. 

The  countess  lay  exhausted  upon  her 
sofa.  The  excitement  of  the  half  hour 
with  the  artist  had  broken  her  down,  for 
she  was  a  weakly  and  over-nervous  woman, 
and  could  not  endure  such  tension  of  the 
mind  long  at  a  time. 
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To  the  dismay  and  disgust  of  Murietta, 
in  the  door  opposite  stood  the  sleek,  cun- 
ning Giuseppe,  and  by  the  side  of  the 
countess  stood  the  narrow-browed  doctor 
we  have  seen  at  the  little  cell  by  the 
Tarpeian  Rock.  Over  in  a  corner  sat  the 
count,  with  his  head  bandaged,  and  his 
eyes  closed  from  the  frightful  blow  in  his 
face.     The  ring  had  cut  him  like  a  lance. 

The  lady  saw  her  father,  and  rising 
slowly,  and  with  an  air  of  authority,  she 
waved  the  two  villains  out,  or  attempted 
to  wave  them  out  of  the  room.  They  re- 
treated but  a  few  steps,  and  still  lingered. 

"  Are  you  the  mistress  here,  or  am  I?  " 
Then  turning  quietly  to  her  father,  she 
said, "  You  see,  father,  these  men  constitute 
themselves  my  keepers.  I  am  a  prisoner, 
and  my  husband  is  powerless  to  help  me !  " 
Then  she  put  her  arms  about  his  neck 
and  kissed  him,  and  cried  as  if  her  baby 
heart  would  break,  and  she  should  never 
cease  to  weep. 

At  last  she  lifted  her  head,  and  the  two 
keepers  were  gone.  The  count  still  sat  there 

id«  and  helpless  and  silent. 
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"  And  now  you  will  never  never  leave 
me ! "  she  said,  as  she  still  held  on  to  her 
father  as  if  she  had  been  a  child.  "  And 
now  we  can  go  all  together  and  get  away 
from  this  dreadful  nightmare  and  the  terrible 
men  that  have  fastened  upon  the  count !  " 

"  No,  no,  I  will  never  leave  my  child," 
said  the  feeble  old  man  as  he  sank  into  a 
seat,  "  never  part  with  my  wayward  little 
daughter,  who  would  wed  a  stranger 
and  in  a  strange  land,  anymore.  No,  no, 
we  can  all  go  home  together  as  you  say, 
and  be  glad  and  content  again.  Come 
count,  my  son !  see,  we  are  all  right  now. 
We  can  go  to-morrow,  for  it  is  killing  me  in 
Rome." 

"  To-morrow,  0  let  it  be  to-morrow !  " 
cried  the  countess  clasping  her  hands.  "Do, 
do  let  it  be  to-morrow.  Leave  the  palace, 
leave  it  all.  It  is  haunted.  There  is  a 
skeleton  in  the  house." 

The  count  started  up  and  staggered  to- 
wards the  door  as  he  tore  the  bandasres 
from  his  face. 

"  Poor,  poor  count,  and  what  is  the 
matter  now  with,  his  face?  "  said  the  old 
man  to  the  countess. 
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She  looked  up  towards  the  door,  saw  the 
count  passing  out,  and  Murietta  before  him. 

"  Stand  aside,  Mr.  Murietta !  stand  back, 
and  let  the  count,  my  husband,  pass  !  Why 
did  you  lift  your  hand  against  my  hus- 
band? Was  there  no  one  else  for  you  to 
lay  your  heavy  blows  upon?  Is  it  thus 
that  you  would  assist  a  lady  in  distress?  " 

"  Lady,''  said  the  man  sadly,  as  he  drew 
a  ring  from  his  finger,  "  I  leave  you  with 
your  father  and  your  husband.  I  am  very 
sorry  I  raised  my  hand  against  the  count. 
I  see  I  am  again  misunderstood.  But  now 
you  are  safe,  and  I  go.  Good-bye,  and  God 
bless  you !  "  He  handed  the  ring  to  the  old 
man  as  he  said  this,  and  hastened  away. 
She  did  not  call  him  back  or  say  one  word. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  as  he  reached  the  street, 
"  Carlton  was  right.  I  know  nothing  what- 
ever about  women,  and  very  little  indeed 
about  men." 

There  was  a  dog  crossing  before  him  as 
he  turned  a  corner,  and  he  drew  back  his 
foot  and  kicked  it  with  all  his  might. 
^^  No  mafetep.'^  he  said,  as  he  climbed  the 

and  found  his 


162  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

friend  Carlton.  "  No  matter,  I  have  done 
my  duty  to  the  living,  and  nothing  ever 
helps  the  dead.  I  do  not  see  what  else 
remains  or  what  I  have  to  complain  of. 
The  old  man  will  now  care  for  his  daughter 
and " 

The  artist  thought  a  long  time  over  what 
he  had  seen  in  the  secret  passage,  and 
then  said  to  himself,  "  Some  day  there  will 
be  a  devil  of  an  explosion  in  that  palace, 
and  the  Papists  will  say  it's  the  king's  party 
trying  to  blow  up  good  Catholics,  and  the 
Government  will  say  it  is  the  Pope  trying 
to  re-establish  his  tottered  throne,  while  in 
truth  it  will  be  but  a  nest  of  brigands  try- 
ing to  conceal  their  crimes!" 

The  friends  parted  for  the  night  very 
soon,  for  they  had  to  be  up  with  the  sun  on 
their  way  to  Venice. 

"  We  will  reform  to-morrow,"  said  Carl- 
ton, laughing  and  looking  back  over  his 
shoulder  as  he  retired  to  his  bed-room,  for 
he  dicl  not  yet  know  anything  that  had 
transpired  that  evening  at  the  palace. 

How  wide-awake  the  day  was  that  morn- 
ing, as  the  two  friends  drove  to  the  station 
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for  the  four  o'clock  train.  Italy  was  bath- 
ing her  morning  face  in  a  golden  shower  of 
sunlight. 

The  artist  thought  only  of  Annette  as 
they  whirled  through  the  ruins,  and  out 
and  under  the  walls  away  towards  the  Alps 
pointing  toward  Como. 

"Rome  is  the  earth,  the  centre  of  the 
earth,  but  Como  shall  be  my  heaven," 
and  the  artist  raised  his  hand  in  an  eternal 
farewell  to  the  Eternal  City,  as  Carlton  drew 
forth  a  red-backed  book  and  began  to  read 
aloud  of  gondolas  and  palaces,  and  of  "  The 
Bridge  of  Sighs." 
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CHAPTER  XLVIIL 

IN  A  GONDOLA. 

HE  sun  was  settling  down  behind 
the  Acquian  Hills,  like  a  great 
hemisphere  of  fire.  Our  friends 
sat  together  on  the  balcony  of  the  Grand 
Hotel,  the  Artist,  Carlton,  MoUie,  and  her 
parents.  They  were  silent,  for  there  was 
majesty  in  the  scene.  All  Venice  was  silent, 
not  a  song  was  heard  to  float  anywhere 
on  the  salt  flood  street.  They  sat  on 
the  balcony  together  where  Desdemona  had 
sat  and  listene  d  to  the  wooing  of  the  Moor, 
for  lo!  her  palace  is  now  an  hotel.  A 
thousand  ships  went  to  and  fro  and  far  away, 
slowly  and  silent,  under  the  gold  and  glory 
of  the  dying  sun.  The  full  salt  flood 
tide  lapped  and  laughed  in  careless  cadence 
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around  the  marble  steps  of  the  ancient 
palace,  as  people  went  and  came  in  and  out 
of  the  dark  canopies  of  the  gondolas  as  if 
from  caves  of  the  sea. 

Carlton  was  sitting  close  to  the  side  of 
MoUie.  The  general  was  running  his  mind 
down  the  grooves  of  his  gridiron  of  railroads, 
and  Mrs.  Wopsus  was  dreaming  on  in  her 
negative  and  non -committal  way,  intent 
only  on  protecting  her  hands  and  face  from 
the  insinuating  blood-bites  of  the  mosquitos^ 

The  great  white  cockatoo  that  Murietta 
had  purchased  in  Rome  that  it  might  ab- 
sorb and  receive  to  itself  the  wasted 
affections  of  Miss  Mollie,  was  also  on  the 
balcony,  that  he  might  get  a  breath  of  fresh 
air  with  the  rest  of  the  family,  but  he 
hung  and  swung  in  his  cage  from  his  iron 
bar  quite  unnoticed  now.  The  little  brown 
poodle  with  its  eyes  quite  hidden  in  a  mass 
of  tangled  hair  that  came  down  over  its 
face  as  if  it  had  been  a  monk  in  a  cowl,  went 
butting  and  bumping  its  little  head  around 
against  the  marble  banisters,  marble  walls, 
marble  seats,  and  marble  ottomans,  as  if  it 
was  quite  neglected.      What  could  all  this 
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mean?  Had  MoUie  found  something  else 
to  love  ? 

"  The  people  are  getting  in  from  the 
station,"  said  Mrs.  Wopsus,  looking  up  the 
canal  towards  the  depot  and  wiping  her 
eyes. 

This  observation,  which  was  neither  very 
pathetic  nor  profound,  though  perhaps  it 
embodied  the  length  and  breadth  of  the 
views  of  this  simple  lady  of  California, 
was  at  once  confirmed  by  a  number  of 
gondolas — now  open,  for  the  sun  was  down 
— just  then  rounding  a  turn  in  the  Great 
Canal  and  driving  down  upon  the  hotel. 

Travellers  are  gregarious.  Each  season 
in  each  city,  as  a  rule,  finds  its  own 
favourite  hotel,  and  when  the  happy  pro- 
prietor finds  the  tide  flowing  to  his  doors 
he  may  sit  down,  as  they  too  often  do  in 
Italy,  and  consider  his  fortune  made. 

The  travelling  world,  for  this  season, 
had  fallen  upon  the  Grand  Hotel,  and  of 
course  all  new-comers  went  directly  to  the 
old  palace  of  Desdemona,  for  there  they 
knew  they  would  meet  with  fellow  tra- 
vellers, and  even,  perhaps,  old  neighbours 
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from  some  obscure  town  of  the  Middle 
States. 

As  the  open  gondolas — ^with  their  great 
cargoes  of  Saratoga  trunks  piled  high  in 
the  stern,  and  men  and  women,  travel- 
stained  and  worn,  looking  up  with  wonder 
at  the  mighty  palaces-.-drew  near,  Mollie 
arose  and,  with  a  hand  on  the  shoulder  of 
Carlton,  stood  tiptoe  and  leaning  and  look- 
ing as  if  she  was  discovering  a  new  world. 

"  The  pink  princess !  the  pink  princess ! 
Bet  your  life ! "  And  Mollie  clapped  her 
little  rosy  hands  together,  stumbled  over 
the  little  brown  poodle,  bumped  her  head 
against  the  hanging  cage  of  the  discarded 
cockatoo,  and  darted  down  the  marble  steps 
with  outstretched  hands  and  her  warm  little 
heart  gushing  with  hearty  welcome  for  the 
poor  travel-worn  woman  who  was  coming, 
as  she  supposed,  to  a  strange  house  filled 
only  with  strangers. 

There  was  a  cast  of  care  on  the  face  of 
Murietta  at  this  announcement.  At  almost 
any  previous  period  of  his  life  he,  too,  had 
rushed  down  even  with  the  warm-hearted 
Mollie,  or  at  least  followed  her  quietly  as 
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did  Carlton  and  her  parents,  and  stood  on 
the  marble  landing  to  receive  her  and  make 
her  glad  with  cheering  words  of  welcome. 

But  now  he  did  not  move  to  meet  her. 
He  was  growing  older  and  a  little  more 
wise  in  the  ways  of  women.  Perhaps  he 
recalled  the  last  painful  day  in  Rome,  and 
her  singular  behaviour  when  he  last  had 
seen  her. 

At  all  events,  whatever  may  have  been 
his  thoughts,  he  only  rose  from  his  seat, 
walked  out  to  the  edge  of  the  balcony,  laid 
his  hands  on  the  marble  banisters,  and, 
leaning  a  little  over,  looked  down  into  the 
approaching  gondola. 

There  indeed  was  the  pink  countess, 
settled  back  against  the  high,  black  lifting 
:  cushion,  with  her  little  left  hand  thrown 
out  over  the  black  arm  of  the  seat  into  the 
sea,  as  if  she  was  a  great  rose,  withering, 
thirsting  for  the  water.  She  did  not  lift  her 
eyes.  She  was  so  languid,  so  weary,  and 
she  seemed  so  helpless.  She  looked  and 
behaved  like  a  little  child  that  was  being 
carried  helplessly,  it  knew  not  where. 

Rose  and  pink  and   the  rustle   of  silk 
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under  the  black  mantle  that  fell  and  trailed 
loosely  from  her  half  bare  shoulders.  The 
same  dress  of  perfect  abandon  and  careless- 
ness. The  same  effort  not  to  be  beautiful 
which  only  made  her  more  beautiful  than 
before. 

As  the  gondola  drove  down  the  salt  flood 
street  towards  the  marble  landing,  Muri- 
etta  held  his  breath  with  admiration.  She 
seemed  to  him  to  be  herself  the  whole 
barge.  She  looked  like  a  great  red  rose 
wide  blown  and  drifting  away  on  the  waves 
to  the  sea. 

She  seemed,  soiled  and  worn  as  she  was, 
as  if  she  might  have  been  some  great  red 
rose  that  had  been  worn  in  the  breast  of  some 
god  or  Titan  lover  tiU  withered  in  the  sun 
and  soiled,  and  then  thrown  carelessly  in 
the  tide  to  float  away  and  go  Grod  knows 
where. 

On  the  seat  before  her  sat,  or  rather  re- 
clined, half  doubled  up,  an  old  man  with 
hair  as  white  as  wool  Close  behind  this 
gondola  came  another.  There  was  the 
little  boy  Sunshine,  whom  we  have  seen 
before,  and  beside  him,  with  her  arm  about 
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his  waist,  was  the  lady's  maid.  But  over 
and  above  these,  standing  up  as  if  he  en- 
compassed them  and  kept  them  for  ever 
under  his  thumb,  to  the  amazement  and 
disgust  of  Murietta,  stood  Giuseppe.  This 
assassin,  this  reformed  or  unreformed  bri- 
gand, was  acting  the  part  of  courier,  and 
standing  there  was  giving  directions  to  the 
gondoliers  of  both  craft  where  to  land  and 
where  to  leave  the  baggage,  and  bearing 
himself  altogether  in  a  manner  which 
showed  that  he  held  things  much  in  his 
own  hand. 

It  was  with  the  greatest  effort  that  the 
old  man,  by  leaning  on  the  arm  of  the 
general  and  holding  the  hand  of  Mollie, 
could  make  the  ascent  of  the  steps.  He 
was  dying  indeed.  The  long  delay  and 
the  anxiety  at  Rome  had  done  its  worst. 

Then,  when  the  countess — ^whose  face 
lighted  up  with  its  old  sad  beauty,  as  she 
lifted  her  great  brown  eyes  and  saw 
the  faces  of  her  friends — attempted  to 
land,  she  almost  fainted  and  nearly  fell 
into  the  water  from  weakness  and  ex- 
haustion. 
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And  these  two  helpless  people  were  in 
charge  of  this  brigand,  this  coward,  and 
this  tool  of  an  association  that  was  organized 
to  prey  upon  foreigners ! 

Murietta  was  ashamed  that  he  had  stood 
aloof.  He  was  disgusted  with  himself;  and 
when  the  party  had  disappeared  under  the 
balcony  and  entered  the  hotel,  he  paced 
up  and  down  wondering  why  at  this  par- 
ticular time,  when  she  so  much  needed  a 
kind  word  and  the  encouragement  of  fami- 
liar faces,  that  he  of  all  the  party  should 
have  stood  aloof  and  frowned  from  his  high 
place  of  safety  because  she  too  had  come 
to  Venice. 

"  I  have  been  with  her  often,  perhaps  too 
often,  and  now  that  she  comes  here,  a  timid 
woman  and  a  stranger,  and  in  the  hands  of 
a  bad  man,  and  helpless,  I,  I  am  the  man, 
and  the  only  man,  to  stand  back  on  my 
high  balcony  and  refuse  to  reach  her  a 
hand  from  the  land  to  where  she  floats  in 
the  troubled  sea.  I  am  an  ass !  a  consis- 
tent ass,  and  a  coward ! "  Thus  the  man 
reflected  to  himself  as  he  paced  the  balcony 
in  the  twilight  alone,  and  saw  the  stars 
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come  out  and  fall  through  the  great  pro- 
found into  the  sea. 

Then,  as  if  to  make  amends  and  to  ap- 
pease his  conscience,  he  resolved  to  never 
again  withhold  his  hand  and  his  help  from 
any  woman,  come  what  might;  but  to  go 
on  through  life  to  the  end  as  he  had  lived 
— ^in  the  teeth  of  the  world. 

Mollie  and  Carlton  came  on  the  balcony 
together  soon,  and  thie  impulsive  Murietta, 
rushing  up  to  the  former,  entreated  her  not 
to  leave  the  countess  a  moment,  but  to 
remain  with  her,  watch  over  her,  take  care 
of  her  as  if  she  were  her  sister. 

Mollie  promised  to  do  everything  that 
could  be  done  or  that  was  necessary,  and 
then  turned  to  the  cage  and  pretended  to 
be  talking  to  the  loud  and  garrulous  cock- 
atoo with  its  lifted  crest  and  yellow  curve 
of  gold,  while  in  reality  she  was  talking  to 
Carlton. 

Murietta  was  in  a  mood  again  and  half 
disgusted  with  himself  He  went  down, 
took  a  gondola,  entered  the  black  little 
cabin,  and  taking  out  a  roll  of  cigarettes, 
drifted  away  with  the   retiring  tide   and 
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dreamed  of  Annette  and  of  his  near  de- 
parture for  Como,  and  prophesied  and 
planned  till  the  morning  star  rose  up  from 
the  Adriatic  Sea  and  pointed  like  a  finger 
into  the  teeth  of  the  lion  of  Saint  Mark. 

He  slept  late  next  day,  as  indeed  did  all 
of  his  party,  as  well  as  the  new  arrivals, 
and,  in  fact,  as  did  and  does  all  Venice  at 
this  season  of  the  year. 

The  countess  did  not  appear  at  dinner, 
but  when  the  artist,  with  a  cigarette  in  his 
fingers,  found  his  way,  as  was  his  custom, 
rather  late  on  the  balcony,  she  rose  to 
meet  him,  and  came  forward  in  the  old 
careless  way,  which  in  her  was  such  perfect 
grace,  and  gave  her  two  hands  and  greeted 
him  as  if  nothing  had  ever  happened,  as  if 
that  parting  in  the  palace  had  never  been, 
and  as  if  they  had  been  the  best  of  friends 
for  all  the  years  of  their  lives. 

Her  father  was  there,  too,  and  Sunshine ; 
and  they  were  all  going,  when  the  sun 
was  down,  in  a  little  fleet  of  gondolas  down 
to  the  sea. 

Murietta  led  the  lady  to  her  seat  again, 
bade  her  welcome  to  Venice,  wished  her 
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pleasure  in  the  proposed  twilight  excursion, 
and  then  shaking  hands  with  her  father, 
sauntered  over  to  the  other  side  of  the 
balcony,  and,  Ughting  his  cigarette,  begaA 
to  fire  a  double-barrelled  volley  of  smoke 
across  the  canal  at  the  colossal  figure  of 
Fortune  which  tops  the  Dogana  and  holds 
its  great  golden  scroll  to  the  winds,  and 
turns  with  every  passing  breath  like  a  true 
courtier  of  the  changeftd  time. 

There  was  a  rustle  of  rosy  silk,  and  a 
small  baby  hand  in  pearl  and  pink  fluttered 
down  to  where  his  rested  on  the  balcony, 
as  if*  it  had  been  a  weary  and  a  lonesome 
little  dove  of  Saint  Mark  seeking  out  its 
mate. 

The  artist  turned  his  face  to  her,  for  he 
was  not  displeased  with  her,  but  with  him- 
self. 

"  You  will  go  with  us,"  she  said  in  her 
soft,  dreamy  way.  "  Father  will  have  a 
gondola  by  himself,  for  he  prefers  to  lie 
down  and  be  alone,  and  the  courier  will  be 
in  the  boat  to  take  care  of  him,  though 
I  shall  keep  all  the  time  in  reach,  for  I 
do  not  more  than  half  like  this  Giuseppe ; 
and  then  Mollie  and  Carlton  will  have  a 
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gondola ;  and  then  the  general  and  Mrs.  W. 
will  have  another,  and  so  you  see  it  will 
be  roomy  and  pleasant  enough.  Come, 
you  will  rest  on  the  water  and  be  re- 
freshed."   . 

"  I  will  go  with  you,  countess,"  he  said 
thoughtfully,  turning  to  her,  "  you  see  it  is 
my  disposition  to  be  at  your  side  when 
you  are  fresh  and  free  of  care,  but  to  draw 
back  and  stand  aloof  when  you  come  to  my 
house,  as  it  were,  weary  and  worn,  and  in 
need  of  a  kind  word." 

"  No,  no,  not  so !  'I  would  not  have 
thine  enemy  say  so.'  Pardon  the  poor 
quotation,  but  it  is  the  truth ;  besides,  this 
is  the  palace  of  Desdemona." 

"  You  forgive  me  then  ?'' 

"  With  all  my  heart— aU  forgot.   There!" 

The  little  dove  that  had  fluttered  down 
on  the  balcony  by  his  hand  fluttered  up 
and  lit  on  his  extended  palm,  and  press- 
ing it  gently  he  led  her  down  the  steps  to 
where  the  sea-foam  floated  about  the 
marble  steps  at  the  landing,  for  the  party 
had  already  gone  down  and  taken  their 
places,  and  were  quietly  pushing  off*  and 
out  toward  the  open  sea. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 


DRIFTING. 


STOOD  in  Venice  on  the  Bridge 
of  Sighs,"  cried  MoUie,  looking 
back  over  her  shoulder  at  the 
countess,  and  showing  her  pretty  teeth  as 
they  pushed  oflF. 

"  I  propose  a  fine  of  a  dozen  bottles," 
answered  Cariton,  "  on  the  first  man,  wo- 
man, or  child  who  quotes  or  misquotes 
Byron  for  the  remainder  of  the  evening." 

"  0,  which  were  best, 
To  roam  or  rest, 
Land's  lap,  or  ocean's  breast  ?  " 

said  MoUie,  looking  sideways  under  her 
falling  hair  to  the  lover  at  her  side,  while 
her  hand  trailed  down  in  the  warm  sea 
water  over  the  side  of  the  little  gliding 
gondola. 
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Little  Sunshine  threw  back  his  long  hair 
and  looked  up  at  the  large  bright  stars^ 
while  the  stars  looked  right  down  into  the 
bright,  clear  sea  as  women  look  into  a  glass 
and  see  their  own  beauty,  and  seemed  glad 
and  light,  and  ready  to  dance  with  delight. 

The  old  general  sat  planning  a  railroad  in 
the  sea,  and  Mrs.  W.  wiped  her  eyes  and 
looked  at  her  delighted  daughter,  and  still 
maintained,  without  eflFort,  her  reputation 
for  eloquent  silence. 

The  countess  seemed  lost,  as  was  her 
wont,  in  the  flower  bed  of  rose  and  pink 
and  pink  and  rose,  and  ever  and  anon 
turned  her  face  to  her  father,  who  very 
tranquilly  rested  at  full  length  on  his  lifted 
couch  as  the  little  fleet  softly  drifted  away 
to  the  sea,  and  the  gondoliers  kept  time 
with  their  oars. 

Then  the  great  round  moon,  yellow  and 
large  and  indolent,  rose  up  slowly  behind 
the  island  of  Saint  Helen,  and  shadowed 
its  way  along  the  billows  of  the  Adriatic  till 
it  stood  above  the  waves,  and  then  moved 
slowly  through  the  masts  and  ropes,  and 
the  thousand  crossed  and  yellow  sails  that 
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marched  and  countermarched  before  the 
City  of  the  Sea. 

Cannon  were  booming  from  some  distant 
battlement  in  celebration  of  some  great 
deed  or  day,  and  the  water  seemed  to 
tremble.  Now  and  then  a  star  would 
loosen  from  the  upper  deep,  and  drop  swift 
and  silent  through  space  as  if  shaken  loose, 
to  either  bum  to  death  or  drown  itself  in 
the  sea. 

There  were  bands  of  music  playing  in 
the  gardens  on  the  little  islands  as  they 
passed,  and  now  and  then  rockets  and 
Roman  candles  shot  up  as  if  in  answer  to 
the  signals  sent  down  from  the  upper  world. 

The  oars  of  the  gondoliers  flashed  fire  and 
flamed  with  phosphorescent  light  even  with 
the  slightest  touch  of  the  warm  soft  water, 
and  little  Sunshine  leaned  and  trailed  his 
hands,  and  played  as  if  with  cloven  tongues 
of  fire.     The  heart  was  full  and  satisfied. 

"  0 !  that  we  could  now  drift  and  drive 
into  the  infinite.  I  think  that  somewhere 
near,  and  very  near,  are  the  shores  of  the 
eternal  world,  and  that  one  might  touch  and 
land  to-night,  and  never  taste  of  death." 
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Marietta  did  not  speak.  His  hand  was 
touching  hers,  as  if  by  accident.  He 
opened  his  palm  and  took  her  hand  in  his, 
and  pressed  it  for  his  answer.  She  drew 
her  hand  away,  and  then  they  drifted  on, 
and  she  did  not  speak  again. 

The  little  fleet  drew  around  the  convent 
of  Armenian  monks  on  the  little  Isle  of 
Cypresses,  where  Lord  Byron  wrote  the  first 
cantos  of  "  Childe  Harold,"  and  the  countess 
beckoned  a  return. 

"  I  must  be  pressing  on  for  the  Tyrol  as 
soon  as  we  have  had  a  day  of  rest,"  she 
said  to  Marietta  by  way  of  apology  for  the 
early  return. 

"And  you  are  alone;  the  count  is — " 
The  artist  hesitated. 

"  The  count  is  still  in  Rome.  He  tells 
me  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  get  away; 
that  his  affairs,  my  affairs  in  fact,  are  too 
much  involved  for  him  to  be  able  to  get 
away  till  I  have  paid  an  enormous  sum  of 
money,  which  is  not  just  now  at  my  com- 
mand. 0,  I  had  the  hardest  time  to  get 
away  !  Do  you  know  that  old  admiral 
tried  to  prevent  my  escape  from  that  hot 

3  N 


180  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

and  unhealthy  city?  I  really  thought  we 
must  all  die  in  Rome.  You  see  when  I 
got  all  ready  to  come  they  pretended  that 
I  should  and  would  be  arrested  if  I  tried 
to  go  away  without  settling  numerous 
bills  and  paying  incredible  sums  that  no 
one  ever  heard  of  before." 

"  And  how  did  you  accomplish  it 
finally?  " 

"  I  simply  gave  the  count  cheques, 
cheques  for  all  I  had,  and  blank  cheques  to 
fill  up  at  his  pleasure." 

"  And  so  left  Rome  a  ruined  woman  so 
far  as  your  fortune  is  concerned,"  answered 
the  artist  emphatically. 

"What  chance  had  I?  We  were  dying 
in  Rome.  I  should  have  gone  mad  on  the 
spot.  Do  you  know  that  after  you  came 
away  those  bold,  bad  men,  who  were  always 
drunk  in  outer  parts  of  the  palace,  actually 
entered  my  parlour  and  refused  to  leave?  " 

"  But  the  count,  your  husband !  Good 
heavens!  was  he  helpless ? " 

"The  poor  gentle  count,  my  husband, 
was  helpless.  They  bullied  him,  told  him 
he  was  allowing  his  American  wife  to  rule 
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him,  and  reaUy  terrified  him  to  break  open 
my  doors  and  admit  them  into  my  private 
apartments." 

"  And  lady,  what  did  you  do— poor 
child,  with  your  Italian  husband  and  count 
who  is  so  clownish  as  to  prefer  his  boon 
companions  and  countrymen  to  his  wife, 
and  to  take  side  for  ever  against  her?  " 

"  What  could  I  do  ?  I  appealed  to  the 
authorities.  I  was  told  that  in  this  land 
the  husband  is  lord  and  master  of  the 
house,  and  all  that  is  in  it,  and,  too,  can 
control  every  movement  of  his  wife.  My 
father  at  last,  dying  as  he  was,  managed 
to  call  in  the  consul.  But  nothing  could 
be  done.  I  simply  left  my  house  in  the 
possession  of  these  men,  and  by  paying 
and  stUl  by  promising  these  enormous 
sums,  I  managed  to  get  out  of  Rome  alive." 

"  Well,  lady,  I  struck  your  husband,  I 
sprinkled  his  blood  on  the  floor  and  on  the 
wall.  I  was  ashamed  of  it  then,  but  I  am 
not  sorry  now." 

"  There !  Do  not  speak  of  that.  Never 
speak  of  that  to  me  again,"  said  she.  "  You 
were  wrong,  you  were  brutal.  My  husband. 
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\  the  count,  is  a  gentleman.  He  is  not  wickecL 
I  He  is  weak,  but  he  is  not  wicked." 

"  Woman !  woman !  woman ! "  mused 
Murietta  to  himself  as  the  party  once  more 
drew  near  the  hotel.  "  Woman  !  woman  ! 
woman  !  I  will  never  understand  you, 
study  you  and  your  motives  as  I  may !  " 

"Do  you  know  my  father  still  thinks 
we  may  meet  with  my  brother  in  the  Alps 
somewhere,"  said  she,  suddenly  turning  to 
Murietta  just  before  landing. 

"Well,  if  it  is  a  pleasure  and  a  con- 
solation to  the  old  man,"  answered  the 
artist,  "  do  not  rob  him  of  it.  Nearly  all 
the  pleasure  of  life  is  made  up  of  delusions ; 
but  you  will  never  see  your  brother  any 
more." 

"  But  we  may^  Mr.  Murietta,"  she  urged. 
"  It  is  not  impossible,  you  know." 

"  And  how  about  the  ring  ?  " 

"  Oh,  it  is  the  ring  that  gives  father  hope. 
You  see  father  is  a  very  wise  man,  with  a 
cool  practical  head,  and  he  says  that  brother 
may  have  sent  the  ring  to  Rome,  knowing 
that  in  time  it  must  faU  in  with  Americans, 
and  possibly  with  his  own  people,  or  into 
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the  hands  at  least  of  some  one  who  knew 
him.  Yes,"  sighed  the  countess,  "  father 
thinks  he  is  still  in  the  Alps  in  the  hands  of 
the  brigands,  who  hope  by  a  long  silence 
to  secure  a  still  greater  ransom  for  his 
release." 

"  And  what  haa  been  done  with  the  ring  ?" 

She  opened  her  brown  eyes  and  looked 
at  Murietta  as  if  she  was  not  quite  certain 
that  she  had  done  a  wise  thing,  and  was 
sorry  for  the  fact  she  was  about  to  relate. 
"Well,"  she  went  on  at  last,  "father  said 
the  ring  belonged  to  the  old  admiral,  who 
claimed  to  have  bought  it  at  an  obscure 
shop  in  a  low  street,  and  as  I  could  not 
have  any  rest  about  it,  and  as  they  were 
torment  my  &ther  about  it  ^  the  time, 
weak  and  dying  as  he  was,  I  gave  it  up  to 
the  man." 

"  You  gave  it  up  to  your  brother's  mur- 
derers !  "  said  Murietta. 

"God  help  us  all,"  she  answered,  "there  is 
much  that  I  do  not  understand.  But  I  must 
take  care  of  my  father,  and  keep  them  from 
tormenting  him.  They  put  him  on  the  rack 
to  extort  money  or  whatever  they  chose 
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from  me.     0,  if  I  were  only  among  my 
kind  once  more." 

"Well,  lady,  you  shall  be  among  your 
kind  again.  Be  patient.  Take  care.  Go 
to  the  Tyrol ;  cross  the  mountains,  and 
then  drop  down  the  Rhine  and  cross  the 
channel  and  you  are  safe." 

"But  I — I  have  promised  not  to  leave 
Italy.  And  do  you  see  that  big,  sleek 
ruffian  who  has  been  put  in  charge  of 
my  boy?" 

"  In  heaven's  name,  could  you  not  choose 
your  own  servant  and  courier?  " 

"  I  ?  I  could  take  nothing  but  this  man. 
I  could  not  take  a  step  without  consenting 
to  keep  this  man  constantly  with  me,  and 
solemnly  promising  not  to  leave  Italy." 

"  But  you  shall  leave  Italy,  nevertheless, 
if  you  like,"  the  artist  whispered  earnestly, 
"  there  is  certainly  enough  American  man- 
hood in  Venice,  anyhow,  to  help  you 
through." 

She  turned  to  the  artist.  "  Do  you 
know  what  you  are  saying  ?  You,  Murietta, 
you  are  a  dreamer,  I  know  just  what  you 
feel  and  believe.     But,  mark  me !  you  will 
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find  that  when  a  thing  like  this  is  to  be  put 
to  the  test,  every  man  is  busy  with  his  own 
aflFairs.  Do  you  know  what  answer  you 
would  receive  if  you  went  to  any  man 
with  my  story  and  asked  his  assistance  and 
counsel  ?  " 

"  I  do  not." 

"You  would  be  referred  to  the  lady's 
husband." 

Just  then  the  boat  touched  the  marble 
landing,  and  the  two  stood  a  moment  on 
the  step  after  leaving  the  gondola,  before 
following  their  party. 

"  We  go  in  the  morning  early,  before  the 
sun  is  hot  on  the  plains  of  Verona,"  said  the 
lady,  "  and  I  must  now  say  good-bye,  and 
I  give  you  my  hand  in  token  of  eternal 
friendship,  and  I  give  you  a  thousand 
thanks  for  what  you  have  done,  and  even 
what  you  have  wished  to  do  for  my  wel- 
fare." 

She  reached  her  hand  as  she  spoke.  He 
lifted  it  to  his  lips,  let  it  fall,  said  good- 
night, and  returned  to  the  gondola. 

The  days  were  dull    enough  now  that  \ 
the  countess  was   gone   away  and  would 
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\  never  come  again,  and  Murietta  wandered 
1  about  over  Venice,  feeding  the  doves  of 
Saint  Mark  now,  and  now  winding  through 
the  dark  and  lonesome  passages  so  full  of 
strange,  black  eyed,  and  mysterious  people. 
He  was  decidedly  lonesome  now,  for  Carlton 
had  left  him.  That  young  man,  who  was 
for  ever  reforming  to-morrow,  had  displaced 
the  great  white  cockatoo  and  the  small 
blue  poodle  in  the  heart  of  MoUie,  and 
now  the  two  lovers  were  perpetually  drift- 
ing and  driving  away  in  a  gondola  to- 
gether. 

At  last,  to  the  infinite  relief  of  Murietta, 
the  fifteenth  day  of  August  was  at  hand. 
That  was  the  day  on  which  he  knew  An- 
nette would  reach  Lake  Como.  That  day 
to  him  had  become  a  sort  of  a  Day  of  De- 
claration. 

He  was  bidding  Carlton  good-bye  one 
evening  as  he  stood  with  the  inseparable 
lovers  on  one  end  of  the  marble  balcony, 
while  the  general  and  Mrs.  W.  occupied 
the  other  end,  and  looked  out  over  the  sea 
or  fed  from  their  hands  the  doves  that 
fluttered  about  the  balcony. 
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"And  80  you  leave  us  in  the  mormng 
for  Como/'  sighed  Caxlton,  with  an  effort. 

"  Oh !  won't  it  be  jolly,  Carlton,"  chimed 
in  the  merry-hearted  MoUie.  "  Everybody 
will  be  at  Como  but  us.  I  declare  it  is  too 
bad !     Come,  let  us  go  to  Como,  too." 

"  I  have  not  the  least  objection  to  going 
to  Como,  my  dear,  as  your  gallant  knight ; 
but  what  will  the  general  say?  " 

"  Ask  him !  "  answered  the  mischievous 
Mollie,  looking  up  sideways  from  under  her 
little  sailor's  hat. 

"  Ah !  that's  what  I  have  been  thinking 
about  for  a  month.  I  declare  I  have  got 
real  thin  over  the  agony  and  the  anxiety. 
Ask  him !  yes  that's  easily  said." 

"  Shall  I  ask  him  for  you?"  said  Murietta 
kindly. 

"  No,  but  we  will  do  it  together.  Come  ! 
all  three  of  us  abreast." 

With  Carlton  supported  between  them 
they  moved  down  upon  the  general,  who  sat 
there  feeding  the  doves  of  Saint  Mark  from 
his  hand,  and  forgetting  for  the  nonce  aU 
about  his  gridiron  of  railroads. 

"There  now!  softly  you  young  people. 
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and  don't  fitighten  them.  There  now  !  See 
what  you  have  done !  I  had  three  of  them 
feeding  out  of  my  hand  at  once." 

"  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  seig- 
nior," began  Carlton  at  last  in  a  faltering 
voice. 

"  Go  on,  go  on,"  whispered  MoUie,  as  she 
punched  him  affectionately  with  her  elbow, 
"go  on,  that's  all  right,  that's  bully,  bet 
your  life !  that's  just  the  thing,  for  thia  is 
Desdemona's  palace,  where  the  bloody 
Moor  told  his  piteous  tale." 

"  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  seig- 
nior," again  faltered  Carlton,  "  rude  am  I  in 
speech — " 

"  Now  don't  frighten  my  doves,  do — " 

"  And  but  little  gifted  with  the  set 
phrases  of—" 

"  Why  what  in  the  name  of  sense  does 
the  man  mean  to  frighten  away  my  doves  ? 
Well  go  on." 

"  I  mean,  general,  that  I  want  this  par- 
ticular dove  of  yours  for  my  own." 

The  great  railroad  man  fell  into  a  brown 
study.  At  last  he  raised  his  head  and  said, 
"  Well,  I  reckon  I  had  better  give  her  to  a 
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Saxon  painter  than  a  Latin  prince.  But 
how,  my  dear  Carlton,  about  your  weak- 
ness for  wine  ?  " 

"  General  Wopsus,  I  will  reform  to- 
morrow, won't  I,  MoUie  ?  " 

The  innocent,  light-hearted  girl  from  the 
great  West  looked,  up  through  her  tears, 
half  laughing,  from  under  her  sailor's  hat, 
and  leaning  affectionately  on  Carlton's  arm 
as  she  turned  her  eyes  to  his,  said  saucily, 
"  Bet  your  life !  " 


CHAPTER  L, 


COMO  AT  LAST. 


MUST  have  a  house  on  Lake 
Como,"  wrote  Pliny,  ''but  I  dare 
not  have  any  windows  in  it  that 
look  out  upon  the  lake,  for  if  I  do  I  shall 
never  be  able  to  do  any  work." 

There  lies  the  long  thin  sheet  of  peaceful 
water,  pointing  like  a  long  finger  from  out 
of  the  rugged  heart  of  the  Alps  right  down 
into  the  great  level  plain  of  Lombardy. 

This  hand  that  points  this  long  thin 
finger  is  half  doubled  up  at  Belaggio,  which 
is  about  midway,  and  one  finger,  the  lesser 
one,  points  off  at  an  obtuse  angle  to  the 
south. 

In  the  forks  of  this  long  thin  lake,  where 
the    fingers    divide,    stands    Bellagio,   the 
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centre  of  the  earth,  and  of  which  we  shall 
see  more  by  and  bye. 

On  the  extreme  end  of  this  long  thin 
finger  pointing  down  and  out  of  the  Alps 
straight  into  the  great  plain  of  Lombardy, 
has  grown  a  great  wart.  This  wart  is  called 
the  City  of  Como.  It  is  as  old,  perhaps, 
as  Jerusalem.  It  was  founded  by  the  Greek 
colonists  before  Rome  was  thought  of.  You 
can  see  the  Greek  in  the  faces  of  the  people ; 
particularly  in  the  faces  of  the  wonderful 
women.  On  the  old  cathedral,  storm- 
stained  and  eaten  by  the  tooth  of  time  and 
washed  into  channels  and  fiirrows  by  the 
rains  of  heaven,  as  if  the  faces  of  the  marble 
men  had  reaUy  wrinkled  from  age,  you  see 
the  statues  of  the  two  Plinys. 

Old,  very  old  indeed,  is  this  town  of 
Como,  and  yet  only  yesterday  they  erected 
a  great  fountain  in  their  great  square,  and 
last  year  built  a  hundred  houses  that  look 
like  palaces.  The  old  town,  like  a  hundred 
others  in  Italy,  is  being  galvanized  into 
new  life  by  the  gold  of  English  and  Ame- 
rican travellers.  Tell  an  Italian  this,  how- 
ever, and  he  will  be  sorely  offended.     He 
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.  insist  that  Italy  is  full  of  resources, 
that  she  does  all  this  herself,  and  does  not  at 
all  need  the  money  of  the  stranger.  He 
will  tell  you  that  Italy  has  always  been 
great,  a  power,  and  the  centre  of  the  earth. 
Let  an  American  dare  to  dispute  this,  and 
the  proud  Italian  will  strike  an  attitude  and 
say  to  him,  "Why,  we  discovered  you!  " 

It  was  the  fashion  this  particular  season 
of  which  we  write,  to  sit  down  at  or  near 
Bellagio.  Como,  the  town  of  Como  and 
its  immediate  neighbours,  had  but  little 
business  this  season  save  as  depots  of  arrival 
and  dcpartm-e ;  all  pushed  on  up  the  long, 
lovely  lake,  to  where  it  divided,  and  there 
gathered  about  the  forks. 

"Howmuch  it  is  like  the  Mississippi  River," 
thought  Marietta  to  himself,  who  had  left 
the  train  at  Como  and  was  now  running  up 
the  lake  to  the  great-little  centre  of  Bellagio. 
"  It  would  be  precisely  like  the  wide,  clear, 
crooked  river  of  the  West  but  for  tliese  over- 
hanging mountains  and  these  noble  palaces 
on  the  edge  of  the  wave  with  their  feet  in  the 
cool  sweet  water,  as  if  to  cool  in  this  sultry 
season,"  said  the  man  to  himself  as  he.  rolled 
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another  cigarette  and  elbowed  his  way 
through  the  dense  crowd  of  passengers  to 
the  other  side  and  looked  up,  away  up 
through  the  white  fleecy  clouds,  at  a  beau- 
tiful old  place  of  worship  perched  like  a 
great  grey  eagle  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  on 
the  topmost  crag.  *'  Nay,  it  is  just  like  the 
Columbia,"  he  said,  as  he  looked  again,  "for 
there  drift  the  sunny  clouds,  there  lift  the 
toppling  crags,  and  here  are  the  massy  rocks 
in  the  water's  edge  and  there  the  wild 
foliage  on  the  steep  and  stupendous  shore 
of  lifted  and  rifted  mountains."  And  then 
he  forgot  the  crags  and  clouds  above,  and 
looked  down  into  the  thousand  little  plea- 
sure boats  that  moved  and  wound  across 
and  about,  and  bore  little  flags  and  light 
hearts  and  happy  uplifted  {sees  that  looked 
curiously  into  the  crowd  of  travellers  for 
friends  and  fellow  tourists. 

Of  these  flags  one  half  were  the  Stars  and 
Stripes,  a  great  number  were  English,  and 
not  a  few  Italian.  It  was  noticeable  that 
there  was  not  a  craft  afloat  without  a  Saxon 
face  somewhere  to  be  seen  among  the  pas- 
sengers or  seekers  of  pleasure. 
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Over  and  across,  from  side  to  side,  the 
little  steamer  shot  from  town  to  town,  and 
took  in  or  set  down  tourists ;  and  made  at 
least  forty  calls  on  one  side  of  the  long 
lake  or  the  other,  wedged  down  there  be- 
tween the  walls  of  the  Alps,  before  it 
touched  at  Bellagio. 

As  they  neared  this  town,  cutting  across 
the  narrow  lake  from  Cadenabbia,  Murietta 
stood  out  on  the  prow,  and  kissed  his  hand, 
once,  twice,  thrice,  and  very  fervidly,  at  the 
beautiful  Bellagio,  for  it  was  there  he  knew 
he  should  once  more  meet  the  grand  and 
wonderftil  woman,  Annette. 

As  you  near  this  town,  coming  up  the 
long  narrow  lake  that  points  straight  out 
through  the  Alps  into  the  great  plains  of 
Lombardy,  you  will  see  that  the  lake  is 
much  wider  above  you,  and  you  can  see 
where  a  high  and  lifted  mountain  pushes  its 
nose  abruptly  into  the  lake,  and  splits  it  in 
two. 

On  the  north  side  of  this  steep  and  pine- 
topped  little  mountain  stands  Bellagio,  a 
little  town  of  only  two  or  three  thousand 
souls  of  mixed  Greek  and  Italian    blood  ; 
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and  these  mostly  keepers  of  shops,  chop 
houses,  and  wine  shops,  besides  an  unreason- 
able  number  of  priests  in  black  and  grey, 
and  brown,  and  tall,  fine-looking  fishermen 
and  boatmen ;  and  then,  too,  an  intolerable 
number  of  hard-looking  Italians,  who  can 
safely  be  set  down  as  brigands  and  assassins, 
who  are  quite  ready  for  any  job,  from  acting 
as  courier  and  interpreter  for  parties  abroad 
who  have  more  money  than  knowledge,  up 
to  stealing  a  stranger's  child,  or  assassinating 
their  own  great  king. 

It  is  remarkable  that  here  at  the  north 
base  of  this  little  round  pine-crowned  moun- 
tain, lifting  up  abruptly  in  the  forks  of  the 
lake,  and  almost  surrounded  by  its  waters, 
stand  two  of  the  most  beautiful  hotels  in 
all  Europe.  In  truth  you  may  almost  say, 
too,  that  they  are  the  most  magnificent. 

They  stand  almost  quite  down  at  the  edge 
of  the  water,  with  only  room  enough  for 
little  walks  through  woods  and  flowers  as 
beautiful  as  paths  through  paradise.  All 
along  the  edge  of  the  lake  there  stand 
double  rows  of  sycamore  trees ;  and  under 
these    trees,    on    the    stone     benches,    sit 
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tourists  by  hundreds  in  the  cool  fresh 
mornings  of  the  summer  time,  whipping 
the  lake  with  their  fish-lines,  and  fishing 
their  breakfasts  of  fish  from  the  populous 
lake. 

Boats  with  lovers  go  by  in  perfect  little 
fleets  all  the  time,  and  at  night  they  hang 
them  with  many-coloured  lamps ;  and  it  is 
said  that  lovers  meet  on  the  waters  of  this 
lake  of  all  lakes  by  preconcerted  signals 
made  of  these  many-coloured  lamps,  which 
they  alone  can  read  and  understand. 

Murietta  knew  that  Annette  and  her 
people  were  at  the  Hotel  Gran  Bretagna. 
Therefore  he  went  to  the  H6tel  Grande 
Bellagio. 

If  you  have  a  poor  opinion  of  the  world 
you  should  go  to  Como,  sit  down  at  Bel- 
lagio for  a  month,  and  rest  there.  After 
that  you  will  be  quite  satisfied  that  there  is 
upon  earth  at  least  one  place  where  there  is 
beauty,  and  beauty  only ;  peace,  and  perfect 
peace. 

If  you  will  have  a  courier  with  you,  who 
is  constantly  keeping  you  in  hot  water  by 
his    thefts     and    extortions;   if    you    will 
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travel  with  a  lot  of  loud  people  at  your 
heels,  who  do  not  know  what  rest  is ;  and, 
finally,  if  you  will  insist  on  putting  up  at 
the  Grand  Hotel  Bellagio,  where  you  must 
fight  every  day  at  the  point  of  the  sword  to 
get  your  bill  down  to  double  the  sum  you 
have  stipulated  it  should  be,  instead  of 
going  to  an  old-established  and  less  extor- 
tionate house,  why  do  not  blame  Bellagio  if 
you  do  not  rest,  but  blame  yourself. 

Murietta  made  the  mistake  of  going  to 
this  beautiful  and  magnificent  hotel.  In 
fact,  it  had  been  surprising  if  he  had  not 
made  it.  In  all  the  thousand  journeys  of 
his  life,  he  had  never  come  to  the  forks  of 
the  road,  where  the  choice  of  the  right  way 
depended  on  his  own  judgment,  but  what  he 
took  the  wrong  one.  Yet  here  he,  perhaps, 
would  have  gone  to  the  English  hotel,  but 
for  Annette. 

Another  man,  of  course,  would  not  for  a 
moment  have  thought  of  any  other  hotel 
than  the  one  where  the  queen  of  his  heart 
was  staying.  The  artist  would  sooner  have 
camped  under  one  of  the  sycamore  trees  by 
the  side  of  the  lake.     He  loved  this  woman 
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so  devotedly.  He  feared  to  trust  himself  in 
her  presence,  perhaps.  Perhaps  he  feared 
he  might  disturb  her  by  his  presence.  In 
truth,  had  he  been  asked  the  reason  why 
he  so  determinedly  sought  another  place  to 
put  up  at,  he  could  not  have  answered  at  all. 
Then  do  not  expect  us  to  answer  for  him. 
We  must  be  content  to  state  the  fact.  There 
may  be  those  who  themselves  have  loved  as 
this  man  loved,  and  they  will  understand. 

He  stood  on  the  high  balcony  of  his 
hotel,  and  looked  down  the  lake'  to  the 
Hotel  Gran  Bretagna,  and  kissed  his  hand 
to  it.  Further  down  the  lake,  along  the  lane 
of  sycamore  trees,  stood  the  palace  of  the 
Duke  of  Lodi,  whose  grandfather  had  been 
dignified  by  that  title  by  the  little  Corsican 
on  the  battle-field  of  Lodi.  Across  the  lake 
in  savage  grandeur  lifted  the  Alps,  where 
the  Russians  attempted  to  pass,  and 
perished ;  and  these  Alps  had  little  cities  all 
along  their  base  on  the  edge  of  the  water, 
and  little  white  churches  about  their  ruofofed 
brows,  where  blew  white  clouds  perpetually 
like  wreaths  and  puffs  of  battle-smoke  blown 
from  the  battlements  of  Titans. 
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Peace,  and  the  perfect  summer.  Cool 
waters,  and  music  all  the  time  floating  on 
the  waters  from  under  the  banners  of  strange 
lands.  People  coming  and  going  away. 
Beautiful  Saxon  women,  and  taU,  half  Greek 
fishermen.  Citizens  sitting  in  the  cool  of 
the  trees  by  the  water.  Clouds  blowing 
against  the  blue  sky.  White  snow  peaks 
flashing  afar  off  in  the  sun.  Fruit  at  your 
hand  and  flowers  at  your  feet.  Peace  in 
the  air.  Comeliness  everjrw^here.  This 
was  Como. 

Inconsistent  as  it  may  seem,  Murietta 
could  scarcely  rest,  could  not  dine  at  all 
till  he  had  stolen  down  to  the  other  hotel 
and  quietly  asked  the  clerk  if  the  one  fair 
woman  and  her  friends  were  there.  He 
was  certain  of  this  before.  He  was  just  as 
certain  that  they  were  at  the  one  hotel  as 
he  was  that  he  was  at  the  other.  But  he 
could  not  help  stealing  down  and  asking 
after  her  with  studied  indifference.  Those 
who  can  understand  the  first  action  will 
understand  this. 

But  his  inquiry  was  not  without  results. 
He  found  that  they  were  not  actually  in 
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this  house,  but  in  a  dependence  of  this 
hotel,  up  on  the  top  of  the  little  pine- 
topped  mountain  with  its  nose  pushed  into 
the  forks  of  the  lake,  before  described. 
He  had  in  fact  been  kissing  his  hand  at  the 
wrong  house. 

He  walked  up  towards  this  dependence, 
lifted  so  high  above  him,  sitting  there 
among  the  pines  and  ruins,  looking  down 
on  the  whole  water-locked  world  and  the 
Alps  wedging  the  lake,  but  was  stopped  at 
a  gate  by  an  old  woman,  who  demanded 
either  a  ticket  or  money  to  enter; 

"Good!"  thought  the  artist  to  himself. 
"  She  is  shut  in  from  the  mob.  This  is 
right.  The  world  shall  not  look  upon  her. 
Perhaps  fewer  men  will  see  her  now.  But 
this  is  near  enough  for  to-night.  I  will 
come  nearer  to-morrow." 

As  he  turned  down  towards  his  hotel, 
he  saw  the  retreating  figure  of  the  old 
admiral.  He  was  gorgeously  dressed  and 
walked  as  if  he  owned  the  town. 

Whose  death  did  the  prei 
terrible  shark  in  these  wa^ 


CHAPTER  LI. 


SITTING  BY  HER  SIDE  AT  LAST. 

|0W  one  can  sleep,  and  sleep,  and 
sleep  at  Como !  And  how  per- 
fectly you  do  rest  !  Every 
muscle  relaxes.  The  mind  sleeps.  It 
seems  to  enter  a  paradise  of  repose  and 
rest  on  a  bed  of  roses  till  the  body  at  noon- 
day comes  and  calls  back,  wakes  up,  the 
mind.  No  wandering  of  the  soul  into  the 
infernal  regions.  No  dreams  of  death.  No 
strife.     Nothing  but  peace  and  repose. 

The  artist  waited  a  long  time  for  a  fit 
hour  to  call  the  next  day.  At  least  it 
•eemed  to  him  a  very,  very  long  time.    At 

the  little  iron  gate  and  began 

steep  steps  that  led  to 

"iB  beautiful  woman. 

^"  he  neared  the 
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house  in  the  pines  and  ruins,  and  fearing 
he  was  too  early  and  might  reveal  some 
haste  and  eagerness  if  he  presented  him- 
self then,  turned  off  to  the  left  and  took  a 
walk  through  the  two  or  three  miles  of 
little  paths  that  wound  over  and  through 
and  about  this  rugged  pine-topped  moun- 
tain with  its  lofty  nose  pushed  into  the 
middle  of  the  lake. 

He  drew  near  the  house  once  more. 
There  was  the  sound  of  carriage  wheels. 
He  stopped  in  the  dense  foliage,  till  at 
length  he  heard  the  carriage  drive  away. 
He  thought  that  it  might  be  Annette  about 
to  drive  out  in  the  shadow  of  the  mountain 
in  the  cool  of  the  afternoon,  and  he  would 
not  think  of  detaining  her  a  moment.  Per- 
haps he  was  glad  of  an  excuse  to  wait  a  few 
minutes  longer.  The  truth  is,  this  man  had 
a  great  deal  rather  have  climbed  up  a 
mountain  all  bristling  with  red-tongued 
cannon  and  faced  them  and  attempted  to  an- 
swer back  their  thunder,  than  advance  upon 
this  gem  of  his  heart  in  her  lovely,  leafy 
hermitage.  He  stood  back  in  the  wood,  a 
coward. 
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Then  he  stood  out  in  the  clearing,  looked 
down  the  steep,  corkscrew  carriage  road 
under  the  ruins  and  pines,  and  saw  in  the 
retreating  carriage,  Annette. 

After  that  he  advanced  boldly  enough, 
and  came  up  to  the  cool  shaded  fountain 
before  the  house  and  spoke  to  the  good- 
natured  block  of  chiselled  midnight  who 
stood  there  grinning  as  he  advanced ;  and 
then  he  really  felt  that  he  had  done  a  great 
deal  and  advanced  his  cause  quite  suffi- 
ciently for  that  day,  and  so,  after  talking 
with  the  black  man  about  the  big  magnolia 
tree  that  stood  there  and  the  many  beautiful 
plants  and  flowers  familiar  to  the  South,  he 
went  back  to  his  hotel  a  very  happy  man. 
The  old  admiral,  he  found,  was  at  this  hotel. 

The  evening  was  dull  enough.  There 
was  but  one  person  in  all  the  region  of 
Como  that  he  cared  to  see,  and  he  dared 
not  call  on  her  after  dark.  In  fact  it  was 
quite  as  much  as  he  could  accomplish  in  the 
daytime. 

It  is  true  there  were  boat  races  and  fine 
rockets.  And  then  there  was  a  fine  Italian 
band  playing  before  nearly  every  hotel  on  the 
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lake  till  there  was  a  perfect  discord  of 
music,  but  these  had  not  charms  for 
Murietta.  His  mind  had  been  strung  to  a 
higher  note  than  any  instrument  there 
could  reach. 

He  sauntered  out  alone,  and  as  usual 
found  his  way  to  the  old  and  humble  parts 
of  the  place.  A  dark  and  narrow  street  it 
was,  and  it  reached  steeply  up  the  hUl,  and 
was  overarched  in  places  by  coverings 
reaching  from  one  palace  to  another.  This 
kept  out  the  light  of  the  large  bright  stars, 
and  made  it  dark  indeed.  A  great  lamp 
hung  here,  and  under  this  lamp  was  set  a 
table,  around  which  were  grouped  a  party 
of  Italian  gamblers. 

The  little  black-eyed,  threadbare  doctor 
with  the  retreating  moustache,  whom  we 
have  seen  in  Rome,  sat  there  on  the  edge 
of  the  crowd,  looking  now  at  the  game  and 
now  at  the  passers-by. 

Murietta  saw  this  man  and  tried  to 
escape  unnoticed,  but  the  black,  restless 
eyes  were  too  quick  for  him,  and  the  little, 
nervous,  black-eyed  Italian  arose  and  fol- 
lowed. 
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The  artist  quickened  his  pace  after  slip- 
ping a  knife  up  his  sleeve,  so  as  to  be  pre- 
pared for  any  emergency,  and  did  not  stop 
to  turn  around  till  he  stood  in  a  more  wide 
and  open  street,  where  respectable  Christian 
faces  were  more  frequent. 

The  doctor  was  right  upon  his  heels,  and 
had  his  hat  in  his  hand  and  his  hand  on  his 
breast,  and  was  bowing  very  humbly,  even 
as  he  turned  around. 

"Every  one  comes  to  Como,  signor,  at 
this  season,  and  I  am  delighted  to  meet  you 
here,  and  trust  we  may  be  friends,  or  at 
least  not  enemies,  for  I  am  certain  I  can 
serve  you." 

"  And  how  the  devil  do  you  propose  to 
serve  me?"  savagely  and  contemptuously 
asked  the  artist. 

*'  By  not  serving  the  admiral,"  answered 
the  doctor  sharply. 

"  Well,  as  to  that,  perhaps,  you  had  as 
well  remain  with  your  honest  old  master. 
Don't  betray  him.  Honour  among  thieves, 
you  know.  At  all  events,  I  have  no  use 
for  you  whatever ;  you  have  only  to  keep 
out  of  my  way." 
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The  artist  turned  on  his  heel  as  he  spoke, 
and  went  on  through  the  town  by  the  great 
grey  stone  church  that  is  for  ever  and  ever 
clanging  out  of  tune  and  out  of  time,  as  if 
determined  that  no  one  shall  ever  rest  in 
Bellagio. 

He  gave  no  thought  to  this  man  further 
than  to  suppose  he  only  wanted  to  get  a 
few  francs,  which  he  did  not  care  to  give 
him.  He  certainly  looked  in  want  of  money. 
And  then  beggars — beggars  of  all  kinds — 
are  so  plentiful  in  Italy,  that  you  soon  learn 
to  instinctively  button  up  your  pockets  the 
moment  you  see  a  man  approaching  you. 

Yet  it  was  a  little  inconsistent  that  the 
old  admiral  should  be  shining  in  gold,  like 
a  pawnbroker's  clerk,  while  his  friend  and 
fellow  robber  was  so  destitute  and  thread- 
bare. 

Putting  all  concern  or  care  behind  him, 
and  thinking  only  of  the  lady  on  the  little 
mountain  of  pines  and  ruins,  the  artist 
slept  well,  and  awakened  only  when  the 
long,  light  finger  of  the  sun  reached  in  and 
pointed  to  the  Swiss  clock  on  the  mantel, 
which  had  just  struck  twelve. 
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At  two  o'clock  he  was  walking  alone 
among  the  pines  and  ruins,  and  waiting  for 
the  tardy  hour  of  four  to  turn  round,  so 
that  he  should  present  himself  at  the  throne 
of  his  queen. 

Three !  It  seemed  that  four  would  never 
come.  He  walked  and  walked,  time  after 
time,  every  foot  of  the  winding,  pleasant 
way,  around  and  over  and  through  the 
hallowed  mountain-top  till  weary  enough. 
Then  the  noisy  old  grey  stone  church 
shouted  out  the  hour,  and  in  a  little  time 
the  black  man  was  leading  him  to  her 
parlour. 

The  same  quiet  welcome,  that  had  no 
utterance  in  words.  The  same  silent  elo- 
quence of  the  soul.  The  great  eyes  that 
understood  you  too  well,  and  made  you 
tremble  for  yourself,  unless  you  felt  some- 
thing of  manhood  in  your  make-up,  and  felt 
your  own  integrity.     All  these  wejre  here. 

The  general  had  drifted  out  on  his 
dreamy  battle-cloud,  and  now  hung  under 
the  magnolia  tree  fast  asleep  in  his  ham- 
mock, with  his  half-finished  cigar  in  his 
fingers. 
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The  lady  led  the  artist  out  on  the  balcony 
overlooking  the  two  lakes,  or  rather,  the 
two  branches  of  the  one  lake,  that  lay 
almost  together  under  them.  The  sun 
went  down  suddenly,  as  if  he  had  lost  his 
way,  and  fallen  asleep  in  the  Alps,  and  then 
they  sat  in  the  matchless  twilight,  that  was 
made  alone  for  lovers. 

He  was  utterly  silent.  He  was  satisfied. 
He  was  grateful  to  God.  He  did  not  ask 
any  more  than  this.  He  never  had  asked 
more  than  to  sit  before  her.  To  see  her 
untold  and  unutterable  beauty,  and  to 
breathe  the  air  wherein  she  moved. 

"  You  will  come  again,''  said  the  mother. 
And  he  came  again.  Sometimes  he  found 
himself  talking  rapidly  in  his  half-a-dozen 
visits  in  the  fortnight  of  perfect  days  that 
followed,  and  then  he  would  stop  half 
frightened,  and  feeling  very  awkward,  sit 
and  look  at  the  strangely  beautiful  lady  be- 
fore him,  and  listen  to  her  few  words  so 
well  chosen,  so  light  and  pure,  and  so  ex- 
alted, with  a  devotion  that  only  few  upon 
earth  can  understand. 

Murietta  had  never  yet  thought  of  mar- 
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riage.  That  to  him  was  a  secondary  matter. 
Marriage  to  him  seemed  a  sort  of  selfishness. 
Yet  he  had  determined,  and  often  and 
often  attempted  to  tell  her  how  he  had 
worshipped  her,  how  he  had  first  seen  her 
in  his  dreams;  how  he  had  painted  her. 
How  he  had  first  met  her  in  society,  and 
knew  her  at  a  glance.  How  he  had  followed 
her  to  Italy,  to  Naples,  to  Rome,  to  Como, 
to  tell  her  the  story  of  the  flowers  in  her 
path,  the  picture,  and  yet  could  not  summon  : 
the  courage  to  do  so — ^not  even  to  begin. 

One  evening,  this  last  evening,  she  had 
spoken  of  the  picture  herself. 

"  There  is  a  little  story  about  this 
picture,  you  know,  and  I  have  waited  for 
it  and  waited  for  it.  You  promised  it  to 
me,  you  remember ;  promised  me  the  story 
and  the  picture  at  Como." 

There  was  earnestness  and  pathos,  a  touch 
of  entreaty  in  her  voice  and  manner,  as 
she  leaned  a  little  forward  and  said  this  to 
the  artist,  under  the  great  stars  of  Italy, 
and  over  the  twin  lakes  lying  there  under 
them  like  two  lovers,— divided  and  un- 
divided. 
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The  artist  was  encouraged.  Could  it  be 
possible  that  she,  she  the  companion  of 
princes,  she  the  most  matchless  and  mag- 
nificent of  women  in  all  the  world,  should 
or  could  care  for  him,  his  picture,  or  his 
story  ? 

He  arose,  stood  up  before  her;  clasped 
his  hands,  looked  away  to  the  lakes  to  the 
right  and  the  left,  the  many-coloured  lamps 
with  the  boats  bearing  lovers,  weaving  and 
winding  and  binding  love-knots  over  the 
breast  of  the  beautiful  water,  but  could  not 
speak.  His  lips  were  as  still  as  the  fathom- 
less lake  below  them,  and  his  soul  was  as 
deep  with  love. 

She  put  out  her  hand.  It  touched  his 
clasped  hands,  and  thrilled  him  with  a  sen- 
sation that  was  new  to  him  and  beautiful 
and  holy. 

He  took  her  hand  in  his  and  lifted  it  to 
his  lips  with  his  head  bent  low  as  if  in 
devoutest  worship. 

Then  dropping  the  hand  gently,  he 
lifted  his  eyes,  and  looking  the  lady  in  the 
face  tried  again  to  speak. 

He  could  only  say  "good  night,"  and 
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with  that  he  bowed  low  and  was  turning  to 
pass  through  the  saloon  and  out  to  the 
presence  of  the  magnoKa. 

"And  my  picture?"  asked  the  lady  in  a 
low  voice,  as  he  was  about  to  disappear. 

He  returned  to  her  and  took  her  hand  in 
both  of  his,  and  he  bowed  before  her. 

"  Lady.  0  lady !  so  exalted,  as  of  an 
upper  world.  To-morrow,  to-morrow  at 
this  time  I  will  bring  you  the  picture  of 
yourself.  I  will  tell  you  the  story  of  the 
picture  and  of  the  flowers  in  your  path  on 
the  mountain  of  fire.  And  then  you  will 
despise  me,  and  my  story,  and  my  picture ; 
and  you  will  put  me  away  from  you,  and  I 
will  never  see  you  any  more  in  all  the 
weary  world." 

"  Murietta?  " 

There  was  balm  and  hope  and  healing  in 
the  utterance  of  his  name,  a  gentleness,  a 
half  regret  at  his  prophecy,  which  he  dared 
believe  meant  much  to  him. 

He  said  "  To-morrow,"  kissed  her  hand 
again  and  was  gone. 

0  Love,  thou  art  blind  indeed.  Blind ! 
Blindness  is  nothing  to  thy  folly. 

3  P 
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To-morrow ! 

It  was  all  true.  In  the  folds  of  that  day, 
the  day  that  ever  runs  before,  the  myste- 
rious to-morrow,  with  all  its  secrets  held 
bound  up  in  the  sheaves  for  him,  woodbine 
or  flowers.     Flowers  or  woodbine? 

Could  he  wait  ?  He  heard  the  noisy 
clock  in  the  old  grey  tower  clang  every 
hour  of  the  night.  He  heard  the  hissing  little 
steamers  come  and  go  with  their  loads  of 
tourists,  and  people  pass  up  and  down  all 
the  time ;  but  he  thought  only  of  the  to- 
morrow, and  what  that  day  might  bring. 
He  was  not  over  pleased:  he  was  even 
sorry  that  this  had  been  precipitated.  He 
was  perfectly  certain  that  he  should  only 
be  laughed  at,  and  the  beautiful  delusion 
of  his  life  destroyed. 

As  the  sun  rose  up  he  took  his  picture 
from  its  place  and  began  to  arrange  it  for 
his  lady.  He  had  not  closed  his  eyes. 
The  to-morrow  now  was  his.  It  was  no 
longer  to-morrow;  it  was  now  to-day, 

"  What   will   my   lady  say  ?     Will   she 
understand  me  ?     She  has  never  %xxS\ 
She  has  never  gone  on  through  tb 
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wide  world  alone  as  I  have  lived.  She  has 
never  been  crucified  in  soul,  and  made  to 
fast  and  pray  in  the  wilderness.  Will  she 
understand  me?  And  if  she  understands 
me,  will  she  not  despise  me  ?  " 

He  paced  the  floor  excitedly  as  he  said 
this,  and  then  he  stopped  and  suddenly  put 
up  his  hand  to  his  brow. 

"  No !  What  has  she  said  to  me?  What 
assurance  have  I  that  she  cares  a  withered 
fig  for  me  or  mine?  She  has  said  nothing; 
done  nothing.  A  thousand  men  may  kiss 
her  hand,  or  any  lady's  hand.  A  hundred 
men  have  worshipped  her  before.  Has  she 
slept  last  night?  Nay,  she  has  not  watched 
and  watched  and  waited  for  to-morrow  as  I 
have  waited.  Shall  I  be  laughed  at  ?  No, 
I  will  pitch  this  picture  into —  Softly ! 
I  have  promised  to  take  it  to  her  and  tell 
her  its  history,  and  I  will  do  it." 


CHAPTER  LII. 

THE  OLD  ADMIRAL  PROPOSES. 

T  was  ten  o'clock,  and  the  boat 
from  Colico  at  the  head  of  Lake 
Como,  which  brought  down  the 
hosts  of  tourists  from  the  Engardine  and 
other  places  of  resort  in  the  Swiss  Alps, 
was  whistling  off  the  little  wharf. 

The  arrival  and  departure  of  this  boat 
were  the  events  of  the  day.  This  Belaggio 
was  the  great  half-way  place  between  the 
Alps  and  Milan.  Everybody  stopped  here 
at  least  a  day  to  rest;  many  stopped 
months.  But  it  was  on  this  boat  that 
travellers  came  who  had  been  in  the  Tyrol 
or  the  Alps,  and  it  was  on  this  boat  that 
tourists  took  passage  for  the  nearest  point 
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on  the  railroad,  which  was  at  Como,  who 
wished  to  visit  France,  England,  America. 

Hence  the  coming  and  going  of  this  boat 
was  a  great  event ;  and  there  was  meeting, 
and  greeting,  and  good-bye,  and  all  that, 
all  the  time,  from  the  moment  people  began 
to  land  till  she  had  taken  on  her  load  of 
down  passengers  and  pushed  off  into  the 
lake  for  the  edge  of  the  plains  of  Lom- 
bardy. 

The  artist,  wishing  to  forget  for  a  mo- 
ment the  task  before  him  and  the  fortunes 
or  misfortunes  that  lay  hidden  away  from 
him  in  the  folds  of  the  next  few  hours, 
stood  out  on  the  great  balcony  of  the  hotel 
that  looked  over  the  lake,  and  watched 
the  coming  and  the  going  of  the  people, 
the  excitement,  the  embraces,  the  fare- 
wells, the  hurry  and  bustle  about  the  boat 
which  had  just  arrived  and  was  about  to 
depart. 

There  was  a  man  being  carried  on  the 
boat  in  a  litter. 

"Poor  fellow!"  sighed  the  artist;  "he 
has  come  to  Italy  for  his  health  and  found 
his  death.     He  will  never  live  to  see  old 
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England  again ;  the  long  ride  through  the 
hot  towns  of  France  will  kill  him." 

A  carriage  was  driving  tardily  down  the 
short  road  to  the  wharf. 

The  boat  whistled,  a  bell  rang,  the  rope 
was  cast  loose,  the  boat  pushed  off.  Then 
a  lady  was  seen  to  rise  up  excitedly  in  the 
carriage,  call  out  in  terror,  wave  her  hand- 
kerchief, and  call  to  the  boat.  She  had 
been  left  behind. 

The  lady  sank  back  in  the  carriage,  and 
then  a  little  boy  put  his  arms  about  her 
neck  and  they  wept  together.  He  moved 
on  the  other  seat  soon,  and  the  crowd — 
\  which  had  hidden  the  carriage  and  all  but 
the  face  of  the  lady — now  melted  away, 
and  the  artist  started  with  amazement.  It 
was  the  lady  in  pink,  the  Countess  Edna. 

He  hastened  down  stairs  as  soon  as  he 
could  catch  up  his  hat  and  cane,  and  was 
on  his  way  to  her  side  before  he  took  a 
second  thought.  This  man  was  not  accus- 
tomed to  take  a  second  thought  when  he 
found  any  one  in  trouble.  Had  he  reflected 
here  he  might  have  been  less  demonstra- 
tive, but  it  is  doubtful  if  he  had  deviated 
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the  least  bit  in  his  coarse,  or  in  any  of  his 
conduct  which  followed  his  meeting  with 
this  woman  in  this  onfortnnate  condition  at 
this  most  inopportune  time. 

Her  little  hand  was  fluttering  with  ex- 
citement as  it  reached  to  receive  him. 

"  We  have  been  left.  My  poor  father  is 
gone,  and  gone  only  with  that  miserable 
Italian  servant  to  attend  him.'' 

*'  And,  dear  lady,  how  could  you  allow 
them  to  separate  you?" 

"  There  is  something  wrong ;  there  has 
been  all  the  time.  I  tell  you  some  one  is 
at  the  bottom  of  this.  I  suspected  it  this 
morning.  I  told  the  proprietor  of  the  H6tel 
Grande  Bellagio." 

**  And  you  were  at  the  Grande  Bellagio  ? 
Why,  I  am  there  also." 

"  I  know  it,  I  know  it.  We  only  arrived 
last  night — crested  all  night,  and  were  trying 
to  post  on  to  England,  for  father  is  ill  in- 
deed, and  wants  to  go  home  to  his  native 
land.  Yes,  I  heard  you  were  there,  but  as 
we  had  only  sickness  and  trouble  to  tell 
you  about,  I  did  not  care  to  trouble  you. 
But  as  I  was  saying,  I  told  the  proprietor 
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of  the  hotel  that  these  servants. were  up  to 
mischief,  and  would  either  get  my  little 
boy  away  from  me,  or  leave  my  poor  father 
behind." 

She  leaned  her  head  over  to  the  artist 
and  whispered,— 

"  I  promised  not  to  leave  Italy,  but  I 
must.  I  must  get  my  father  to  England. 
I  cannot  remain  here  without  him,  and  then 
it  is  not  right  that  he  should  travel  the 
long  and  dreadful  journey  without  me." 

"  Well,  well !  It's  too  bad.  But  you 
can't  sit  here  in  the  hot  sun.  Now  what 
is  to  be  done?  Tell  me  what  I  can  do  and 
I  will  be  glad  to  do  it." 

"  When  can  I  go  on  ?  " 

"  Not  till  the  evening  boat.  Your 
father  by  that  time  will  be  in  Milan." 

"  Merciful  heaven ! "  sighed  the  lady,  and 
she  put  up  her  little  helpless  baby  hands  as 
if  to  hide  her  eyes  from  the  sight  of  the 
admiral  before  her. 

"  I  am  rough  but  honest,"  said  a  great 
voice,  and  a  man  in  many  jewels  came  for- 
ward and  put  out  his  hand  to  the  countess, 
which  somehow  she  felt  compelled  to  take. 
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"  Yes,  I  am  a  rough  but  honest  sailor,  and 
I  have  come  upon  the  ground  to  help 
you." 

'*  Can  you  help  me,  Murietta  ?  Will 
you,  will  anyone,  help  me  and  get  me  out 
of  the  clutches  of  these  treacherous  men 
that  seem  to  hold  my  very  life  in  their 
hands?" 

"  Countess ! "  thundered  the  old  man, 
coming  forward  and  stroking  his  great 
chin  and  pulling  his  long  grey  moustache 
right  and  left,  "  I  can  help  you,  and  I  will 
help  you." 

"  Only  let  me  get  to  my  father,  get  to 
America.  I  will  give  you  money ;  heaps  of 
money." 

"  Good !  Now  we  will  get  on,  now  we 
will  understand  each  other,"  said  the  man, 
lifting  his  hat  and  laying  his  hand  on  his 
heart. 

"  Get  back  to  the  hotel,"  said  Murietta, 
"  and  out  of  the  sun,  or  you  will  be  ill,  and 
then  make  such  arrangements  as  you  can 
to  join  your  father.  He  will  certainly 
await  you  in  MUan  and  telegraph  you  from 
the  &st  station." 
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The  old  admiral  stood  there  as  if  waiting 
to  take  possession  of  the  countess  so  soon 
as  the  artist  stepped  aside. 

"  Will  you  please  sit  by  me  ?  Take  a 
seat  here,"  she  said,  as  her  little  pink  hand 
drew  back  the  rose  and  pink  and  silks  at 
her  side,  nervously  as  if  she  was  frightened 
almost  to  death  at  the  bold  attitude  of  the 
admiral. 

The  artist  stepped  into  the  carriage, 
ordered  the  man,  who  was  evidently  in  the 
pay  of  the  admiral  from  the  glances  they 
exchanged,  to  drive  back  to  the  hotel,  and 
sitting  there  as  the  carriage  turned  up  the 
hill  he  saw  the  doctor  and  the  old  admiral 
talking  together  in  that  loud  and  belligerent 
voice  and  manner  common  only  among  low 
and  treacherous  Italians. 

The  lady  returned  to  her  apartments, 
and  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel  smiled  as 
she  entered  again,  as  if  he  had  really  done 
a  good  piece  of  business  by  detaining  her. 

"  Now  let  us  see  what  is  to  be  done," 
said  Murietta  cheerfully,  as  he  sat  down 
opposite  her  in  her  saloon  and  saw  how 
terribly  she  had  been  worn  by  her  trials 
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and  troables  in  the  Tyrol,  and  how  she  was 
now  shaken  up  by  this  new  trouble. 

^^  Think  it  out^  Mr.  Murietta,  and  tell  me 
what  to  do  and  how  to  do  it.  I  do  not  know. 
Father  could  give  the  directions  and  I 
could  take  care  of  him,  and  that  is  the  way 
we  managed  it.  But  here  I  am  with  my 
little  boy,  quite  broken  down  myself,  and 
quite  at  the  mercy  of  these  wretches  that 
surround  me." 

Murietta  knew  perfectly  well  that  the 
case  was  just  about  as  bad  as  it  could  be, 
but  he  pretended  to  laugh  at  it  all,  and 
assured  her  that  she  would  be  able  to  get 
off  by  the  evening  boat  and  join  her  father 
at  Milan  that  night.  Thus  it  was  agreed 
to  wait  for  the  evening  boat  since  nothing 
else  could  be  done,  and  then  Murietta  went 
out  and  down  in  the  walk  of  trees  by  the 
water. 

**  Xow,  sir,  I  am  a  plain,  blunt  man. 
One  word  with  you.  You  remember  I 
told  you  all  about  the  Brothers  of  the 
Altar  on  the  Pincian  Hill  in  Rome,"  began 
the  admiral  gruffly,  as  he  met  the  artist 
face  to  face  in  the  walk,  where  he  had 
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evidently  followed  him.  "  Well  now,  sir, 
I  told  you  bluntly  and  plainly  the  truth, 
and  implored  you  to  become  a  member  of 
the  order.  You  did  not  choose  to  do  so. 
Very  well,  that  was  your  own  business.  I 
refer  to  this  only  to  call  to  your  mind  that 
I  very  bluntly  and  plainly  told  you  a  great 
truth  at  that  time;  which  you  saw  fit  to 
fall  in  a  passion  about  and  threatened  to 
tumble  me  over  the  wall.  Very  well,  now 
I  have  another  great  truth  to  tell  you,  and 
a  proposition  to  make." 

The  artist  attempted  to  pass  on  down 
the  narrow  walk  of  yew  wood,  but  the 
great  monster  of  a  man  still  stood  before 
him. 

"  I  have  a  proposition  to  make.  You 
are  a  friend  of  the  countess,  she  will  do 
just  as  you  tell  her.  Now,  sir,  you  wish 
to  serve  her.  She  wishes  to  get  out  oi 
Italy  with  her  father." 

"  Yes,  and  will  get  out  of  Italy  with  her 
father  without  either  your  assistance  or 
mine.  And  now  do  you  stand  aside  or 
I—" 

"  Do  it.     Please  to  do  it,  and  I  will  put 
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you  in  prison  and  take  possession  of  the 
countess  myself,  body  and  soul." 

"  You  insufferable  old  villain !  What  do 
you  mean?" 

"  I  mean  just  what  I  say.  I  carry  my 
heart  in  my  hand,  I  am  a  rough  but  honest 
man.  And  now,  sir,  since  you  will  not 
obhge  me  by  knocking  me  down  you  will 
perhaps  listen  to  my  proposition.  It  is 
this."  Then  the  old  admiral  stopped  a 
moment,  sighed,  reflected  a  time,  and  then 
went  on,  '*  I  have  not  lived  the  most 
regular  life,  I  admit ;  I  was  born  a  gentle- 
man, a  poor  Italian  prince.  Youthful  in- 
discretions drove  me  to  the  sea.  My 
brothers  usurped  my  title  and  small 
estate.  I  have  been  a  very  unfortunate 
man,  but  now  I  have  saved  some  money 
and  am  getting  old  and  wish  to  retire." 

"  Then,  old  man,  why  not  reform  and 
retire,  and  leave  off  persecuting  a  helpless 
woman  and  a  dying  man?  " 

"  Because — because  I  cannot  leave  that 
woman.     Because  I  love  her." 

Murietta  clutched  him  by  the  throat  for  a 
second,  but  let  go  and  pushed  him  from  him. 
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"  Please  to  choke  me,  sir.  Please  to  do 
it,  and  I  will  lock  you  up  and  have  the 
field  for  myself,  and  get  damages  for  the 
aifaault  besides.  But  listen  to  me.  You 
are  a  man  of  the  clouds.  I  am  a  practical 
man.  You  see  what  I  can  do.  1  knew 
the  countess  must  come  this  way.  There 
are  but  two  roads  out  of  the  TyroL  1 
came  here  with  my  men.  I  waited.  You 
see  what  1  have  done.  I  have  sent  her  old 
father  off  alone  in  charge  of  one  of  my 
men.  She  cannot  leave  Italy  without  my 
consent.  Now,  sir,  her  weak  and  silly 
husband,  the  count,  who  dares  not  disobey 
a  word  of  ray  commands,  is  and  will 
remain  in  Rome  tUl  I  give  him  leave  to 
come  away.  Xow  I  wish  to  got  out  of  all 
these  meshes  of  orders  and  associations  that 
are  no  longer  either  creditable  or  pleasant. 
I  swear  to  God  I  will  reform.  I  wish  to  go 
to  America  and  there  settle  down  and  end 
my  days  in  peace.  The  countess  can  take 
me  with  her.  Go  to  her,  tell  her  to  take  me 
with  her  out  of  the  country.  I  can  escape 
under  the  pretence  that  I  am  still  watching 
her,  for  you  see  I  too  am  watched  as  well 
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as  others,  and  watched  by  my  own  men. 
Tell  her  to  take  me  and  I  will  treat  her 
honourably.  I  will  never  say  an  impure 
word  to  her  now,  but  will  win  her  love  by 
my  devotion  to  her  interest  and  her  plea- 
sures. Tell  her  that  if  she  refuses  me  this 
she  shall  not  leave  Italy.  No!  her  boy 
will  be  taken  here,  her  father  there,  and 
she  will  be  so  tormented  that  she  will  wish 
a  thousand  times  that  she  had  taken  even 
the  vilest  of  my  propositions.'' 

Murietta  had  stood  there  with  his  arms 
folded  up  and  doubled  in,  lest  he  should 
be  tempted  to  strike  this  monster  and 
thereby  only  involve  the  countess  in  deeper 
trouble.  Then,  as  the  man  finished  he 
turned  away  without  a  word  and  went 
down  the  other  end  of  the  walk. 

"  You  will  not  serve  the  countess,  then, 
by  delivering  my  proposition  ? "  The 
artist  did  not  answer  or  look  around. 

"  Well,  then,"  thundered  the  man  down 
the  avenue  of  dark  wood,  "  her  blood  and 
the  blood  of  her  father  and  her  child  be  on 
your  hands.'' 


CHAPTER  LIIL 


KIDNAPPING. 


iT  was  nearly  evening,  and  the 
countess  was  walking  in  the 
little  wood  by  the  lake  waiting 
the  arrival  of  the  boat.  She  was  quite 
ready  for  her  departure.  Murietta  had 
done  what  little  there  was  to  do,  so  as  to 
put  everything  beyond  the  reach  of  ac** 
cident,  and  now,  all  ready  to  step  into  the 
boat,  she  was  walking  up  and  down  in  the 
little  avenue  on  the  edge  of  the  lake.  The 
child  had  wandered  off,  only  a  few  steps,  to 
the  edge  of  the  vineyard. 

A  man,  a  bare-headed  man  with  enormous 
ears  and  a  red  face,  came  up  out  of  the 
grape  vines,  spoke  to  Giuseppe,  the  courier 
who  had   charge   of  the   child,   and  then 
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darting  forward  caught  it  under  his  arm,  and 
turned  to  fly.  There  was  a  struggle  and  a 
scream,  and  the  thief  stumbled  and  fell 
there  as  he  looked  back,  for  Murietta  was 
upon  him. 

The  kidnapper   dropped   the  child  and; 
escaped  into  the  ruins.      The  little  thing  \ 
was  terribly  frightened  and  fearfully  bruised  j 
about  the  head.     Life  seemed  extinct.  \ 

The  boat  came  and  went,  but  the  countess 
sat  all  the  time  by  a  little  bedside  with  her 
hands  wrung  together,  and  weeping  through 
her  falling  hair  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 

Who  should  stand  by  her  side  at  such 
a  time  ?  This  man,  who  had  waited  for  this 
present  hour,  saw  it  go  by.  He  saw  his 
promise  broken,  as  he  sat  there  alone  with 
the  lady  and  the  little  black-eyed  villain  of 
a  doctor,  whom  they  had  called  in  as  the 
only  person  present  bearing  the  name  of 
doctor,  and  watched  with  the  little  un- 
conscious child  whose  life  flickered  like  a 
dying  lamp  on  the  edge  of  eternity,  and 
did  not  speak  of  Annette  even  to  himself. 

The  little  sufferer  sat  up  in  the  morning 
and  spoke  to  its  mother.     The  danger  was 

3  Q 
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over,  and  the  little  doctor  once  more,  in  the 
good  favour  m  which  his  skill  had  placed 
him,  tried  to  approach  Murietta  on  a  sub- 
ject uppermost  in  his  mind. 

Italians  advance  directly  upon  nothing. 
If  they  wish  to  talk  about  paradise  they 
begin  about  purgatory. 

The  doctor  stood  before  Murietta  wash- 
ing his  hands  in  the  morning  sunlight  on  the 
little  balcony  before  the  lady's  parlour. 

*'The  old  gentleman,  her  father,"  he 
began,  "  will  not  stop  long  in  Milan.  It  is 
too  hot.  Besides  he  is  dying,  and  dying 
men  are  never  satisfied  anywhere.  If  he 
lives  he  will  push  on  to  England  at  once. 
But  then  he  will  die  when  he  comes  to  the 
end  of  the  journey  by  the  great  sea,  for 
the  excitement  of  travel  will  be  over. 
There  will  be  a  reaction,  and  then  the  man 
wiU  die.'' 

He  stopped  talking,  stopped  washing  his 
»  hands,  and  waited  for  the  artist  to  answer. 
But  he  did  not  answer.  He  lifted  his  face 
up  towards  the  little  pine-topped  mountain 
and  a  house  there  with  a  balcony  looking 
down  on  the  two  lakes,  but  did  not  speak. 


Kidnapping.  229 

The  low-browed,  black-eyed  Italian  doctor 
began  again  to  wash  his  hands,  and  to  wag 
his  tongue.  This  time  he  moved  a  little 
nearer  to  the  subject  of  his  thoughts. 

"  The  admiral  wishes  to  get  out  of  Italy, 
I  think,''  said  the  doctor  cautiously,  and 
washing  his  hands  very  slowly.  "  You 
see  he  has  got  all  the  money  and  he  intends 
to  keep  it.  He  got  at  least  a  hundred 
thousand  francs  from  the  countess  when  she 
left  Rome ;  and  here !  just  look  at  my 
clothes.  Not  a  centime !  No,  sir !  not  a 
sou  did  I  get  out  of  all  that  sum !  I  have 
followed  him,  sir.  He  intends  to  try  to 
cross  the  border.  He  lingers  about  the 
edge  of  Italy  with  the  pretence  that  he 
must  follow  the  countess,  and  keep  her  from 
revealing  the  secrets  of  the  order  of  the 
Brothers  of  the  Altar." 

"  Well !  well !  "  said  Murietta  sharply  as 
he  turned  upon  the  man,  for  he  was  not  in 
a  mood  for  diplomacy,  "  come  to  the  point. 
What  do  you  propose?  What  do  you 
want?" 

"Signor,  I  want  money.  If  I  cannot 
get  what  is  really  mine  from  the  admiral ; 
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if  he  persists  in  keeping  me  in  rags  and 
wretchedness,  I  shall  enter  the  service  of 
some  one  who  will  be  more  just  and  gene- 
rous. Aye !  even  enter  the  service  of  the 
State  of  Italy ! " 

"  Very  well,  I  certainly  have  no  use  for 
knaves.  Enter  the  service  of  the  state,  or 
the  state  prisons  for  aught  I  care;"  and 
Murietta  turned  back  to  the  countess  who 
had  just  re-entered  the  saloon. 

"  I  have  just  dismissed  Giuseppe  and  my 
maid,"  she  began.  "  I  have  paid  them  oflf 
and  j)aid  their  wages  to  Rome,  They  were 
in  a  league  against  me,  and  I  am  certain 
were  in  the  pay  of  the  old  admiral.  Now 
I  am  a  little  more  free,"  she  said,  coming 
forward  and  half  smiling  at  some  remark 
of  the  little  invalid,  who  was  sitting  up  in 
bed  and  playing  with  a  lot  of  toys. 

"  Dismissed  them  both?  And  how,  then, 
do  you  expect  to  get  on  your  journey?"  ex- 
claimed Murietta,  for  he  knew  full  well  that 
these  dismissed  servants  would  now  make 
mischief. 

"  Well ! "  exclaimed  the  lady  sharply, 
"  I  could  not  get  on  my  journey  with  them, 


Kidnapping.  231 

and  if  I  cannot  get  on  my  journey  without 
them,  I  shall  certainly  be  no  worse  off,  and 
possibly  a  great  deal  better.  At  all  events 
I  cannot  afford  to  have  thieves  and  spies 
and  kidnappers  about  me  longer.  It  is 
done;  they  are  gone,  and  thank  God  for  it." 

"  Yes,  if  they  only  are  gone,"  answered 
Murietta. 

"  Do  not  frighten  me.  Pray  do  not 
frighten  me,"  pleaded  the  countess,  leaning 
her  head  in  her  little  baby  hands  as  she 
sank  upon  the  sofa.  "  I  am  not  strong,  and 
I  must  keep  up." 

"  No,  no,  you  are  not  to  break  down 
now.  Do  not  fear.  It  is  but  a  little  way 
to  Milan.  There  you  can  get  other  ser- 
vants, and  put  yourself  under  the  protec- 

« 

tion  of  the  American  consul,"  said  Mu- 
rietta cheerfully,  and  again  stepped  out 
in  the  fresh  morning  air  on  the  balcony. 

A  servant  entered  bearing  a  letter  on  a 
great  silver  plate.  It  was  a  large  square 
envelope  bearing  the  arms  of  the  City  of 
Belaggio,  and  was  otherwise  embellished. 
There  was  an  officer  of  the  city  just  visible 
at  the  head -of  the  stairs  in  the  great  hall. 
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This  letter  was  addressed  to  Marietta,  and 
he  hastened  to  break  the  seal. 

He  started  back.  It  was  a  summons 
from  the  syndicate  to  appear  and  answer, 
and  show  cause  why  Giuseppe,  the  courier, 
should  not  carry  the  child  to  Rome,  as  he 
had  been  engaged  and  employed  to  do  by 
its  father. 

"Now  what  upon  earth  does  all  this 
mean?  "  said  the  man  to  himself.  "  What 
have  I  to  do  with  the  coming  or  going  of 
this  party,  or  the  aflfairs  of  this  family  in 
any  respect?  And  so  I  am  to  go  into  court 
and  have  the  rabble  at  my  heels,  and  be 
the  talk  of  the  little  town !    And  Annette !  '* 

He  went  in  and  spoke  kindly  to  the 
countess,  who  was  still  bowing  under  the 
weight  of  her  troubles.  The  man  was  in 
earnest  now,  and  serene.  He  was  gentle, 
but  it  was  a  sort  of  iron  gentleness.  He 
did  not  hint  to  her  of  this  new  trouble ; 
but  said  he  was  going  out  for  a  moment, 
and  would  return  as  soon  as  possible.  He 
left  her  alone,  with  the  little  black-eyed 
doctor  hovering  around  like  a  hawk,  and 
hastened  out  at  the   head  of  -the   stairs. 
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for  he  knew  the  polite  officer  was  not  over 
patient  at  his  delay. 

They  walked  through  the  hotel  together 
on  their  way  to  the  open  street,  and 
Murietta  smiled  bitterly  at  the  perfect  re- 
finement of  the  manner  of  making  an  arrest 
in  Italy. 

"  Ha,  ha !"  he  thought  to  himself,  as  they 
drew  near  the  open  gate  that  led  into  the 
street,  "  I  suppose  if  a  man  was  to  be  sen- 
tenced to  death  in  Italy,  they  would  send 
him  the  sentence  in  a  sweetly  perfumed 
envelope,  borne  on  a  silver  plate  by  a  beau- 
tiful page." 

Sure  enough,  and  just  as  the  nervous  and 
now  half  wild  artist  had  feared,  the  mob  of* 
fishermen  and  old  women  and  other  idlers, 
who  knew  the  officer,  fell  in  and  followed 
to  the  office  of  the  mayor,  where  they  stood 
outside  tiptoeing  up,  peeping  over  and 
under,  and  passing  their  rough,  humorous 
remarks  on  the  appearance  and  bearing  of 
the  prisoner. 

Giuseppe  stood  up  in  the  midst  of  his 
cunning  countrymen  and  tolda  terrible  story 
about  how  this  artist  had  beaten  his  master, 
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a  devout  Catholic,  in  Rome.  He  told  that 
this  lad's  Protestant  mother  was  trying  to 
take  the  child  away  from  its  Catholic  father 
and  escape  from  Italy  to  England,  where  it 
would  be  brought  up  a  heretic,  contrary  to 
its  father's  expressed  wish. 

How  the  revengeful  Italian  did  gloat 
over  the  agony  of  Murietta  as  he  stood  up 
there  and  had  the  ears  of  the  syndicate  and 
the  sympathy  of  the  mob.  How  he  did  lie 
about  his  mistress  as  he  stood  there  with 
his  hand  on  the  Holy  Cross.  He  was 
having  his  revenge  for  being  dismissed  and 
disgraced.  Then  he  showed  certificates  of 
his  unimpeachable  character,  from  Italian 
priests  down  to  Italian  princes,  and  the 
syndicate  was  perfectly  satisfied. 

Murietta  was  called  upon  to  answer.  He 
replied  that  it  did  not  concern  him  in 
the  least,  any  more  than  it  should  concern 
any  gentleman  who  saw  a  countrywoman  in 
trouble  in  a  strange  land  ;  that  he  was  not 
on  trial  for  striking  the  count  in  Rome ; 
that  he  had  not  interfered  with  the  affairs 
of  either  the  count  or  the  countess ;  that  he 
thought  the  lady  had  a  right  to  be  allowed 
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to  join  her  father  at  once,  or  go  out  of  or 
ejiter  into  free  Italy  without  let  or  hindrance, 
and  without  regard  to  the  question  whether 
she  was  a  Catholic  or  a  Protestant;  and 
finally,  he  bluntly  stated  that  he  believed 
this  Giuseppe  to  be  a  villain  whom  no  lady 
could  trust. 

As  he  stood  there  a  carriage  that  was 
passing  became  blocked  and  interrupted  by 
the  mob  which  filled  the  narrow  street  at 
the  door. 

As  the  carriage  stopped  before  the  door 
the  occupant,  with  a  woman's  curiosity, 
looked  in.  It  was  Annette.  She  had  seen 
Murietta  standing  in  the  prisoner's  stall, 
and  on  trial. 

The  syndicate,  in  a  very  graceful  speech, 
summed  up  the  case,  and  decided  very 
promptly  that  Giuseppe  had  been  employed 
by  the  child's  father  to  take  it  on  a  tour 
through  the  Alps,  and  then  back  to  Rome, 
and  that  he  must  do  this  whether  the 
mother  willed  it  or  not  ;  that  this  man 
represented  the  father,  and  the  mother 
could  not,  or  any  one  else,  take  the  child 
from  his  charge  without  the  father's  consent. 
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As  for  Murietta — and  he  was  profuse  here  in 
his  flowing  apologies— he  was  very  sorry  that 
he  had  been  brought  to  answer,  but  Justice 
was  blind,  and  could  not  always  see  clearly 
without  first  hearing  the  evidence.  But 
since  he  found  that  he  had  nothing  to  do 
with  the  matter,  the  court  was  very  happy 
to  say  that  he  had  nothing  to  answer  for. 

Giuseppe  was  radiant  with  his  triumph. 
He  dispensed  speeches  in  the  noisy  court 
room  right  and  left ;  he  pulled  his  moustache 
and  puffed  his  cheeks,  and  leered  in  the 
face  of  Murietta  with  an  audacity  that  meant 
more  than  words  could  express. 

The  artist  did  not  even  thank  the  ma- 
gistrate. He  did  not  look  right  or  left,  or 
lift  his  head.  His  soul  was  filling  with  a 
stubborn  strength,  the  strength  of  the  lion  or 
the  bull ;  a  sort  of  mad  strength  that  is 
blind  and  dangerous  to  deal  with. 

The  syndicate  spoke  to  Giuseppe,  and 
Murietta  looked  back  over  his  shoulder  as 
he  was  trying  to  elbow  his  way  through 
the  crowd  to  the  door. 

"You  have  no  right 
elsewhere  outsir' 
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missed  from  the  service  of  the  countess, 
therefore  you  cannot  serve  her,  but  must 
return  at  once  to  the  count.  You  will  take 
the  child  and  set  out  for  Rome  on  the 
steamer  to-morrow  morning.  That  is  the 
judgment  of  the  court." 

Giuseppe  bowed  almost  to  the  stone  floor. 
As  Murietta  passed  out  of  the  door  a  man 
with  a  very  coarse  voice,  said  to  him  with 
an  oath,  "  What  did  I  tell  you  ?  There ! 
do  you  not  see  that  the.  countess  cannot 
leave  Italy  or  join  her  father  again  without 
my  consent?  See  what  you  have  done  for 
her !  Now,  sir,  if  you  are  her  friend,  go 
and  tell  her  to  take  me  for  her  courier. 
And  if  she  is  her  father's  friend,  and  wishes 
to  see  him  again,  she  will  take  me  for  her 
lover." 

This  was  the  admiral.  He  followed 
Murietta,  and  hissed  this  proposition  in  his 
ears,  for  the  artist  would  not  stop  or  listen 
or  look  back,  for  fear  he  should  be  forced  to 
knock  the  man's  teeth  down  his  throat,  and 
00  find  himself  again  before  the  syndicate. 
^  He  went  back  at  once  to  the  countess. 

woman  had  arrayed  herself  in  pink 


/ 

/ 
/ 

/ 


As  for  Marietta — and  he  was  profuse  herd 
his  flowing  apologies — he  was  very  sorry  tij 
he  had  been  brought  to  answer,  but  Juart 
was  blind,  and  could  not  always  see  cl^ 
without  fii'st  hearing  the  evidence.  ■ 
since  he  found  that  he  bad  nothing  tfl 
with  the  matter,  the  court  was  very  ^H 
to  say  that  he  had  nothing  to  answer^! 

Giuseppe  was  radiant  with  his  tl^^| 
He  dispensed  speeches  in  the  noia^^^f 
room  right  and  left ;  he  pulled  his  tnoo^H 
and  puffed  his  checks,  an'd  leered  i^| 
face  of  Murietta  with  an  audacity  that  ^H 
more  than  words  could  express.  ^H 

The  artist  did  not  even  thank  tl^H 
gistrate.  He  did  not  look  right  or  1^| 
lift  his  head.  His  soul  was  filling  w^| 
stubborn  strength,  the  strength  of  the  l^H 
the  bull ;  a  sort  of  mad  strength  tl^| 
blind  and  dangerous  to  deal  mth.        H 

The  syndicate  spoke  to  Giuseppe^B 
Murietta  looked  back  over  his  shoul(^| 
he  was  trying  to  elbow  his  way  thl^| 
the  crowd  to  the  door.  H 

"  You  have  no  right  to  remain  hcfl 
elsewhere  outside  of  Rome  ;  you  ax^M 
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and  rose.  Her  hair  of  gold  was  down 
about  her  shoulders,  and  there  were  roses 
in  her  hair.  She  was  playing  gaily  at  the 
piano,  and  singing  a  merry  song.  The 
little  child  sat  in  bed  still  playing  with  the 
toys,  and  pale  and  silent.  The  countess 
sang  louder  and  heartier  than  before  when 
she  saw  the  artist  enter,  and  smiled  at  him 
with  her  pretty  baby  face  turned  half  around 
over  her  shoulder.  Her  mind  was  surely 
shaken  by  her  troubles. 

The  artist  wanted  a  moment  to  reflect. 
He  went  down,  stood  under  the  shady 
trees,  and  leaning  over  the  wall,  watched 
the  shining  fishes  come,  and  listened  to  the 
music  floating  on  the  waters  from  under 
the  great  canvas  canopies  out  there  in  the 
middle  of  the  lake,  with  the  American  Stars 
and  Stripes  floating  from  the  masts  of  the 
pleasure  boat. 


CHAPTER  LIV 

A   BOAT-KACE   ON  LAKE  COMO. 

HESE  men,  whoever  they  may 
be,  who  float  that  barge  and  fly 
that  banner,  must  now  assist 
this  woman.  I  have  done  all  I  can  do.  I 
have  sacrificed  everything,  and  achieved 
nothing.  I  am  not  a  patient  man.  I  shall 
now  go  to  older  and  abler  heads,  and  tell 
them  just  how  this  lady  is  situated.  I  will 
get  up  a  feeling  among  her  countrymen  in 
her  favour  that  will  bear  her  right  along 
lightly  and  safely  over  all  this  sea  of 
trouble."  So  musing,  the  man  passed 
through  the  gate,  stepped  into  a  boat,  and 
drove  with  double  oarsmen  across  the  lake 
to  Menagio. 
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He  met  a  party  of  young  Americans 
under  the  trees  before  the  half  primitive 
house  known,  as  the  Victoria  Hotel.  He 
told  them  at  once  the  story  of  this  unfor- 
tunate lady,  and,  all  the  time  leaving  his 
own  name  out,  asked  them  what  should  be 
done. 

"  Wal,"  answered  the  Yankee  spokes- 
man, "  send  for  her  husband,  let  her  send 
for  her  husband.  Or  else  go  down  to  Rome 
with  the  courier.  If  she  has  been  with  him 
through  all  the  Alps^  she  can  certainly  go 
the  two  days'  ride  to  Rome  with  him,  and 
not  hurt  herself.  As  for  her  father,  I 
reckon  the  old  man  is  of  age,  and  can  take 
care  of  himself." 

"  Yes,"  said  another  sovereign  from  the 
great  Republic,  "  let  her  go  down  to  Rome, 
where  her  home  is.  Let  her  go  to  her 
husband  if  he  won't  come  to  her.  If  the 
mountain  will  not  come  to  Mahomet,  let 
Mahomet  go  to  the  mountain.  They  say 
she's  about  half  crazy  any  how,  and  a 
fellow  don't  like  to  get  mixed  up  with  a 
crazy  woman ;  bad  enough  when  they  are 
in  their  senses." 
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"  And  so  you  have  heard  somethuig 
about  this  poor  lady  already?"  inquired 
Murietta. 

"  Heard  about  her !  Wall  now,  I  reckon 
we  have :  guess  everybody  has.  It's  the 
talk  all  over  the  lake.  You  see  she's  got  a 
fellow  with  her  that's  about  as  crazy  as  she 
is,  and  that  makes  the  thing  a  great  deal 
worse.  If  she'd  pitch  him  into  the  lake, 
and  give  some  other  fellow  the  full  swing 
she  might  get  on.  But  I  guess  she'd  better 
go  back  to  her  husband,  the  Italian 
count." 

"  Why,  what  do  you  mean,  sir  ?  Do  you 
know  this  lady?"  said  Murietta  excitedly, 
as  he  rose  up  from  the  iron  seat  under  the 
pine  tree. 

"  No,  no,  not  at  all,"  answered  the  other 
quietly.  "Only  I've  heard  a  great  deal 
about  her  to-day,  and  they  say  she's  got  a 
sort  of  a  painter,  or  a  fiddler,  or  something 
of  that  kind." 

Murietta  had  stepped  rapidly  down  into 
his  boat  as  the  man  began  to  drawl  out  this 
speech  and  reveal  to  him  the  current  stories 
that  the  cunning  Italians  had  set  afloat  and 
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made  the  gossip  of  the  lake,  and  lifting  his 
hat  did  not  wish  to  hear  the  conclusion. 

His  boat  touched  at  Cadenabbia  as  the 
craft  with  the  broad  canvas  and  canopies, 
with  its  bands  of  music  and  pleasure  party- 
drew  in  to  the  shore.  He  had  resolved  to 
make  one  more  appeal  to  simple  manhood. 

As  the  gay  party  stepped  ashore  he  was 
delighted  to  see  a  friend  here  that  he  had 
met  in  Rome.  It  was  that  of  McCreavy,  the 
Irish  porter  of  San  Francisco  and  the  mil- 
lionaire, who  had  purchased  the  new  anti- 
quities in  Rome. 

The  Irishman  extended  his  hand  with  a 
voluble  welcome  to  Como,  and  a  pressing 
invitation  to  the  artist  to  remain  and  make 
one  of  his  party  at  dinner. 

"  Yis,  yis,  ye  must  remain  wid  me  and 
dine,  and  meet  the  Prince  of  Lodi.  That  is 
the  Prince  of  Lodi,  a  walking  wid  me  wife 
into  me  hotel.'' 

The  Irishman  pointed  with  his  thumb 
over  his  shoulder  and  stooped  his  back  as 
he  did  so,  as  if  he  was  bearing  a  trunk  on 
his  back  upstairs. 

And  then  he  went  on  to  talk  about  this 
wonderful    Prmee    of   Lodi  in  the  most 
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garrulous  way,  and  about  every  other  word 
was  sandwiched  in  between  "the  Prince  erf 
Lodi." 

A  wonderful  boy  was  this  young  Prince 
of  Lodi.  The  Irishman  was  full  of  anec- 
dotes and  adventures  of  and  concerning  this 
Prince  of  Lodi.  Not  that  he  had  ever  been 
in  war,  or  even  in  the  saddle  or  out  of  Italy, 
or  even  long  out  of  the  hands  of  his  nurse, 
but  still  a  wonderful  man  was  this  Prince 
of  Lodi. 

**  I  Avill  present  ye." 

"  No,  do  not  disturb  him." 

"  But  he  will  not  mind/'  urged  the  Irish- 
man, who  perhaps  for  the  first  time  had 
found  himself  the  companion  of  a  prince, 
and  was  quite  carried  away,  "  he  will  not 
mind  it  in  the  kast." 

"  Look  here !  Mr.  McCreavy,  I  am  busy," 
said  Murietta  nervously.  "  I  have  a  matter 
on  my  mind  and  hand,  and  have  come  to 
see  you  about  it,  and  at  once.  Hang  your 
prince!  What  harm  have  I  done  that  I 
must  be  bored  by  this  idiotic  and  stripling 
prince  ?  What  good  has  he  done  that  he 
has  a  right  to  my  time  ?  Why,  he  is  a  help- 

3  B 
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less  toy.  I  am  weary  with  toil  in  the 
world.  I  am  covered  with  the  scars  of 
battle,  and  yet  you  would  make  this  man 
my  companion  and  my  equal,  and  condemn 
me  to  tolerate  him.  Now,  come !  Here  is 
a  matter  worthy  of  the  attention  and  the 
strong  arm  of  a  prince  of  nature.  Will 
you  assist  me?'' 

"Wid  all  me  heart,  barrin'  your  poor 
opinion  o'  the  Prince  of  Lodi." 

"Spoken like  a  brave,  warm-hearted  Irish- 
man," cried  the  artist,  reaching  his  hand. 
"  Now,  sir,  here  is  a  work  that  the  most 
chivalrous  knight  ought  to  be  proud  to 
strike  a  blow  to  promote." 

"  And  ez  it  a  Californy  gold  mine,  or  an 
oil  well?  "  asked  the  shrewd  ex-porter. 

"It  is  a  lady  in  trouble,"  replied  Mu- 
rietta  solemnly.  And  then  he  proceeded 
to  tell  the  whole  story  of  the  day  and  the 
day  before  to  the  Irishman,  as  they  sat  on 
an  iron  seat  under  the  shade  of  the  great 
sycamore  trees  by  the  lake. 

"  Come  now,"  said  Murietta  as  he  con- 
cluded, "  you  sail  the  largest  craft  on  this 
lake  that  carries  the  American  colours." 
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"  Yis,  yis,  I  carries  the  flag  o'  me  country, 
but  what  has  that  to  do  wi'  the  countess?  " 

"  Only  this.  She  is  an  American,  you 
are  an  American.  Since  these  Italians  are 
so  clannish  against  strangers  in  the  land,  let 
Americans  be  a  little  clannish,  too,  and  stand 
by  each  other.  This  woman  will  have  her 
child  taken  from  her  to-morrow  morning. 
That  child  will  not  be  taken  to  Rome,  I  am 
certain,  but  will  be  carried  ofi*  to  some 
hiding  place  by  these  brigands  in  disguise, 
and  kept  there  till  ransomed  by  her  money. 
Now,  sir,  what  I  ask  is  this.  Send  your 
boat  and  your  men  under  your  flag,  and  take 
that  lady  and  her  child  to  Como  to-night." 

The  Irishman  rose  up,  stooped,  picked  up 
a  pebble,  pitched  it  into  the  lake,  and  then 
turned  to  the  artist  and  laughed  in  his  face. 

"  Take  her  to  Como,"  pleaded  Murietta. 
"  From  Como  to  Milan — it  is  but  one  hour ; 
and  at  Milan  she  wUl  be  under  the  protec- 
tion of  the  American  consul,  and  even  the 
British  vice-consul  will  not  see  her  sepa- 
rated from  her  child.  Nay,  there  is  not 
one  Englishman  in  ten  outside  of  a  shop- 
keeper but  would  put  his  shoulder  to  the 
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wheel  and  see  her  through  it  all,  if  he  saw 
this  case  and  understood  it  as  I  see  and 
understand  it." 

"  The  Prince  of  Lodi,"  began  the  Irish- 
man. 

"Will  you,  can  you  assist  the  countess 
to  get  to  Milan  to-night?" 

"  The  Prmce  of  Lodi— " 

"Hang  the  Prince  of  Lodi!"  cried  the 
artist,  furious  at  the  thought  of  having  to 
entreat  this  vulgar  fellow  to  do  the  simplest 
service  for  a  lady  in  trouble,  "  will  you  do 
this  or  not  ?  " 

The  Irishman  shook  his  head,  stooped, 
picked  up  another  pebble,  tossed  it  into  the 
lake,  and  then  said  he  thought  it  would 
hardly  pay. 

"  No.  You  are  right,  it  will  not  pay," 
answered  Murietta  as  he  entered  his  boat 
in  despair,  and  now  pushed  oflF  with  the 
prow  toward  the  Grand  Hotel  Bellagio. 
"  I  forgot,"  he  continued,  talking  to  himself, 
"  it  really  will  not  pay  him.  He  is  only  a 
porter  still ;  I  mistook  him  for  a  gentleman. ' ' 

"  You  have  left  me  alone  all  day.  You 
knew  how  lonely  I  was  here,  and  yet  here 
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I  have  been  left  without  a  fidend,  left  with 
that  terrible  little  monster  of  a  doctor, 
who  would  poison  us  all  for  a  penny."  The 
countess  was  bitter  in  her  reproaches.  The 
poor  spoilt  child !  She  had  never  been  so 
alone  before.  She  did  not  even  have  her 
keepers  about  her  now. 

"I  have  got  another  doctor,"  she  said, 
leaning  over  the  balcony  and  looking  down 
at  a  fine  young  fellow  leading  the  little 
child  in  a  walk  slowly  up  and  down  the 
avenue  of  trees  by  the  lake.  "  Here,  take 
this  roll  of  money  and  go  find  the  other 
doctor  and  pay  him  off." 

The  beautiful  woman  was  severe  and 
imperious,  but  Murietta  had  too  much  on 
his  mind  to  heed  anything  she  said  or  did. 
He  had  resolved  now  to  see  her  through 
this  peril  at  every  hazard.  The  insinuations, 
the  sneers,  and  the  cold  caution  of  those 
to  whom  he  had  appealed  had  maddened 
him.  He  was  now  desperate  with  this  re- 
solution, and  heeded  nothing  but  that  which 
either  facilitated  or  retarded  his  contem- 
plated enterprise.  He  therefore  took  the 
money  as  if  he  had  been  a  courier  or  sort 
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of  upper  servant,  and  went  down,  found  the 
doctor,  paid  him  liberally,  and  came  back. 

The  lady  had  just  received  a  telegram 
from  her  father.  He  was  at  the  Royal 
Hotel,  Milan. 

Poor  lady!  She  walked  the  floor,  half 
wild  again.  Yet  she  did  not  dream  of  the 
greater  trouble  that  now  encotnpassed  her, 
and  Murietta  did  not  dare  tell  her.  He 
feared  she  would  break  quite  down  under 
it,  and  he  did  not  see  the  good  that  would 
come  of  reciting  the  unpleasant  truths, 

Giuseppe  did  not  put  in  an  appearance 
at  the  Grand  Hotel  that  day.  He  was  a 
coward,  every  inch  of  him,  and  the  recol- 
lection of  the  little  encounter  in  the  ante- 
camera  of  the  palace  in  Rome  no  doubt 
had  something  to  do  with  keeping  him 
aloof  from  the  presence  of  Murietta. 

"I  like  the  looks  of  that  new  doctor," 
said  Murietta  to  the  countess,  attempting 
to  divert  her  thoughts. 

"He  is  a  gentleman,"  she  answered  as 
she  came  up  and  looked  down  and  threw  a 
kiss  to  the  little  one  at  his  side ;  "  he  is  a  bom 
gentleman,  the  only  one  I  have  seen  in  aU 
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this  place.  I  should  have  died  but  for  him 
to-day." 

The  artist  felt  the  bitter  taunt,  but  only 
went  down  and  joined  the  little  party  in 
the  walk.  Then  the  countess  came  down, 
and  as  they  stood  there  by  the  lake,  the 
boat  from  up  at  Colico  with  the  travellers 
from  the  Alps  and  the  Tyrol  came  and  dis- 
charged her  load  of  tourists  for  Bellagio, 
and  took  in  her  load  for  France,  England, 
and  America. 

"  Oh,  why  can  I  not  go  too  ?"  cried  the 
countess  as  she  saw  the  boat  push  oflF. 
"  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  to  get  ready  to 
go?  I  could  get  into  the  boat,  go  to  Como, 
drive  to  the  station,  take  a  ticket,  and  be  in 
Milan  with  my  father  before  morning.  I 
can  do  it.     I  will  go  on  the  very  next — ^" 

The  old  admiral  was  walking  up  and 
down  through  the  cypress  avenue  on  the 
hill  side  above  them,  and  as  the  lady  saw 
him  she  stopped  suddenly  and  bowed  her 
head,  and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands  and 
trembling  sank  into  a  seat. 

The  young  doctor  was  greatly  ajflfected. 
He  saw  that  something  was  certainly  wrong 
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here,  and  he,  though  a  Frenchman  just 
from  school,  had  lived  long  enough  in  Italy 
to  make  a  pretty  shrewd  guess  at  the  cause 
of  the  trouble. 

"  I  must  get  away  from  here,  and  soon, 
or  I  shall  go  mad,"  said  the  countess,  lifting 
up  her  face  and  looking  through  the  cypress 
avenue  for  the  cause  of  her  terror  as  a  woman 
always  will  when  she  has  been  frightened. 

"  Lady,  I  am  arranging  to  go  to-night," 
said  the  artist. 

"  To-night !  Can  we  go  to-night  ?  Oh, 
let  us  go  to-night,  now !    Come,  let  us  go  ! " 

"  Soft,  soft,  mind  what  you  say.  These 
very  trees  have  ears.  The  old  admiral  is 
on  the  watch.  He  has  sworn  that  you  shall 
not  go  without  taking  him." 

The  lady  looked  at  him  with  her  great 
eyes  wide  open,  and  helpless  as  any  babe. 
He  had  seen  fit  to  tell  her  this  much  in 
order  to  put  her  on  her  guard,  and  make 
her  the  more  cautious  in  getting  away. 
But  more  than  this  he  did  not  tell  her. 

The  sun  went  down,  and  the  party  retired 
to  prepare  for  dinner.  The  young  doctor 
kept  the  child  constantly  by  his  side,  for  he 


A  Boat-race  on  Lake  Como.        251 

had  been  engaged  by  the  countess  to  remain 
with  her,  unless  called  away  by  a  case  of 
most  urgent  necessity.  As  he  was  a  young 
man  and  a  stranger,  it  was  not  likely  that 
that  event  would  happen  for  a  long  time. 

It  was  ten  o'clock  at  night.  Fire-rockets 
and  Roman  candles  were  going  off  in  every 
direction.  It  was  like  a  great  battle-field. 
These  vulgar  hotel-keepers,  forgetting  that 
people  came  there  for  peace  and  rest,  took 
this  means  of  advertising  their  respective 
houses.  There  were  persons  who  remons- 
trated with  the  long-nosed  Swiss-Italian 
who  kept  the  Grand  Bellagio,  but  it  did 
no  good.  Every  evening  at  eight,  and 
from  eight  to  ten,  the  whole  garden  and 
mound  and  hill  side  was  ablaze  with  these 
unpleasant  fireworks. 

"I  wish  to  take  the  countess  and  her 
child  out  of  this  noise  for  an  hour,"  said 
Murietta  to  the  proprietor.  "Is  there  not  a 
place  around  the  forks  of  the  lake  on  the 
other  side  of  the  little  pine-topped  mountain 
where  there  are  no  hotels  with  rockets  and 
fireworks?" 

The  man  answered  that  there  was,  and 
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also  told  the  artist,  that  on  the  other  side 
of  the  little  mountain  there  was  a  famous 
echo  that  the  countess  would  certainly  be 
pleased  to  hear. 

"Give  me  a  boat  with  four  oarsmen,  and 
the  best  young  men  to  be  found,  for  the 
countess  has  been  sorely  tried,  and  must 
have  some  diversion." 

The  man  promised  the  boat  should  soon 
be  ready,  and  also  that  he  should  have  the 
best  men  in  Bellagio  to  pull  him  and  his 
party  around  the  mountain ;  and  the  artist 
withdrew  to  his  room. 

He  rolled  up  a  picture  that  was  there, 
with  his  face  averted.  He  did  not  look  at 
it.  He  did  not  dare  to.  He  rolled  it  up 
tight,  tied  it,  and  then  taking  up  his  brush 
wrote  the  one  word  "Rubicon." 

Then  he  went  down  and  stood  by  the 
side  of  the  countess,  on  the  balcony.  The 
doctor  and  his  little  charge  were  watching 
the  lights  with  great  pleasure  and  interest 
from  another  balcony  within  call.  The 
artist  left  the  countess  a  moment,  stepped 
to  the  doctor,  whispered  in  his  ear,  af 
making  sure  that  no  spies  were  at 
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ment  watching  them,  and  then  went  back  to 
the  countess. 

"It  is  all  right.  He  will  be  with  us  as 
far  as  Como.  He  does  not  know  all  the 
trouble  that  surrounds  us,  you  do  not  know, 
perhaps  I  do  not  know,  and  after  all  it  is 
not  beat  to  know.  But  we  are  off  in  half  an 
hour,  and  you  must  not  say  one  word  till 
safe  away  on  the  water." 

"Safe  away!  0  God!  And  you  will  see 
me  through  it  all?  " 

"1  will  see  you  through  it  all,  God  help- 
ing rae,"  the  man  said  with  a  trembling 
voice,  for  his  face  was  lifted  to  the  hill 
and  the  house  in  the  pines  where  his  heart 
should  be  left  for  ever  behind  him. 

"  Murietta,"  said  the  lady,  "  I  know  what 
it  costs  you  to  go  away  with  me  to  Milan." 

"Do  you  know?"  he  asked,  looking  in 
her  beautiiiil  childish  and  helpless  face. 
"Do  you  know  what  it  costs  me?" 

"Ah,  yes.  I  know  what  it  costs  you  to 
leave  here  and  go  with  me  down  to  hot 
and  dtuty  Milan.  I  know  you  want  to  stay 
ir^omo  for  a  month  still,  and  to  rest  here 
Ifltead  of  that  you  must  go 
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down  just  in  the  flush  of  the  season  to  dull, 
dusty  Milan,  and  aU  only  to  oblige  me. 
You  see  I  know  what  it  costs  you.  I  ap- 
preciate what  you  are  about  to  do,  and 
Heaven  will  reward  you,  for  I  cannot." 

*'  0  woman !  woman !  woman !  "  sighed 
Murietta,  as  he  once  more,  and  for  the  last 
time,  lifted  his  face  to  the  house  hidden 
away  among  the  pines  and  ruins  on  the 
woody  little  mountain. 

"All  ready,  signor." 

*'  Very  good.  Say  that  we  will  be  there 
presently,"  said  Murietta  to  the  man.  And 
the  man  bowed  low  and  withdrew. 

"  No,  no  ;  leave  that,"  whispered  the 
artist  to  the  countess,  as  she  began  to  throw 
her  shawl  over  her  shoulders.  "  Leave 
everything  just  as  it  is  in  the  room.  Touch 
nothing.  Take  nothing  with  you.  It  is  too 
sultry  at  this  hour  for  shawls  and  wraps, 
and  however  much  you  may  need  them  to- 
night, they  must  be  left  behind.  This  is  a 
desperate  game,  and  it  must  be  played 
reckless  of  cost." 

The  party  entered  the  boat  and  pushed 
off  and  drove  hard  for  half  an  hour  up  the 
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lake  and  around  the  little  high  pine-topped 
mountain  with  its  nose  pushed  into  the 
forks. 

"What  a  beautiful  night  for  a  ride  to 
Como,"  exclaimed  the  countess,  as  if  in  a 
spirit  of  banter. 

"Beautiful!"  answered  Murietta;  "but 
you  would  get  very  weary  of  it  before  you 
rode  that  distance." 

"  Would  I,  though !  Not  half  so  weary 
as  you,  my  dear  artist." 

"  Try  it  and  see." 

"  Try  it  and  see !     Do  you  dare  me?  " 

"Well,  I  think  I  can  endure  almost  as 
much  boat-riding  on  Lake  Como  as  the  fair 
countess — that  is  all." 

"  Captain,  how  much  to  Como  and  back, 
and  without  touching  land  all  the  way 
down,  or  stopping  to  rest,  or  doing  any- 
thing by  which  my  friend  the  artist  can 
find  other  diversion  than  sitting  in  the 
boat?" 

It  was  indeed  a  dangerous  enterprise. 
Two  people  of  this  party  were  attempting 
to  deceive  Italians. 

The  captain  of  the  boat  spoke  to  his 
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fellows  in  the  patois  of  the  country,  and 
then  he  answered  politely,  "Fifty  francs, 
Senora  Countess,  at  night  with  four  oars." 

"  But  you  would  get  out  as  we  neared 
the  hotel,  would  you  not?  "  she  said,  turn- 
ing to  Murietta  with  a  well-assumed  air  of 
banter. 

*'  Try  me,  and  see.  I  think  I  can  sit  here 
certainly  as  long  as  your  ladyship." 

"  Oh !  I  will  not  give  you  a  chance  to 
leave  us.  You  shall  not  even  be  in  hail  of 
Bellagio  again  till  we  return  from  Como." 

"  Captain !  Como ! "  cried  the  beautiful 
woman,  half  rising  with  excitement,  and 
acting  her  part  with  a  skill  that  amazed 
Murietta. 

"  It  wUl  be  fifty  francs,  Senora  Countess, 
and  the  sum  that  we  were  to  have  for  the 
excursion  besides." 

"  You  shall  have  it ;  and  hono  mana  be- 
sides." 

The  Italian  boatman  bowed  and  smiled 
in  acknowledgment,  and  the  little  craft  spun 
around  and  the  prow  was  pointed  down 
the  water  toward  the  plains  of  Lombardy. 

It  was  a  moment  of  intense  anxiety  as 
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they  came  opposite  Bellagio  on  their  way 
down  the  still,  warm  water.  What  if  the 
wHy  Italians  suspected  something,  and 
should  make  some  excuse  to  pull  in — ^to  get 
their  coats,  a  little  wine,  anything  ? 

No  !  the  boat  did  not  veer  from  its 
course.  Not  an  oar  lost  a  note.  The  tall, 
handsome,  half-Greek  fellows  kept  time, 
and  they  shot  ahead  with  a  speed  that  was 
surprising. 

The  artist  sat  silent,  and  with  folded 
hands.  He  had  not  slept  for  the  past  two 
nights,  but  even  now  his  brain  was  at  work, 
and  he  was  wide  awake  and  watchful :  he 
had  done  what  he  knew  to  be  his  duty. 
Yet,  sitting  there,  he  knew  that  on  the 
morrow  men  and  women  would  couple  his 
name  with  that  of  the  countess  in  a  way 
that  would  cover  his  head  with  shame.  He 
had  sacrificed  all,  everything.  He  had 
sacrificed  more  to  serve  this  woman  by  his 
side,  to  help  her  through  a  trouble,  than 
most  men  ever  possess.  He  had  counted 
down  his  good  name,  broken  his  idol,  left 
his  heart  with  all  his  broken  hopes  on  the 
pine  and  vine-clad  hill  at  Bellagio. 


258  The  One  Fair  Woman. 

Yet  for  all  this  that  he  had  done,  he- 


sittmg  there  with  folded  hands — ^knew  per- 
fectly well  there  could,  among  men,  be  but 
one  reward — ^the  reward  of  a  ruined  name. 
He  was  not  regretting  anything  now :  he 
was  simply  sitting  there  looking  back  at  the 
ugly  fact,  and  sometimes  asking  himself  if 
he  could  not  have  done  otherwise,  and  all 
the  time  answering  that  he  could  not  have 
done  otherwise  and  had  his  own  respect. 

This,  then,  was  the  outlook :  he  had  lost 
the  world's  good  opinion,  but  had  retained 
his  own.  After  all,  if  he  had  been  com- 
pelled, at  any  time  of  his  stormy  and  trou- 
bled life  from  the  date  of  his  discretion,  to 
choose  which  should  be  sacrificed  and  which 
retained,  the  world's  good  will  or  his  own, 
he  never  would  have  hesitated  or  had  two 
opinions  for  a  moment.  He  had  been  driven 
to  the  wall  here,  and  had  been  compelled 
to  choose :  he  had  made  his  choice  and  did 
not  regret  it.  Yet  it  was  so  hard,  so  very 
hard,  to  leave  her,  and  disgraced.  He  was 
thinking  that  if  he  had  died  then  it  had 
been  so  very  much  better.  She  then  would 
perhaps  have  thought  of  him  at  least  with 
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respect :  now,  she  would  never  think  of  him 
but  with  shame, 

"  And  this  is  the  woman — the  One  Fair 
Woman — of  my  life !  the  light  that  I  have 
followed,  the  lady  I  saw  on  the  mountain  of 
fire,  and  in  whose  path  I  strewed  roses. 
This  boat  is  bearing  me  from  her  presence, 
and  in  eternal  disgrace." 

It  was  a  sultry  evening.  Away  down  the 
long  narrow  lake  there  was  a  great  water- 
fall plunging  down  from  the  high  savage 
mountain  into  a  little  bay  by  the  left  of  the 
weary  oarsmen. 

They  asked  permission  to  rest  a  moment 
in  the  cooling  spray;  and  the  kind  countess, 
who  was  now  light-hearted  and  full  of 
hope,  cheerfully  allowed  the  boat  to  lie  still 
and  rock  and  rest  at  will. 

The  bold,  strong  fellows  soon  pushed  on 
again,  for  a  wind  was  springing  up  ahead, 
and  the  fair  face  of  the  lake  began  to  grow 
wrinkled,  as  if  getting  up  a  storm. 

The  air  was  chill  now  as  the  wind  blew 
in,  and  the  doctor  took  off  his  cloak  and 
folded  it  around  the  countess  and  her  child. 

Murietta  sat  there  silent  and  still.     His 

s  3 
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pliable  and  easy  nature  had  at  last  been 
intensified,  and  now  he  was  as  a  man  of 
iron. 

There  was  a  sound  of  oars.  A  man 
leaned  over  the  boat  and  listened.  The 
artist  drew  a  pistol,  cocked  it,  and  said, 
*'  Pull !  pull  for  your  lives !  Double  pay  if 
you  reach  Como  before  them ! "  And  then 
he  lifted  the  shining  steel  in  the  moon, 
"  Death  if  you  do  not ! " 

"  Is  it,  oh,  is  it  the  admiral  ?  "  asked  the 
countess. 

The  doctor  looked  terrified,  and  tapped 
the  plank  in  the  boat  with  his  boot,  and 
sat  yery  restless  in  his  seat. 

Singularly  enough,  the  captain  and  his 
men  only  smiled  with  pleasure  at  the  lifted 
pistol  and  the  promised  double  pay.  These 
fellows  had  seen  run-away  affairs  before. 
They  now  leaned  to  their  oars  and  entered 
into  it  with  heart  and  soul.  They  thought 
this  was  a  love  affair,  and  laughed  to  see 
how  cleverly  it  had  been  managed,  for 
Como  has  long  been  famous  for  its  many 
adventures  in  this  field.  These  fellows  sup- 
posed the  artist  was  stealing  the  countess, 
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and  they  liked  his  dash  and  daring,  and 
particularly  liked  the   promise  of  double 

pay. 

Notwithstanding  the  promise  of  the  pro- 
prietor of  the  Grand  Hotel  that  the  boat 
and  the  men  should  be  the  best  on  the  lake, 
this  was  now  doubtful,  for  the  pursuers 
were  gaining  at  every  stroke.  They  were 
now  almost  within  a  pistol  shot. 

The  doctor  crouched  down,  so  as  not  to 
catch  the  wind,  and  the  countess,  with  her 
child  in  her  arms,  lay  almost  flat  on  the 
seat,  while  Murietta  turned  his  face  to  the 
boat  that  followed,  took  another  pistol  from 
his  side,  and  calmly  waited  results. 

"  You  will  take  notice,  captain,  and  all 
of  you,  that  the  doctor  here  and  the 
countess  have  no  hand  in  this  matter.  It 
is  all  my  own  affair.  If  any  of  these  men 
are  killed  who  come  after  me,  remember  it 
is  I,  and  I  alone,  who  do  it,"  said  the  artist, 
with  an  iron  expression  in  his  voice,  as  he 
lifted  a  pistol  towards  the  pursuers. 

It  was  breaking  day  at  last,  and  the 
boats  began  to  leave  the  little  towns  along 
the  edge  of  the  water,  and  put  out  on  the 
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lake,  for  business  or  pleasure,  and  cross  to 
other  towns. 

They  were  now  nearing  the  city  of 
Como,  The  boat  that  followed  hailed,  but 
had  no  answer.  Murietta  sat  silent  as  a 
man  of  stone,  waiting  his  opportunity  to 
send  the  admiral  into  eternity.  He  had 
endured  quite  enough.  He  was  now  des- 
perate. His  heart  was  really  set  on  the 
death  of  this  man.  His  mind  was  fiill  of 
murder. 

It  is  a  sad  but  a  true  confession,  that 
this  man — the  artist — sitting  there,  with 
his  menacing  pistol,  was  really  wishing  that 
the  boat  was  only  a  little  closer,  so  that  he 
could  send  the  bullet  to  his  heart  with 
perfect  precision.  He  had  determined  to 
kill  him,  and  to  kill  him  with  his  own 
hand.  Having  once  made  up  his  mind  to 
this,  he  was  impatient  for  the  moment  to 
come. 

It  was  unfortunate  that  the  doctor  was 
in  the  boat.  Every  pound  of  weight  was 
now  telling  against  our  party.  The  men 
were  bold,  strong  fellows,  and,  no  doubt, 
faithful  enough,  but  they  had  been  on  the 
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water  at  least  an  hour  before  the  pursuers 
had  taken  their  oars.  Besides,  when  the 
admiral  determined  to  make  chase,  he  had 
the  pick  of  the  best  and  swiftest  boat  in 
Belaggio. 

The  Italians  were  pulling  indeed  for 
life.  They  had  seen  how  settled  and  de- 
termined was  the  artist,  and  they  knew 
that  blood  must  flow  if  they  were  over- 
taken. For  very  good  reasons  they  wished 
to  avoid  anything  serious,  and  were  there- 
fore making  the  best  possible  use  of  their 
strength. 

The  pursuers  were  dangerously  close. 
They  could  almost  pierce  the  boat  of  the 
countess  with  a  pike.  The  artist  had  been 
too  anxious  to  kill  this  old  admiral ;  his 
mind  had  been  too  determinedly  set  on 
murder  to  exhibit  his  pistol  as  he  drew 
near.  He  even  held  it  low  down  in  the 
edge  of  the  boat,  as  a  sportsman  holds  his 
gun  out  of  sight,  when  coy  game  is  coming 
near.  He  was  only  waiting  for  a  dead 
centre  shot  to  the  heart. 

There  was  a  boat  putting  sharp  across 
the  lake  in  front  and  at  right  angles.     It 
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was  driving  straight  across  their  course. 
It  whistled,  but  om*  boatmen  did  not  heed. 
Closer  and  closer  they  drew  together.  The 
steamer  and  the  little  boat  were  closing  in, 
bow  to  bow. 

Once,  twice,  thrice,  the  steamer  whistled, 
but  the  Italians  were  desperate.  To  stop 
then  would  be  to  give  themselves  over  to 
the  pursuers. 

"  Stop,  in  the  name  of  the  law! "  cried 
an  officer  in  the  pursuer's  boat,  as  he  held 
up  a  paper. 

Murietta  lifted  a  pistol  in  each  hand,  and 
half  arose.  "  I  will  shoot  the  first  man 
who  dares  slacken  for  a  second." 

"  But  the  boat !  the  boat !  the  steamer !  " 
cried  the  terrified  captain. 

"  On !  and  under  her !     On,  I  say !  " 

The  men  sprang  to  the  work  as  if  they 
had  been  springs  of  steel. 

Right  under  the  prow  they  shot,  with 
barely  room  for  their  oars,  and  as  they 
came  out  and  darted  on  from  the  other 
side,  and  shot  for  the  shore,  there  was  a 
shout  of  admiration  fi'om  the  steamer's 
deck,  and  a  waving  of  handkerchiefs  from 
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f5air  hands,  that  showed  how  the  reckless 
deed  had  been  appreciated,  even  by  those 
who  had  been  about  to  run  them  down. 

As  they  touched  the  shore  and  climbed 
into  a  carriage,  they  looked  back,  but  the 
boat  of  the  pursuers  was  not  to  be  dis-  ' 
tinguished.  Other  craft  were  crossing  the  i 
lake,  and  perhaps  it  was  confounded  with  ,' 
them. 

Then,  as  they  drove  further  away,  and 
up  the  hill  toward  Milan,  they  saw  that 
the  steamer  had  turned  about  on  the  lake 
and  was  lying  there  quite  stiU.  It  was 
not  yet  fairly  dawn,  and  they  dashed  away 
toward  Milan  in  doubt  of  what  had  become 
of  the  admiral  or  his  men.  The  countess 
wondered  why  the  vessel  had  stopped  in 
the  middle  of  the  lake  and  was  resting 
there.  Perhaps  she  was  picking  up  the 
pursuers,  who  had  fallen  under  her  wheels. 


-^^1- 


CHAPTER  LV. 


IN   MILAN. 


T  is  one  hour  or  more  from  Como 
to  Milan  by  rail;  but  you  can 
drive  it  in  three  hours.  The 
railroad  is  not  so  direct  as  the  carriage 
road.  It  is  a  lonesome  ride  through  a  bare 
and  a  not  over  fertile  land,  considering  that 
it  is  the  plain  of  Lombardy. 

You  pass  through  a  dozen  or  two  poor 
tumble-down  towns,  all  with  one  long 
street  and  all  paved  with  cobble  stones,  over 
which  your  carriage  bumps  and  thumps 
in  the  most  agonizing  manner  you  can 
imagine. 

The  wondering  doctor  had  been  left  with 
the  dismissed  boatmen,  who  were  mad  with 
delight  at  their  accidental   feat  and  their 
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trebled  pay  ;  and  the  countess  held  her 
chUd  in  her  lap  and  sat  looking  with  her 
great  brown  eyes  at  Murietta,  who  scarcely 
spoke  the  whole  weary  way  to  the  gates  of 
the  city  of  the  plain. 

There  lay  Milan.  A  wall  of  five  miles 
girdle,  and  wide  enough  for  a  small  army  to 
march  abreast  upon.  This  wall  is  the 
great  drive  of  the  great  city.  It  is  called 
the  Bastion,  and  is  planted  with  double 
rows  of  great  trees.  This  was  built  by  the 
Spaniard. 

In  the  centre  of  this  city  stands  a  little 
mountain  of  marble  in  a  low  and  uncomely 
site.  This  mountain  of  marble  is  topped 
by  a  forest  of  barren  and  boughless  pines, 
and  all  are  as  white  as  if  wrapped  in  per- 
petual rime  and  snow. 

If  you  wish  to  see  and  enjoy  the  great 
cathedral  of  Milan,  keep  away  from  it.  At 
all  events  never  enter  it.  It  is  a  lonesome 
place  inside.  It  is  so  large  you  may  get 
lost.  And  the  fistmous  silver  bishops  and 
popes  are  not  solid  silver.  Tap  them  with 
-vtmr  fi     ^  mid  yoa  will  find  them  hollow 
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Down  stairs,  for  five  francs,  they  will 
show  you  the  black  and  ugly  bones  of  a 
good  man,  who  deserves  a  better  fete  than 
this  foul  exhibition  of  his  decaying  corpse. 
And  that  is  about  all  there  is  to  be  seen  in- 
side, save  the  canning  frescos  away  up  in  the 
arches  overhead  and  some  stained  windows. 
There  is  nothing  here  to  compensate  yon 
for  the  disappointment  you  feel  on  entering, 
after  you  have  contemplated  the  beauty  and 
airy  proportions  from  without. 

Climb  to  the  top  of  this  awful  edifice  and 
you  will  find  that  the  figure  of  a  mountain 
with  a  forest  is  not  altogether  inappro- 
priate. You  will  find  a  garden  of  flowers 
there,  all  of  marble.  In  fact,  every  plant  of 
Italy,  even  to  the  most  common  vegetable 
of  the  garden,  is  di\ided  out  and  set  up 
there  for  you  to  walk  through  and  admire. 

There  is  something  more  here  on  these 
little  spires,  and  in  this  marble  garden  of 
plants  and  flowers,  than  all  that.  On  one  of 
these  spires  is  a  hen  on  her  nest.  It  is 
made  very  beautiful,  singular  as  it  may 
seem,  and  is  much  admired. 

Away   yonder    in    an    obscure    corner. 
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looking  down  into  the  crowded  street, 
stands  a  statue  of  Adam.  He  is  leaning 
on  his  mattock,  and  seems  weary  of  life- 
His  face  is  a  blended  face  of  Christ  and 
Cain.  It  is  the  best  of  all  the  thousands 
of  statues  here. 

Our  little  party  of  three  reached  the 
Hotel  Royal,  in  the  heart  of  Milan,  at  last, 
worn  and  exhausted. 

The  countess  had  been  so  overcome  by 
the  agony  and  intense  excitement  of  the 
past  few  days,  that  she  had  to  be  borne 
from  the  carriage  to  her  rooms. 

There  lay  Milan  in  the  middle  of  the 
great  plain,  teeming  in  yellow  corn, 
covered  with  fruit  and  flowers  and  vines, 
and  literally  steaming  in  the  intense  heat. 
It  was  intolerable.  The  old  father  of  the 
coimtess  had  pushed  on  the  next  day  for 
England,  leaving  kind  messages  and  most 
urgent  letters  for  her  to  follow  at  once,  for 
he  was  dying. 

It  was  impossible  for  our  party  to  move 
that  evening,  eager  as  they  were  to  leave 
the  burning  town,  Italy,  everything,  while  all 
seemed  clear  and  open  for  the  flight.    The 
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countess  was  prostrated,  and  must  remain 
till  to-morrow. 

They  rested.  Yet  long  before  the 
countess  had  opened  her  eyes  the  artist 
was,  next  morning,  down  in  the  court  of 
the  old  palace  which  was  now  converted 
into  a  hotel,  quietly  arranging  for  the  depar- 
ture. He  somehow  felt  certain  that  the  end 
was  not  yet.  Where  was  the  count  ?  what 
had  become  of  the  doctor  with  the  retreat- 
ing moustache  and  the  low  brow?  And 
had  the  admiral  and  his  crew  of  followers 
really  perished?  Certainly  not,  else  the 
event  had  been  chronicled  in  the  journals 
of  Milan.  The  artist  looked  them  eagerly 
through.  He  found  no  tidings  there ;  no- 
thing to  tell  him  the  fate  of  those  who  had 
followed  that  fearful  night  of  the  flight 
from  Como. 

Then  if  the  old  admiral  was  not  dead  he 
was  alive.  If  alive  he  would  be  upon  the 
track  of  the  countess,  and  that  soon,  again. 
That  big  chin  of  his  would  brook  no  delay, 
or  hesitate  at  nothing.  It  had  the  iron 
energy  of  an  engine,  and  the  man  was  now 
moved  with  a  sort  of  desperation  and  hate 


In  Milan.  271 

that  must  find  vent  either  in  the  capture  of 
the  countess  or  the  death  of  Murietta. 

The  sun  was  just  rising  in  sultry  Milan. 
It  was  but  a  few  minutes'  walk  to  the  great 
cathedral,  where  there  was  room  and  place 
to  breathe  in  the  great  open  space  surround- 
ing it. 

The  artist  stood  on  the  steps  in  the  fresh 
morning  shade  cast  'by  the  great  marble 
edifice,  and  had  not  yet  entered  the  cathe- 
dral. The  people  were  as  thick  in  Milan, 
even  at  this  early  hour,  as  in  a  Roman 
carnival.  You  could  hardly  move  along. 
Standing  there  on  the  marble  steps,  Muri- 
etta could  scarcely  see  the  ground  for  the 
moving  masses  of  people.  Italy  is  so  very, 
very  populous. 

There  was  a  heavy  hand  laid  on  his 
shoulder.  The  artist  started,  for  he  was 
still  nervous  from  the  excitement  of  the 
past  few  days,  and  backed  against  the 
wall. 

*'  Shake  hands.  Come  !  let  us  be  friends. 
I  carry  my  heart  in  my  hand.  I  am  a 
rough  but  honest  man,  and  you  will  yet  live 
to  see  it.    Take  it !    Take  my  hand,  it  is  the 
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olive  branch  of  peace.  I  offer  it  to  tou 
now  for  the  last  time.  Will  you  not  take 
my  hand  ?  " 

Murietta  had  backed  close  against  the 
wall,  and  the  old  admiral  stood  there  reach- 
ing out  his  hand  and  offering  him  his 
friendship.  The  artist  only  shook  his  head, 
and  looked  the  old  monster  hard  in  the 
fece. 

"  Very  well,  very  well.  But  you  shall 
remember  thia.  I  will  bring  this  back  to 
your  mind  some  day,  and  in  a  way  and  in 
a  place  that  you  little  suspect." 

Then  the  old  admiral,  black  with  passion, 
pulled  at  his  long  grey  moustache,  and 
twirled  it  about  hia  finger. 

At  last  he  began  again,  standing  all  the 
time  boldly  before  Murietta  as  if  to  prevent 
his  escape,  and  puUing  mercilessly  at  his 
long  grey  moustache  with  his  stained 
fingers.  "  If  I  prove  to  you  that  1  really 
want  to  leave  Italy,  and  that  it  is  necessary 
for  me  to  leave  Italy,  and  to  leave  in  the 
company  of  the  countess,  and  if  I  take  the 
place  of  courier,  or  even  of  a  common 
servant,  will  you   not  advise  her  to  take 
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me  ?  Think,  think,  before  you  answer. 
She  must  get  on  if  slie  ever  sees  her  father 
alive  again.  You  see  what  I  have  done, 
and  you  know  what  I  can  do.  It  was  only 
an  accident  that  pulled  you  through  at 
Como.  Now,  sir,  if  you  wish  to  serve  this 
lady,  if  you  really  are  the  bold,  chivalrous, 
and  disinterested  friend  that  you  profess 
to  be,  take  me  with  you.  I  will  go  as  a 
common  servant.  Nay,  more,  I  wUl  pay 
you  to  let  me  go  with  you ;  to  go  in  dis- 
guise. Come !  I  can  prove  to  you  that  I 
am,  at  least,  honest  in  this  matter.  I  must 
leave  Italy.  I  knew  you  would  come  to  the 
cathedral.  I  have  stood  here  all  night 
waiting  for  you.  I  offer  you  my  hand  once 
more.     Is  it  war  or  is  it  peace?  '* 

Murietta  was  not  the  least  part  of  a 
patient  man.  He  had  stood  there  pushed 
back  against  the  wall  with  this  old  vil- 
lain's vile  breath  in  his  face  as  long  as  he 
could  bear  it.  He  sprang  forward,  pushed 
him  aside,  and  returned  to  the  hotel. 

All  over  the  city  were  posted  great  red 
posters,  headed  with  this  tempting  an- 
nouncement:   "Fifty  thousand   francs  re- 
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ward."  People  were  reading  these  posters 
eagerly.  They  had  just  been  put  up. 
They  were  still  wet  and  warped  from  the 
fresh  paste.  The  artist  stopped  and  read 
one  of  them  at  the  portal  of  the  hotel  as  he 
returned.  It  was  a  reward  offered  for  the 
arrest  and  conviction  of  forgers  of  ItaUan 
currency. 

*'Ah,"  cried  the  English  clerk  of  the 
hotel,  who  had  seen  the  artist  reading  this 
bill,  "  they  should  have  made  the  reward  at 
least  half  a  million.  Italy  is  full  of  it.  Look 
there !  The  prettiest  forged  paper  you  ever 
saw.  It  is  really  better  than  the  original, 
finer  than  the  genuine.  That  is  the  way 
we  detect  it." 

"  There  is  a  gentleman  waiting  to  see 
you,  sir,  and  he  says  his  business  is  urgent," 
said  a  boy  with  a  silver  plate  in  his  hand 
to  the  artist  as  he  passed  on  up  to  his 
rooms. 

It  was  the  black  and  low-browed  doctor. 
He  was  dressed  up  now,  and  looking  very 
smart.  His  fee  for  healing  had  healed  his 
threadbare  dress,  and  but  for  his  villainous 
face  he  might  now  have  been  quite  present- 
able. 
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He  stood  bowing  before  the  artist,  twirl- 
ing his  hat  in  his  hand,  and  looking  ner- 
vously around  him  as  if  he  half  suspected 
he  was  watched. 

*'  You  wish  to  get  rid  of  the  admiral," 
began  the  visitor,  twirling  his  hat  faster 
than  ever, 

"  And  you  propose  to  poison  him  for  me, 
you  dog ;  is  that  what  you  are  here  for  this 
morning? '' 

"No,  no,  no.  Really,  sign  ore,  you  do 
me  a  great  wrong.  Nothing  of  the  kind. 
I  told  you  I  should  leave  the  service  of 
the  admiral,  and  enter  the  service  of  my 
country." 

"  Well,  go  on,  get  done  with  what  you 
have  to  say,  and  then  get  out  of  my  sight, 
and  soon." 

"  Well,  signore.  If  I  had  the  admiral 
locked  up  in  the  prison  of  Milan,  so  that  he 
will  never  again  be  free,  how  much  money 
will  you  pay  me  ?  " 

"  Not  a  sou.  Is  that  all  you  have  to 
say?" 

"No,  signore,  not  quite  all."  The  hat 
twirled  in  the  nervous  hands  faster  than  ever. 

3  T 
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"  Well,  you  had  better  go.  If  jou  must 
betray  your  frientla  you  must  take  them  to 
some  other  market.  I  am  a  poor  man. 
sides  that,  I  would  not  bribe  you ;  nor  could 
I  trust  you  if  I  should." 

"But  will  signore  listen  one  moment 
more?  You  hare  seen  the  immense  reward 
that  is  offered.  Good!  You  have  noticed 
the  stained  finger  ends  of  the  admiral. 
Good !  Signore,  listen  to  me.  All  the 
plates  for  printing  Italian  money  were  made 
in  America,  with  a  few  exceptions.  Why? 
because  this  new  Italy  could  not  trust  her 
own  men.  She  was  afraid  if  these  plates 
were  made  at  home  that  there  would  be 
duplicates  made  also.  Very  good.  These 
plates  were  made  abroad,  and  duplicates 
were  made  notwithstanding  the  suspicious 
feeling  of  the  new  Italy." 

"  Well,  this  is  very  tiresome ;  and  what 
has  it  all  to  do  with  locking  up  the 
admiral?  "  asked  the  artist  impatiently. 

"Ah,  that  now  is  the  point,  that  is  the 
pith  of  it.  The  admiral  i^^jmser.  He  is 
worth  a  million.  He  has  1(  •  ^IBliey,  and 
he  has  starved  me  for  ' 
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revenge.  He  pretends  to  despise  me.  I 
will  show  him !     I  will  show  him !  " 

"  Come,  fellow,  come  to  this  point  you 
speak  of.     What  is  it  you  propose?  " 

"  Signore,  I  come  to  you.  I  say,  give  me 
twenty — ten — five  thousand  francs.  Give 
me  that  sum,  and  I  will  lock  up  the  ad- 
miral, and  you  can  go  on  your  ways  uninter- 
rupted. You  refuse.  Very  good.  You 
will  not  give  me  money.  No  matter.  I  will 
have  that  which  is  dearer  to  an  Italian 
than  money,  or  fame,  or  estate.  I  will  have 
revenge!  Revenge,  signore!  Revenge! 
Revenge !  " 

Murietta  beckoned  the  man  to  the  door. 
He  did  not  move,  and  the  artist  stepped  to 
the  bell. 

"  One  moment,  signore.  The  government 
offers  fifty  thousand  francs.  But  I  do  not 
like  the  government.  I  therefore  ask  you 
but  five  thousand  francs.  You  refuse  a 
single  sou..  Very  good.  I  accept  the  offer 
of  the  governn^ent.  I  turn  state's  evi- 
dence. The  admiral  will  follow  you  no 
further.  Signore,  I  wish  you  a  very  good 
day." 
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The  black-eyed,  narrow-browed  doctor 
bowed  himself  out,  and  the  artist  stood 
there  alone  wondering  what  the  fellow 
really  meant. 

Fifty  thousand  francs  reward !  The  old 
admiral  worth  a  million !  Counterfeit  cur- 
rency!  The  stains  on  the  admiral's  fingers ! 
His  eagerness  to  get  away  in  the  company 
of  respectable  travellers,  if  even  in  disguise ! 
Putting  this  and  that  together,  the  artist 
began  to  feel  pretty  certain  that  there  was 
really  something  in  the  wind,  and  that  the 
mission  of  the  dark-browed  doctor  that 
morning  meant  something  more  than  to  beg 
for  money. 


CHAPTER  LYI. 

A  TKBT  t^FORTrXATE  MAX. 

HE  countess  could  not  leave  her 
bed  all  that  day.  Still  there  was 
hope  that  if  no  further  trouble 
was  encountered  they  could  leave  sultry 
Milan  next  day. 

It  was  nearly  midnight  when  the  doctor, 
walking  between  two  officers,  called  to  see 
Murietta.  The  Italian's  &ce  was  black  and 
red  and  white  by  turns.  He  was  winking 
his  brows  with  all  his  might. 

^^  It  is  not  me,  Signor  Murietta,  that  is  a 
prisoner.  It  is  not  me.  It  is  the  admiral 
And  it  is  all  as  I  told  you  it  should  be. 
You  can  leave  Italy  to-morrow,  but  the 
admiral  will  never  leave  Italy.  Revenge. 
Ho,   ho!      Revenge,    and    fifty    thousand 
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irancs!  Xo,  no,  no,  I  am  not  a  prisouer  at 
all  These  officers  are  sent  with  me  till  I 
find  bail  to  appear  on  the  trial.  But  I  will 
appear.  Do  not  fear  that.  Even  if'  I  do 
not  find  bail  I  can  walk  about  with  these 
ofiicers,  my  friends,  and  be  quite  happy  till 
the  day  of  trial,  You  would  see  the  pri- 
soner in  the  morning?  Good.  A  little 
present,  Signor  Murietta,  and  one  of  the 
officers  will  lead  you  to  the  priaon  in  the 
morning." 

"  And  the  admiral  is  really  under  lock 
and  key  ?  A  big  man  with  a  great  chin," 
continued  the  artist  to  one  of  the  officers. 

"  A  big  man  with  a  big  chin  and  a  long 
grey  moustache,"  answered  the  officer 
politely.  "  He  made  flight  and  fight  also. 
He  leapt  over  the  bastion  at  last,  and  then 
swam  the  canal,  and  at  last,  when  brought 
to  bay,  he  fought  like  a  wolf." 

The  artist  took  a  long  breath  of  relief. 
He  walked  to  the  window,  looked  out,  and 
felt  a  sense  of  satisfaction  that  he  had  not 
known  for  days.  There  was  even  a  smile 
on  his  face  as  he  handed  the  officers  each  a 
red  Italian  note.     After  all,  this  man  was 
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very  human,  and  perhaps  enjoyed  this 
almost  as  much  as  the  revengeful  Italian. 
Yet  his  was  an  unselfish  satisfaction.  This 
meant  the  freedom  of  the  countess  and  the 
end  of  her  persecutions. 

"I  shall  have  a  few  hours  to  spare  in  the 
morning  before  the  express  leaves  for  Paris, 
and  I  want  one  of  you  to  come  and  take  me 
to  the  old  admiral  in  prison,"  said  the  artist 
as  he  opened  the  door  and  wished  his  visi- 
tors good  night. 

They  bowed  all  the  way  down  stairs,  and 
promised  to  call  at  sharp  ten  in  the  morn- 
ing. 

You  cannot  tear  up  the  heart  by  the 
roots  and  let  it  die  like  a  flower,  try  as  you 
might.  Murietta  had  so  often  and  so 
devoutly  wished  he  could,  for  his  heart  was 
all  the  time  turning  back  to  Como,  and 
hovering  there  like  a  lost  bird  of  night  over 
the  pine  and  vine-covered  mountain  that 
rose  up  in  the  forks  of  the  beautiful  lake. 

He  was  an  older  man  now.  He  looked 
in  the  glass  next  morning  as  he  stood  wait- 
ing for  his  promised  visitor  to  lead  him  to 
the  prison,  and  there  saw  that  a  tinge  of 
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frost  was  on  his  temples.  Snow  had  fallen 
there  in  the  terrible  battle  of  the  heart  in 
the  days  just  past;  6now  that  only  the 
winga  of  Death  should  brusli  away. 

How  sober  this  man  was  now !  He  was 
aa  a  monk  that  had  renounced  the  world. 
Yet  for  all  that  he  could  not  keep  his  heart 
in  Milan,  do  what  he  might. 

A  savage  sense  of  duty,  an  iron  inde- 
jKndence,  and  a  pretty  clear  sense  of  what 
was  right  at  the  bottom  of  things,  no  matter 
what  the  world  might  say,  had  led  him  into 
terrible  straits.  However,  these  same 
qualities  wUl  lead  a  man  through  to  the 
pure  white  light  and  up  to  the  shining  hills 
of  heaven.  You  have  only  to  persevere. 
The  straight  road,  even  though  it  be  out  of 
the  great  highway  and  popular  road  of  life, 
will  lead  you  finally  to  the  right  place, 
though  you  be  torn  by  thorns  and  set 
upon  by  wUd  beasts  in  the  new  way.  The 
only  danger  in  the  whole  matter  is  that 
3-ou  may  get  discouraged  and  attempt  to 
turn  back  or  reach  the  high  road,  when  in 
the  midst  of  thorns  and  beasts,  instead  of 
pushing  ahead. 
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At  ten  o'clock  the  artist  stood  before  the 
prison.     And  such  a  prison ! 

With  the  most  splendid  edifice  that 
Christianity  has  ever  reared,  Milan  has, 
under  its  very  shadow  as  it  were,  the  worst 
prison  that  the  barbarian  ever  built. 

The  city  has  been  destroyed  time  and 
again.  More  than  once  it  has  been  levelled 
to  the  ground.  Yet  this  old,  ugly,  massive 
heap  of  stones  crouching  down  there  under 
the  bastion  has  never  been  touched  save  by 
time.  It  crouches  down  there  as  if  it  were 
ashamed  of  its  own  ugliness.  The  light  of 
the  sun  refuses  to  touch  it. 

How  the  old  ruin  groaned  as  the  great 
doors  swung  open !  Chains,  and  bolts,  and 
great  rusty  rings  in  the  iron-bound  windows 
and  in  the  black  stone  floors.  The  place 
was  damp  and  even  cold.  It  was  more 
terrible  than  the  tomb. 

At  last  they  came  to  the  narrow  stone 
coffin  where  the  admiral  was  confined.  It 
was  a  miserable  little  cell,  but  better  than 
many  of  the  others,  for  this  one  really  had 
a  window. 

The  daylight  came  in  at  this  window,  but 
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timidly.  It  came  in  as  if  it  was  afraid, 
was  not  used  to  the  place,  and  was  very 
doubtful  about  the  propriety  of  being  there 
at  all. 

There  was  a  row  of  stout  rusty  bars, 
drawn  up  like  a  file  of  grenadiers  on  guarf, 
across  this  window,  through  which  the  sun 
came  into  the  prison.  And  it  did  not  pass 
unchallenged,  for  a  number  of  black  spiders 
were  very  busy  mending  a  broken  web 
right  across  the  front  of  this  file  of  iron 
grenadiers,  as  if  to  shut  it  out  altogether. 

The  admiral  sat  there  on  a  stone  bench 
witli  his  head  bowed  down  toward  the 
door,]  and  his  bands  dragged  down  be- 
tween his  legs  by  the  weight  of  the  rusty 
chain.  Or  more  properly,  one  hand  was 
drawn  down,  for  but  one  hand  and  one 
foot  were  bound  in  irons.  He  lifted  his 
eyes,  but  did  not  lift  his  head  as  the  artist 
and  officer  entered. 

"I  am  a  very  unfortunate  man," 
*  He  said  these  words  very  slowly,  and 
one  at  a  time,  and  as  it"  to  himself.  They 
came  out  of  bis  throat  as  if  jerked  out  one 
at  a  time  by  fishhooks,  and  from  very  deep 
down. 


A  very  unfortunate  Man.  285 

He  moved  his  hands  as  he  spoke,  and 
the  chains  clinked  and  chimed  in  between 
the  words  as  sometimes  do  the  bells  be- 
tween the  prayers  in  the  service. 

"  I  am  a  very  unfortunate  man." 

The  old  audacity  was  gone.  The  dash 
and  dare-devil  character  which  this  man 
had  assumed  and  played,  and  played  very 
well,  for  perhaps  half  a  century,  had  quite 
forsaken  him  now.  He  was  now  drawing 
from  his  true  nature,  and  he  found  that, 
once  thoroughly  conquered,  he  was  the 
veriest  coward  alive. 

Prick  a  child's  balloon,  and  you  can  hold 
it  between  your  thumb  and  finger. 

The  old  admiral  sat  there  on  the  stone 
bench  with  his  head  down,  and  he  kept 
picking  at  and  rubbing  the  ends  of  his 
stained  fingers  as  if  he  found  them  burning 
him  now. 

He  was  utterly  cut  up,  and  could  only 
keep  rubbing  and  picking  his  fingers, 
and  still  slowly  repeating  his  brief  but 
mournful  story,  "  I  am  a  very  unfortunate 


man." 


"  Well,  admiral,  I  have  come  to  see  you, 
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to  make  sure  that  you  were  here,  and  now, 
finding  you,  I  must  say  good-bye." 

The  sun  kept  hesitating  and  hanging 
about  the  iron  row  of  sentinels  up  in  the 
narrow  window,  and  the  spiders  kept 
busily  weaving  at  the  broken  web.  What 
had  broken  that  web?  There  was  the 
mark  of  a  man's  hand  on  the  high  window- 
sill,  in  the  dust.  A  link  of  the  chain  had 
touched  there  also.  One  of  the  iron  sen- 
tinels had  the  rust  rubbed  off  about  his 
waist.  It  was  the  middle  sentinel.  The 
rust  on  these  bars  was  scaling  off  like  the 
bark  of  a  tree.  A  chain  had  certainly  been 
passed  around  the  rusty  waist  of  this  iron 
guardian.  What  had  the  admiral  been  doing 
at  that  window  all  the  night?  He  certainly 
could  not  have  hoped  to  escape  through  it. 
It  was  not  large  enough  to  admit  half  his 
body  through. 

It  was  very  pitiful.  The  conquered  old 
man  was  utterly  crushed.  His  utterly  for- 
lorn and  helpless  state  touched  the  heart 
of  the  artist. 

"  Can  I  do  anything  for  you  to  make  you 
more  comfortable  here  ?  '' 
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^*  XodiiDg.  nodmig.  Dothing.  It  is  all 
over.  TheT  hsre  bctr^Ted  me  at  the  last 
moment.  And  ucm  that  Toa  are  kind 
enough  to  oome  to  see  me,^  said  the  pri- 
soner, for  the  first  time  lifting  up  his  head, 
^'  I  wish  to  say  to  tou  that  I  was  perfectly 
sincere  in  what  I  proposed.  I  really 
wished  to  get  away  and  live  a  better  life." 

The  old  man's  throat  was  dry  and  his 
voice  was  hosky. 

"  They  will  not  let  me  have  any  wine. 
They  have  taken  away  all  my  money,  and 
no  one  comes  near  me  now  or  sends  me  a 
glass  to  refresh  my  braised  and  broken 
body  and  mind." 

^^  Bring  a  flask  of  wine  and  a  case  of 
cigars,  and  keep  the  change  for  your 
trouble."  The  officer  soon  returned  with 
a  large  flask,  a  glass,  and  a  case  of  cigars. 

The  admiral  took  up  the  glass,  tilted  the 
flagon,  filled  the  glass  to  the  brim,  and 
drank  it  off  at  a  draught.  He  drank  like 
an  American,  and  not  at  all  like  an  Italian, 
for  the  latter  only  tastes  Ids  wine  and  never 
drinks  it 

He  filled  the  glass  again  as  before,  uA 
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emptied  it  as  before.  Then  taking  a  cigar 
be  ilrew  a  long  breath,  looked  up  and  about 
his  cell,  up  at  the  busy  spiders  in  their 
conspiracy  to  keep  out  the  last  bit  of  day- 
lijjht,  then  taking  a  light  which  the  officer 
had  brought  hira  he  began  to  resume  the 
old  devilish  look  and  aii"  of  audacity. 

"You  have  saved  my  life,  sir,  and  I 
thank  you.  You  are  after  all  a  very  kind- 
hearted  man,"  said  the  prisoner  (rom  be- 
hind a  cloud  of  smoke  as  he  again  emptied 
the  glass.  "  Now  sir,  look  here  !  I  am  a 
blunt  but  honest  man.     Ah!  you  smile  at 

1  this.    You  seem  to  think  you  have  heard 
it  before.     No  matter.     Some  day  you  will 

,1  come  this  way  in  your  journeys  through 

I  the  world,  and  yon  will  find  my  tombstone. 

'  Write  above  the  dust  of  tbe  old  admu-al, 
'  Rough  but  honest.'  " 

The  old  nature  was  rishig  under  the 
flask  of  wine  which  he  had  nearly  emptied. 
He  kept  the  cigar  burning  like  a  furnace. 
It  was  nearly  up  to  his  grey  and  grizzly 
moustache.  He  filled  his  glass  again,  and 
glancing  up  at  the  window  with  its  row  of 
rusty  sentinels  and  the  busy  spiders,  he 
said,  as  lie  again  looked  at  Marietta: 
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"Your  health,  Signer  Murietta,  and  a 
pleasant  journey  to  Paris,  and  a  long  and  a 
pleasant  life  with  the  countess." 

Murietta  bit  his  lips  but  said  nothing. 

"  You  may  find  trouble  at  Turin,"  con- 
tinued the  old  admiral,  as  if  he  again  held 
matters  in  his  hand  and  was  about  to  dic- 
tate terms  of  surrender.  "  Yes,  you  may 
find  trouble  at  Turin,  for  the  Prince  Tra- 
waska  is  stationed  there  with  Giuseppe. 
You  see  the  order  cannot  allow  so  wealthy 
a  lady  as  this  to  leave  the  country.  Be- 
sides, there  are  certain  Catholics  interested 
in  keeping  this  little  boy  in  the  creed  of 
the  Church." 

"  Trawaska  and  the  knavish  courier  at 
Turin?" 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  do  Hot  mind  telling  you  and 
doing  you  any  service  in  my  power,  since 
they  all  have  deserted  me,  and  some  of 
them  have  betrayed  me.  If  they  hear  of 
my  arrest  they  will  be  the  last  to  trouble 
you.  But  if  not  they  will  still  go  on  under 
my  orders  given  them  last  night,  and  will 
surely  intercept  you  before  you  touch  the 
line  of  France." 
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The  man  again  emptied  his  glass  and 
then  blew  the  last  of  his  cigar  through  his 
grey  and  unkempt  moustache. 

The  artist  stepped  up  to  take  his  leave  of 
the  old  man,  and  offered  his  hand. 

"  You  have  won ! "  said  the  admiral. 
"  You  have  won !  But  it  was  not  my 
fault.  If  men  had  been  true  to  me,  I 
should  have  landed  you  in  hell."  And 
then  the  dreadful  man  laughed  a  terrible 
laugh,  that  sounded  as  if  it  came  up  from 
the  abode  of  the  damned. 

The  artist  said  good-bye,  and  was  going. 
The  old  admiral  arose  and  said,  looloDg 
down  at  the  chain  about  his  leg,  with 
that  perfect  Italian  politeness,  and  a  bow 
that  was  courtly  and  elegant,  "  You 
will  excuse  me  for  not  seeing  you  to  the 
door." 

"  Certaiidy,  admiral." 

"  Signer  Murietta,"  called  out  the  pri- 
soner. 

"Well!"  answered  the  artist,  turning 
back. 

"I  will  not  ask  you  for  money,  but  1 
must  ask  you  one  little  favour,  since  my 
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friends  do  not  come  near- me,  and  I  am 
almost  dead  from  pain  and  trouble." 

"What  can  I  do?" 

"  A  little  more  wine.  And,  Signor 
Murietta,  you  wear  a  rich  red  sash  about 
your  waist." 

"Well?" 

"Will  you  not  give  me  that  sash  as  a 
keepsake?  I  will  wear  it  as  long  as  I 
live." 

The  artist  hastily  unwound  the  sash, 
stepped  back,  handed  it  to  the  man,  and 
then  leaving  a  note  with  the  officer  for 
another  flagon,  hurried  away  to  the  light 
of  the  sun. 


CHAPTER  LVIL 

VIS-A-VIS  WITH  TWO  MONKS. 

IHERE  was  not  the  least  ripple  of 
trouble,  as  the  little  party  took 
their  seats  in  the  express  train 
for  Paris. 

The  countess  had  received  a  telegram 
from  England.  Her  father  had  reached 
the  shore  of  the  great  sea  that  lay  between 
him  and  his  home. 

^'  For  the  first  time  in  five  years/'  said 
the  lady,  as  the  train  shot  away  over  the 
fertile  fields  of  Lombardy,  and  over  the 
great  battle-field  of  Magenta,  "  for  the  first 
time  in  five  years  I  feel  like  a  free  woman. 
I  am  no  longer  watched.'* 

She  did  not  know  the  fate  of  the  old 
admiral.  She  still  fancied  he  might  be  at 
the  bottom  of  Lake  Como,  and  thought  all 
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their  troubles  over.  Yet  she  was  not 
cheerful,  but  unusually  sad. 

As  they  neared  Turin,  and  looked  up  at 
the  little  Campo  Santo  on  the  hill,  with  its 
tombstones  and  monuments  shining  in  the 
setting  sun,  she  suddenly  turned  to  Murietta 
and  said,  "  It  seems  to  me,  if  Count  Edna, 
my  husband,  were  here,  and  going  home 
with  me,  I  should  be  almost  perfectly 
happy.'' 

Murietta  looked  out  at  the  white  tomb- 
stones, as  they  shot  past,  tapped  the  butt  of  a 
pistol,  just  visible  under  his  waistcoat,  and 
said  to  himself,  wondering,  "  And  still  she 
loves  him!  She  is  certainly  past  finding 
out.'' 

It  was  raining  at  Turin,  and  dark,  as 
they  changed  cars  for  the  Mont  Cenis 
Tunnel. 

"  You  will  remain  here  in  this  coup^, 
you  and  your  little  boy  together,  and  you 
will  remain  locked  up.  It  is  just  big 
enough  for  you  two.  I  will  have  a  seat  in 
the  car  adjoining.  I  entreat  you,  do  not 
move,"  said  Murietta;  *'we  may  have 
trouble  yet." 
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He  turned,  and  two  monks  with  immense 
cowls  were  looking  over  his  shoulder  at 
the  countess  and  her  little  boy. 

He  stepped  into  his  adjoining  car,  after 
handing  the  conductor  a  liberal  present,  and 
took  his  seat.  The  monks  instantly  fol- 
lowed and  sat  together  opposite. 

Around  the  rocky  spurs  of  the  Alps,under 
arches,  over  bridges  that  those  perfect 
Italian  en^neers  have  made  for  the  world 
to  wonder  at,  and  the  line  of  France  was 
near  at  hand. 

The  monks  whispered  together.  In  half 
an  hour  they  would  be  at  the  station  where 
you  are  expected  to  show  your  passport, 
or  bribe  the  officer.  This  latter  is,  perhaps., 
the  most  common,  as  well  as  the  most  con- 
venient way.  The  little  boy  had  no  pass- 
port. As  the  monks  whispered  together, 
one  of  the  cowls  was  brushed  by  a  sudden 
hirch  of  the  car,  and  the  large  red  ears  of 
the  wearer  were  uncovered. 

Marietta  caught  his  breath,  but  said  no- 
tliing.  By  a  sort  of  inspiration  he  then  at 
once  knew  that  these  monks  were  Prince 
Trawaska  and  the  courier  Giuseppe,  and  he 
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knew  that  the  last  struggle  would  be  made 
at  the  little  mountain  town  where  you  are 
expected  to  pay  or  show  a  passport. 

"  I  am  sick  of  this  pistol  practice ;  it  is 
getting  monotonous.  But  come,  my  little 
iron  bull-dogs,  you  may  have  to  bark  at 
these  men,  and  bite  and  bite  even  to  the 
death/' 

He  cautiously  drew  his  hands  under  his 
cloak,  and  drew  his  pistols  around  Avhere 
they  could  be  pulled  in  a  flash. 

"  Trawaska ! " 

The  man  in  the  monk's  cowl  and  gown 
sprung  up,  only  to  find  a  pistol  pointed  into 
his  face. 

"Sit  down,  sir.  There,  that  will  do. 
Your  hands  behind  your  head.  There, 
festen  them  there.  Lock  your  fingers  in 
*  together  behind  the  back  of  your  neck. 
There!  so!  The  moment  a  hand  comes 
down,  you  die ! 

"  Giuseppe  1 " 

Giuseppe  did  the  same  without  being 
told  in  words.     He  understood  the  signs. 

"  There  I  you  will  both  keep  your  hands 
in  that  position  till  we  pass  this  station.     I 
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will  see  about  your  passports.  Fifty  francs 
will  settle  the  whole  matter.  No,  no !  Take 
care ;  take  care  there !  You  see  I  should  be 
perfectly  delighted  to  kill  you  both.  It 
would  sound  so  well  to  have  the  name  of  a 
Polish  prince  and  an  Italian  colonel  mixed 
up  in  a  matter  of  this  kind.  Child-stealing, 
eh!  A  valiant  business,  indeed!  And  then, 
an  Italian  colonel  to  be  found  in  the  car  in 
monk's  clothes  with  a  bullet  through  Jih 
head.  How  would  it  sound,  Trawaska? 
Just  let  me  kill  you  to  sec  what  a  sensation 
it  would  produce.  Or  even  let  me  just 
mention  the  matter  to  the  next  officer  we 
meet,  either  civil  or  military.  Let  me  turn 
you  over  to  him  in  your  monk's  clothes! 
Bah!  my  brave  men!  An  Italian  colonel 
and  a  Polish  prince  have  obtained  leave  of 
absence  to  go  child-stealing  in  monk's 
clothes.     Soft  there ! " 

The  men  were  trembling  in  their  seats, 
and  suffering  from  their  painful  positions. 

"  Come,  we  will  vary  this  a  little.  Here 
is  another  pistol;  one  for  each  of  you.  Yes, 
it  hurts  you,  I  know,  to  hold  your  hands 
there ;  it  affects  the  spine  finally,  and  stupe- 
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fies  you.  If  you  were  to  take  down  your 
hands  now  you  would  find  them  helpless ; 
the  blood  and  the  strength  is  gone  out  of 
them.  Take  down  your  hands  and  try 
them,  Giuseppe,  if  you  like ;  you  will  find 
them  as  useless  as  the  hands  of  the  dead 
man  you  hid  away  in  the  dark  vault  at 
Rome." 

The  train  stopped  for  an  instant,  and  a 
man  ran  along  on  the  rail  at  the  side  of  the 
cars,  taking  money  and  glancing  up  at 
passports,  or  old  letters  and  the  like  which 
men  saw  fit  to  hold  up  for  a  second,  still 
folded,  before  his  face. 

Murietta  stood  at  the  window,  looking 
back  over  his  shoulder  at  the  two  motion- 
less men.  A  pistol  was  in  his  right  hand, 
and  held  down  behind  him. 

He  drew  a  fifty-jfranc  note  from  his  vest 
pocket  with  his  left  hand  and  held  it  out  to 
the  officer. 

"  These  good  fathers  do  not  need  pass- 
ports. The  lady  and  the  little  boy  are  my 
Wends,  and  go  to  England  in  my  charge. 
Take  this,  and  drink  our  healths  and  a 
happy  voyage." 
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The  officer  was  profiise  in  his  thanks, 
and  hurried  on. 

In  less  than  an  hour  they  crossed  the 
line  and  were  in  France.  The  two  men 
were  pale  and  overcome. 

"  Now  you  can  get  out  and  go  about  your 
business ;  or  would  you  prefer  to  be  handed 
over  to  these  French  gentlemen  in  this 
garb?" 

Murietta  stepped  out  on  the  platform  as 
the  train  was  about  to  move  off,  and  the 
two  men  with  great  effort  followed  him. 
Then,  turning  about,  he  returned  to  the  car 
and  took  his  seat  alone  as  it  shot  out  of 
the  station,  and  left  the  two  men  standing 
there,  helpless  and  stupefied. 


CHAPTER  LVIII. 


IN  THE  BLESSED  ISLES. 


IHE  work  was  done.  Nothing, 
was  now  required  but  time  and! 
patience  to  complete  the  journey; 
which  had  been  begun  and  carried  thus  far 
under  such  fearful  difficulties. 

They  reached  England,  and  found  the 
old  father  there  waiting  for  his  child. 

He  put  out  his  hand  to  his  daughter,  and\ 
said  faintly, —  \ 

"I  am  waiting  here:   I  am  waiting  to  ^ 
cross  the  great  sea  and  go  home." 

The  countess,  pale  now  with  travel  and 
trouble,  turned  to  Murietta,  for  her  heart 
was  bleeding  at  sight  of  this. 

"  Oh! "  said  she,  "  it  is  not  the  great  sea 
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that  he  will  cross  to  go  home;  it  is  the 
great  dark  river  of  death." 

And  it  was  so.  Still  talking  of  home, 
and  rest,  and  peace,  under  the  cool  trees  on 
the  other  side  of  the  great  sea,  he  folded 
his  hands  and  died. 

And  now  the  poor,  beautiAil,  but  broken- 
hearted woman  was  more  alone  than  ever 
before.  She  fell  down  and  wished  to  die  and 
be  buried,  and  be  at  rest  from  it  all.  Then 
for  many  days  she  was  very,  very  ill,  and 
was  wild  and  out  of  her  mind  with  a  fever. 

Murietta  watched  with  her  then,  and  did 
all  that  a  brother  could  do — all  that  a 
father  could  do,  for  now  he  was,  indeed, 
old.  He  was  as  cold  at  heart  and  almost  as 
old  as  the  old  man  he  had  ust  seen  borne 
to  his  grave. 

While  he  watched  by  the  bedside  of  the 
countess,  and  when  she  was  almost  re- 
covered again,  he  received  a  package  of 
papers  from  the  consul  at  Milan. 

There  was  one,  an  illustrated  paper  with 
a  frightful  picture.  It  was  the  picture  of  a 
man,  a  large  man,  hanging  by  his  neck  to 
the  bars  of  his  cell.     A  cord,  a  rich  red  silk 
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sash,  the  paper  stated,  had  been  passed 
around  the  middle  bar,  and  by  this  the  man 
had  hung  himself,  and  was  found  dead  the 
second  day  after  his  imprisonment. 

The  old  admiral,  the  founder  of  the  order 
of  the  Brothers  of  the  Altar,  was  dead. 
Murietta  meditated  as  he  thought  of  the 
red  sash,  and  then  remembered  how  that 
once  on  the  banks  of  the  Tiber  the  countess 
had  shuddered  at  the  sight  of  it,  and  said 
that  it  looked  like  blood. 

During  her  illness  the  countess  had 
spoken  more  than  once  about  her  husband. 
Would  he  come  to  her  ?  Could  he  come  to 
her?  Then  she  would  begin  to  talk  of 
the  admiral,  and  say  that  it  was  impossible, 
and  that  he  loved  his  clannish  companions 
better  than  his  family. 

Murietta  had  noticed  this,  and  had  not 
been  idle.  But  now  that  he  knew  the 
admiral  was  no  more,  he  at  once  decided 
what  to  do,  and  acted  accordingly. 

Soon  the  countess  was  able  to  be  wheeled 
into  her  parlour.  She  seemed  more  beauti- 
ful than  ever,  yet  more  sad  than  ever. 
Murietta  tried  in  vain  to  rouse  her  and  call 
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her  spirits  back  again  to  the  beautiful  things 
of  the  world.     It  was  no  use. 

One  day  she  was  standing  by  the  win- 
dow with  her  little  boy  as  the  artist  entered. 
She  was  nearly  well  now,  and  he,  still 
weary,  still  worn  from  time  and  trouble 
and  thought,  had  come  to  say  good-bye,  for 
he  wanted  to  get  away,  to  be  alone— to 
go  up  into  the  mountains  and  pray,  as  it 
were. 

"  I  have  written  to  the  count,"  she  be- 
gan, smiling  sadly,  "  and — and  I  have  writ- 
ten him  a  long  letter  to-day.  Perhaps  you 
had  better  read  it." 

"I  read  your  letter,  lady!" 

"  Well,  no,  not  that.  But  you  under- 
stand how  things  are  better  than  I  do,  and 
perhaps  you  might  improve  the  letter." 
Then  she  hesitated,  drooped  her  great 
brown  eyes,  lifted  them  up  again,  and  said, 
"  At  all  events,  I  want  you  to  send  him 
some  money.  Send  him  plenty  of  money. 
Send  it  at  once — by  telegraph — to-day — 
now." 

"  Countess,  I  have  sent  him  money.     All 


liH:  lim*:  "SSiSC.  jot:  iyre  l»BEJn  ill  jon  fj^e 
of  it.  jmc  lifr  lia^  ikh  been  lefi  in  ^wksLT 

Tbe  icrriri:  cnret  -irere  a^am  cm  liie  car- 
pet, flmd  liieaD  loc»kTng  x^  and  opemnf  i^nean 
Terr  -irid^:.  she  asked : 

^  Do  TOQ  lioi  limik  he  ^iFoold  Eke  lo  see 

^ Bm  Da  BQ.  xio:  he  carmot  came.  That 
oath,  ihai  order,  ihat  tenible  man.  the 
admiraL     Ah!  I  shall  go  mad  at  last!" 

^  As  for  the  old  admiiaL  he  irill  trouble 
yoa  BO  more.  He  is  dead.**  answered  the 
artist  solemnly. 

She  clasped  her  fitde  hands,  and  (shall  it 
bettJd?)  said  "Thank  God!" 

9ie  held  her  head  down  a  long  time  in 
thought  and  in  tears.  At  last,  looking  up* 
she  said: 

^  Yon  will  send  for  Connt  Edna  for  me 
at  once.  Send  at  once — send  by  td^raph 
and  say  he  is  needed  here.  Say  anything^ 
mily  BO  that  he  leaves  that  country  and 
comes  to  me,  to  a  Christian  land.'^ 

^^  Lady,  I  have  already  sent  for  him»'^ 
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"What!     Have  you?" 

"  I  sent  for  him  days  ago,  and  have  had 
answers,  and  he  is  on  his  way  to  join  you." 

"  Heaven  is  merciful !  And  when  will 
he  arrive?  " 

"  This  evening — this  hour." 

She  sank  in  a  chair  and  held  down  her 
head,  and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands  as  if  in 
prayer.  Murietta  stood  up  before  her,  and 
was  very  pale.  Her  delicate  foot  tapped 
nervously  on  the  floor  in  the  old  way,  as 
she  looked  up,  half  smiling  through  her 
tears,  and  with  a  brighter  face  than  she  had 
shown  for  a  long,  long  time. 

"  I  have  come  to  say  good-bye,  for  I  am 
going  away.  I  shall  return  now  to  my 
work,  and  busy  myself  once  more  with 
creatures  of  imagination." 

Her  little  fingers  were  winding  them- 
selves up  in  the  tassels  of  her  crape  shawl. 
At  last  she  put  out  her  round,  soft,  baby 
hand.  She  looked  down  into  her  lap  with 
her  great  brown  eyes,  half  hidden  under  the 
drooping  lashes,  and  said : 

"  Good-bye." 

Murietta  did  not  speak.     He  leaned  for- 
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ward,  bowed  above  the  beautiful  woman, 
kissed  her  tenderly  on  the  fair  brow — 
kissed  her  for  the  first  and  the  last  time — 
and  was  gone. 

He  had  done  what  he  conceived  to  be 
his  duty.  He  had  done  this  at  a  countless 
cost.  What  she  thought  of  it  now  was 
another  matter.  What  the  world  thought 
of  it  was  nothing  to  him  now.  He  left  her 
with  her  husband,  and  went  on  his  way 
alone.  He  was  satisfied  with  himself,  and 
that  was  his  recompense. 

4e  4:  :|c  :|c  4: 

Murietta  had  returned  to  Italy.  Fair 
Italy !  With  all  its  fiiults,  the  finest  land 
upon  earth.  Gentle  Italians — ^with  all  their 
follies,  the  only  real  artists — saving  the  ex- 
ceptions— ^in  all  the  world. 

He  felt  that  he  was  in  disgrace  in  the 
great  cities,  and  kept  well  away.  He  had 
a  studio  in  Perugia,  and  worked  there  very 
£uthfully.  He  was  a  silent  man,  and  as 
abstemious  as  a  monk.  His  hair  was  turn- 
ing grey,  and  yet  his  heart  was  warm  to 
the  poor  and  the  distressed  about,  and 
people  came  to  understand  that  this  man 
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hiding  away  among  them,   and   who   Was 
growing  prematurely  old,  had  a  history. 

There  was  a  beautiful  picture  of  a  beau- 
tiful woman  in  his  studio,  and  the  Italian 
;  artists,  who  sometimes  came  to  visit  him, 
1  often  stood  before  it  with  silent  admiration. 
!  This  was  the  picture  of  a  lady  looking  back 
iover  her  shoulder.  On  the  back  of  this 
picture  was  the  one  word,  "  Rubicon." 

The  artist  had  been  here  nearly  a  year 
alone  and  quietly,  and  in  a  measure  con- 
tentedly at  work.  Two  people  climbed  up 
to  the  lofty  studio,  with  its  windows  look- 
ing out  on  the  Upper  Tiber.  He  did  not 
look  up  from  his  work.  He  supposed  them 
some  other  artists  who  had  more  leisure 
than  he,  and  that  they  knew  how  to  make 
themselves  at  home.  He  went  on  with  his 
work.  He  was  dreaming.  And  this  man 
was  dreaming  now  of  Annette,  the  One  Fair 
Woman.  In  fact,  it  would  have  been  diffi- 
cult to  find  a  moment  in  his  life  now  when 
he  was  not  dreaming  of  her,  and  her  only. 
The  world  took  no  part  of  his  time  or  at- 
tention. He  thought  only  of  this  beautiful 
real  ideal^  and  went  on  with  his  work. 
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There  was  a  rustle  of  silk,  and  a  soft 
hand  touched  his  own.  He  turned  his  eyes, 
and  then  he  dropped  his  brush.  He  could 
not  realize  it  at  first,  but  stood  staring  into 
the  face  of  the  wonderful  being  before  him, 
and  mute  and  quite  overcome.  / 

Then  he  thought  it  was  a  vision,  for  he    I 
had  been  thinking  of  her ;  but  there  was  the     j 
dreamy  old  general  behind  her,  and  he  was 
looking  at  a  picture  on  the  wall  close  by. 

**  This  is  the  picture,  Annette,  that  was 
promised  you,  I  know." 

"  You  see,  Mr.  Murietta,  we  have  come 
after  my  picture.  And  will  you  not  shake 
hands  r 

How  gentle,  how  like  a  dream  she  was ! 
yet  how  matchless  and  magnificent.  All 
the  man's  life  came  tiding  i)ack  to  his  veins 
again,  and  the  blood  mounted  to  his  face  in 
confusion. 

He  did  not  reach  his  hand  to  her.  He 
could  not  speak.  He  was  stooping  to  pick 
up  his  brush. 

"  No,  no,''  she  said,  laughing  pleasantly 
at  his  confusion ;  "let  your  brush  lie  there 
on  the  floor.     Let  it  lie  there  for  a  time^  at 
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least,  and  let  us  shake  hands  over  the  dead 
year  that  is  gone." 

He  reached  his  hand,  and  looking  in  hier 
face  said  earnestly : 

"  Beautiful  woman,  is  it  best  to  reach 
hands  over  the  gulf  that  rolls  between  us? 
You  see  I  am  satisfied  here — tranquil  at 
least — half  content.  Why  shall  I  suffer 
myself  to  return  again  to  the  rack  and  tor- 
ture? Fate  decided  against  me  at  Como. 
I  accepted  the  verdict." 

"  At  Como  you  were  a  simpleton."  The 
lady  laughed  and  he  looked  puzzled.  "  You 
are  the  veriest  child  in  the  world.  Why  did 
you  not  come  to  me  with  that  poor  lady's 
misfortune  instead  of  applying  to  strangers  ? 
Do  you  not  know  that  I  would  have  been 
proud  to  help  her  through  it?" 

'^  And  then  you  know  all  and  understand 
all?" 

He  looked  in  her  face  as  he  spoke,  and 
holding  her  hand,  drew  her  close  to  his 
breast,  and  called  her  his  own  in  a  whisper, 
and  she  did  not  shrink  away,  but  held  his 
hand  and  listened  to  what  he  chose  to  say 
of  scattering  roses  in  her  path  of  life  now, 
even  oiv  to  tJaa  ^lA. 
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• 

"  No,  do  not  think  women  blind,"  she 
said  at  last.  "  Men  do  not  deceive  women 
as  often  as  they  suppose,  either  for  good  or 
evil.  I  understand  you  better  than  you 
understand  yourself.  Had  you  flinched 
from  your  duty  to  that  lady  when  she 
needed  your  help,  I  should  have  hated  you, 
my  hero." 


THE   END. 
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